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Breaking news! 


The Black Dragon Guild attempts to conquer the 40th floor of the Tower. Didn’t they confidently 
declare that they were going to finally show the might of the greatest guild? Unfortunately, they have 
returned empty-handed. 


The Rank 1 Hunter! The Flame Emperor (#77) has single-handedly subjugated a Boss once again! 





I envied him. 


While blankly staring at the TV, I thought to myself: ‘I envy him. I envy him so much—it’s driving me 
crazy.’ 


Hello Flame Emperor-nim! 
Ah, right. Hello... 


The Flame Emperor furrowed his eyebrows. For some reason, even his scrunched brows looked 
handsome. 


You have set a new record once again! You are the only person who can single-handedly subjugate a 
boss monster. May I ask you to share your impressions? 


First of all, I would like you to change that shitty title. 
Excuse me? 


I’m talking about the Flame Emperor. Call me by my name instead of using that shitty title. Like, what 
is the Flame Emperor supposed to mean? It’s embarrassing. I would rather be called the Plague than the 
Flame Emperor. [1] Someday, I’ll definitely find the bastard who gave me this title and beat the living 
shit out of him. 


U-Uhhh. 


The surprised reporter stuttered. He could only stammer, unable to respond. Because the formidable 
man in front of him was widely known as the protagonist of this era. The subject of countless legends 
being written. 


In comparison, I was just an extra who couldn’t even take on a minor role. 


“Aaah,” I mumbled. “I really envy him.” How nice would it be to live a life like him? A life where you 
can say anything in front of a camera. I touched my smartphone and entered a random Internet 
community bulletin board for Hunters. I wanted to see how others reacted to the interview. 





G23 Hey, the Flame Emperor is screwing around again! [2] 
2 minutes ago | Report 


Reply v 





G23 He is always on air, just like a plague. 
2 minutes ago | Report 


Reply v 





As expected, the community was on fire as they watched the interview. With a flick of my finger, I 
continued to scroll through the comments. 





Can’t he hold his tongue when the entire world is watching him? 
1 minute ago | Report 


Replies 5 # 





L It’s not like this is the first time. 


1 minute ago | Report 





L It’s the broadcaster’s fault for doing this even though they know what kind of a person he is. 


56 seconds ago | Report 





L Real talk... They’re doing this just for the views... 


44 seconds ago | Report 





_ Wow. Even this place is plagued. How sickening. 


37 seconds ago | Report 





L I want to become just like the Flame Emperor. 


1 second ago | Edit 





The internet community was divided into two sides: Those who defended the Flame Emperor and 
others who ridiculed him. 





Flame Emperor-nim, I wish your personality matched your skills. Please bear in mind that you 
represent all Hunters in Korea. As a fellow Korean, I feel embarrassed whenever the interview gets 
transloted and distributed across the globe... 

1 minute ago | Report 


Replies 5 # 





L It is translated and not transloted. Before considering other languages, please give Hangul some 
more love. Also, your nationality does not matter inside the Tower. 


1 minute ago | Report 





_ And you guys can tolerate your master cursing in Korean? Flame Emperor, you are a disgrace. 


50 seconds ago | Report 





L It’s just a grammatical mistake. Why do you need to insult him for that? Your personality is fucked 
up. 
38 seconds ago | Report 





L It’s not my personality that is fucked up. It’s yours. GG. 


23 seconds ago | Report 





L I want to become just like the Flame Emperor. 


1 second ago | Edit 





What utter chaos. But, this wasn’t the only community that was noisy. Any place that talked about 
Hunters was like this. 





G23 The Flame Emperor got a girlfriend! Apparently, it is the Saintess! 
1 minute ago | Report 


Replies 4 « 





L_ The Saintess? Really? 


48 seconds ago | Report 





My friend is a Hunter and he saw the two of them together! 


39 seconds ago | Report 





L My friend is the Saintess and she said that isn’t true; 


27 seconds ago | Report 





L I want to become just like the Flame Emperor. 


1 second ago | Edit 





Along with the Flame Emperor, the Saintess was one of the most popular Hunters. In one post, 
someone even kindly left an attachment file called, “Best Photo of the Saintess.” She was famous for 
her exceptional beauty that matched her stellar personality. And he is dating her? 


“Uwauu.” I put down my smartphone and rubbed my head in frustration. By the way, 





I want to become just like the Flame Emperor. 


1 second ago | Edit 





were all written by me. I wrote those posts as I surfed across a whole bunch of conversations. I would 
normally leave this comment on every post I visited. Why have I posted the same remark over and 
over? 


Because: “I envy him! I really envy him! I want to be successful, too!” 


Because I’m envious. This is how I truly feel. Since I live alone in a single room apartment, I can 
honestly admit how envious I am. Because I live alone. Because it’s my space. 


So, of course, if anyone were to enter my space, they would be shocked. To say the least. Every wall 
held countless magazine and newspaper scraps accounting the adventures of the World’s Rank 1 
Hunter, the Flame Emperor. Every day, I’m surrounded on all sides by his great legacy. 


[The Flame Emperor single-handedly subjugates the 39th floor! J 
[The Flame Emperor solo clears the 38th floor! Another legendary feat! | 
[Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! J 


[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? Expert foreigners 
believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” J 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 


The oldest articles dated back to 10 years ago, their yellow and curling edges proof of the time I’ve 
followed his feats. Of course, the newest articles of him held firmly to the wall, pristine and flawless. 
This was history. The Flame Emperor’s history. No. This was Hunter Yoo Sooha’s history that was 
recorded long before he received the title, and it surrounded me in all its glory. In this room. With me. 


Abhh. I clutched my head, staring at his accomplishments all around me. 
‘IT want to be successful too! Just like the Flame Emperor!’ 


I want to be so successful that others would become envious of me. By becoming successful, I would 
make an example out of everyone who looked down on me or failed to respect me. After making an 
example of them, I would tell them to “Live properly from now on.” Afterward, I’d kindly forgive 
them. I would forgive them—then everyone would praise me as a man with a big heart. 


A hero with a big heart. 


That’s right. I envied the hero on TV. 
Flame Emperor-nim. 


Wow. Didn’t I just tell you to not call me by that? I already knew from your trash journalism that your 
brain was rotten but were your ears also rotten? 


S-sorry. Before you leave, please tell our viewers one last thing! 
Hah? What do you want me to tell them? 


There are many aspiring Hunters who look up to you and try their best. Awakening soon after entering 
the Tower in his early-20’s! Defeating a boss monster in less than a month later! A Hunter who literally 
writes legends, the Flame Emperor Yoo Sooha! Please tell your aspiring fans the key to success in one 
phrase! Just one piece of advice, please! 


The Flame Emperor smirked. 


If my advice could make them succeed, they would succeed with anything. If so, what difference will I 
make if they’ll succeed anyways? 


Even so, please say something! 
Ah, this is why fucking reporters are really... Fine. Just a few words then. 


The Flame Emperor scratched the back of his head. His front hair was pulled back and tied with a 
rubber band. Was that hairstyle called a ponytail? His black hair, which was long like a horse tail, 
shook a bit. 


Those who will succeed will succeed. 


The Flame Emperor glared directly into the camera. 


But, don’t get in my way even if you succeed. Or I'll kill you. 
Excuse me? 
That is all. I don’t have anything else to say, so don’t follow me. 


And it really ended with that. The Flame Emperor left the camera and walked away, alone. The reporter 
shouted, “Flame Emperor-nim! Flame Emperor-nim! What do you mean by that?” But he was 
completely ignored. 


I gaped at the Flame Emperor’s back, slowly fading away. 
Fuming rage. 
I was furious. 


It was the reporter who was being ignored, but it felt like I was personally being spurned, as well. From 
the bottom of my heart, I was boiling mad. 


“Tf I just had one decent skill,” I said out loud to myself. Yearning was clear in my voice, but I didn’t 
care. To wish and to reach for something better was human nature. 


In reality, I was the lowest F-Class Hunter. I didn’t have such things like making the Internet heated up 
—in real time—from an interview. Or having people interested in trivial matters of my private life. Or 
most importantly, succeeding with my own skills... and becoming rich. My life was far from such a 
successful life. Light-years away, if I was being honest. 


But I didn’t care about petty semantics right now. What I wanted in this moment wasn’t to highlight 
how unattractive my life was. It was my yearning. “I want to succeed,” I said to the walls all around 
me. “I want to have an S-Rank skill too.” I considered the Flame Emperor’s bold face and all of the 
exclamations telling of his prestige. “And it’s not about the money,” I said. “I just want to succeed. 
How great would it be if the Flame Emperor’s skill was mine!” 


If someone saw my current state, they would probably think I was insane. Obsessive. A freak. 
Annoying. After all, I was talking to myself and being quite explicit about my desires. But I’ll say this 
again. As many times as it takes. This is my single room apartment—my space. And in my room, I will 
say it out loud as many times as it takes. 


“T want to succeed!” 


And I’ll continue saying this because venting out my frustration in an empty area is my unique stress 
relieving method. It’s really unsightly to see, but who cares? It’s better than going outside and 
disturbing others. 


It’s not like anyone was listening to me. 
“... Huh?” 


But it seemed like I was wrong. 
As if someone heard me, a golden light flashed in front of me! 


“T-Is this...?” 


A scene that I’ve only seen from videos. A scene that I’ve rewatched hundreds of times—no, thousands 
of times. A scene that fueled my envy every morning because it’s never happened to me. 


The light that appeared when a Hunter awakened their skill! 
And—“It’s a golden light!” 


Hovering before me. The light I’ve been wanting, needing, and coveting over. It was mine! And it was 
a golden light! AGOLDEN LIGHT. 


At least an S-Rank skill! The golden light only appeared if the skill was at least an S-Rank skill! 
My heart pounded like crazy, loud in my ears, as if it wanted to leap out of my chest. 
The golden light concentrated in one spot and shaped into a card. 


| An unsightly envy that is yet to be found in History! 
| The Tower, astonished by your unsightly envy, throws you a skill. 


Wait... The skill awakening sound was different compared to what I was told. 


Normally, you would hear something cool like, “The Tower is moved by your determination,” or “The 
Tower rewards you for your honest efforts,” or “The Tower praises you for your achievements.” 


But it threw me a skill because of my unsightly envy? It’s as if the Tower is treating me like a beggar. 
‘N-Nah. Why should I care about its tone when I just received an S-Rank skill?’ 


Unease rose in my chest, but I brushed it aside. How long have I been waiting for this moment? It was 
not the time to be concerned with negative thoughts. 


| Creating a skill card. 
The light exploded one last time and a golden card waited before me. 


With shaking hands, I grasped the card. 





I blinked. 

For a moment, I thought I misread something. 

So, once again, I slowly read the last sentence written on the bottom. 
However, you die! 


It really said that. Right there, all in red. Exclamation point. As if the system was laughing at me. At my 
ten years of yearning and wishing. 


If I use this S-Rank skill, I’Il die. 
I blankly stared at the card. 


The wind blew from the open window and shook the scraps of paper glued all over the walls. The 
crinkling of the paper tickled my ears. Time passed. 


Then I screamed. Everything in me tore out of my throat. “FUUUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?! 
HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO USE THIS SKILL?!” 


On this day, I obtained the greatest ever S-Rank skill. [3] 
The greatest ever SHIT skill. 


[T/N] 

[1] The Plague (48) is a play on words with the Flame Emperor (&4\\). 

[2] 4 is an insult that can mean screwing / fucking around or causing trouble. 
[3] SCte which translates to all time greatest was simplified to the greatest ever. 
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Translator: Neria 
Formatter: Geass606 
Editor: Nyamh 


Skill. 


A word that reduced many Hunters to tears. 
Conditions for awakening a skill vary from person to person: 


I struck a scarecrow 10,000 times in the training room. Then, it naturally appeared. 
One day, I suddenly heard a voice from God! 
Magic? I was able to use it soon after entering the Tower. 


Hunters with good personalities and strong willpower struggled to climb to higher heights because they 
lacked skills. In contrast, there were Hunters with dog shit personalities living good lives thanks to their 
skills. The Flame Emperor, who represented Rank 1, was the latter. 


If we compared life to a game, wouldn’t the Flame Emperor be playing a game where luck was a skill? 
He could get anything he wanted with his luck skill. 


In contrast... my life was comparable to a typical shitty RNG game. 


I grumbled and heaved as I stumbled along who knew where. Id left the bar after getting shit-wasted, 
but I couldn’t remember when that was. I entered an alley and more sludge spewed from my mouth. I 
swayed, my eyes focusing on my vomit: I recognized some of the food I’d eaten before. 


“You are unlucky” is what my vomit seemed to be telling me. 


“Shit...” I slurred. “If I am supposed to be unlucky, then don’t give me any luck at all. This false hope 
has killed me.” 


When you play a game, when do you feel despair? 


Those who have played gacha games on their phones would understand. It is not when you can’t get a 
single 5-Star unit after multiple pulls—It’s when you get that 5-Star that just happens to be utter 
garbage. A 5-Star that’s worse than a 3-Star. 


Hell, my 5-Star was worse than a 1-Star. 





I hurled again but nothing came out except a sob. “Fuck!” 
Yeah. My life was truly a shitty RNG game. 


Normally after awakening a skill, you had to report it to the Hunter Bureau. But I didn’t report it. Like 
hell I would. This shit was too depressing. Too embarrassing. Why the hell should I show them such a 
trash skill? Like, what would I say or how would it go: 


“Hello, Hunter-nim,” they would say. “ How did you awaken your skill?” 
What could I say? “Uh—I was envious of the Rank 1.” 
“Excuse me?” Their faces would distort in confusion. 


So, just to make it all better, I’d expound further. “I thought I would go insane because of my envy and 
jealousy. Then the Tower tossed me a skill like it was telling me to eat this and get lost.” Here was 
where I’d flourish my hand as if I was discussing a fine reward I casually got. “It even told me that I’m 
an ugly person with the greatest envy,” I’d say with a laugh. Haha. Right. 


It’s not like I could say that! As if there was any way to tell anyone about this. I alone would laugh and 
be miserable at my unlucky, shitty life. 


So I drank to my heart’s content and ended up wobbling around in a remote alley. 


Though, nothing had changed—I was still failing. I couldn’t even wobble properly. Without realizing, 
I’d staggered into an unknown alley. I couldn’t remember how or when I got here. Where the fuck I 
was, that was anyone’s guess. 


Could I just fall asleep on the floor like this? ‘Ah. This is sad.’ So unlucky. I held back my tears. 
A faint scream rose on the night’s air. It came from the other side of the alley. 
The pained voice begged, “...please, ugh! Why are you...” 


Instantly, my drowsiness disappeared. 
That voice was too real to be mistaken as a drunken hallucination. While I could not know who it was, 
I understood that what was happening was life threatening. 


‘What’s going on?’ I wondered, treading silently. Instinctively, I held my breath. One step at a time, I 
quietly stepped towards the alley where the scream originated. 


As I approached, the voices became clearer. 
This was— 


“F-Flame Emperor-nim. Why are you suddenly—” a female voice said. 
“—_No use. No one is nearby to—” a male voice said. 


—This was—the second stupid mistake I made today. 


The first mistake—drinking until my mind fuse broke. Throughout my entire life, I never got dead 
drunk. However, today was an exception. I was extremely furious to find out that my first S-Rank skill 
was shit, so I ended up drinking makgeolli like water. [1] 


My second mistake—not running away as soon as IJ heard the scream. 


“T’ve poisoned your drinking cup in advance,” the male voice said. I couldn’t figure out why he 
sounded so familiar. 


“P-poison? Flame Emperor-nim, I can’t understand what you are saying.” Even the woman’s voice. She 
sounded altruistic. 


“Hey, your acting is pretty good. If someone else saw you, they would be fooled.” 
A dead end. 


In the dark alley without any street lights, there was indeed a man and a woman. Perhaps it was weird 
to describe them as simply being there. The man was threatening the woman and the woman was being 
threatened. 


“Basilisk’s stomach acid,” the man said. “Originally, you would have poisoned my drinking cup with 
this. Wow. If it wasn’t for my skill, I would have been in deep trouble. Hm? What’s wrong? You look 
pale, Miss Saintess.” 





“Ts it the Ten Thousand Poison Immunity (#3 #:7\{<)...? I-impossible! You shouldn’t have such a skill.” 


“Of course not.” The man laughed, the up and down of it echoing softly. “But I have a skill that’s 
slightly better than the Ten Thousand Poison Immunity.” 


Finally, I realized who this man was. No matter how dark the alley was, I could see the man’s back—I 
couldn’t possibly miss that ponytail. I’d seen him and his feats surround me in my room every single 
day for the last ten years. And I’d seen him from TV just last night. I’d always wished to be just like 
him. 


‘It is actually the real Flame Emperor!’ I goggled. 


The Rank 1 Hunter. The protagonist of this era. An idol who tens of thousands of people looked up to. 
And because of that, he was the hero who received all the attention and envy... especially my envy. 


Additionally, ‘Isn’t she the Saintess! ?’ 


I covered my mouth to hold my breath. The Saintess. A Rank 9 Hunter who was selected by the 
Bureau. She is rumored to be dating the Flame Emperor. It was her recent behavior that sparked the 
entire scandal. The greatest beauty, who I’ve only seen from Internet photos and videos, was right 
there. 


“But playtime is over,” the Flame Emperor said. “It’s time to pay the price for going against me.” 


And she wasn’t just standing there. She was being threatened. “W-wait a moment, Flame Emperor- 
nim,” she begged. “You must have misunderstood... I only wish to clear the Tower with you as a 
team!” 


“T thought so too, but that wasn’t the case,” the Flame Emperor said. 


“Please wait a moment! Think about it. If we team up, we can easily clear up to the 40th floor! We 
might even clear up to the 50th floor in a year! That’s right! It’s the place that humanity has not reached 
yet, but if it’s the two of us—” 


“T thought so too, but that wasn’t the case,” he said again. 


Dumbfounded, I thought, ‘Weren't those two... dating?’ The Internet said so. Even broadcasters 
discussed the two heroes’ passionate love. But the scene in front of me had no elements of romance 
whatsoever. It was difficult to even joke about it being a lover’s quarrel. 


Murderous intent (4%). 

I only saw a man who wanted to murder and a woman who clung on for dear life. 

“Please! Let’s just talk to clear up the misunderstanding,” she cried. 

“Talk? Ah, talk. Alright. It’s the courteous thing to do.” The Flame Emperor seized the Saintess’ neck. 


Her voice let out a loud choking noise before her air was completely cut off. After that, only small 
groans sounded. 


“But, [ll decide the rules and who gets to talk,” he growled. 


The Saintess struggled as she suffocated. I watched her struggle and I also felt like suffocating. 
Unbelievable. Oh my God. Something that shouldn’t be happening was happening in front of me. 


“T’ll ask the questions. Just answer me. Ah, you don’t need to talk. Simply nod your head to answer. 
Okay?” 


She strove to nod, whimpering. I gulped in fear and sympathy. 


“If you answer sincerely, I'll let you live. I’ll even give you the antidote. But if you ignore my personal 
consideration... Well, do I need to explain further? I heard you graduated from Oxford. Use your smart 
head.” 


The Saintess desperately attacked the Flame Emperor’s arm latched onto her neck. 


The sound of her scrambling made its way to my ears but nothing happened. It was impossible for the 
the Saintess, who was well known as one of the best healers, to physically win against the Flame 
Emperor. 


“Truthfully speaking, I only have one question for you.” 

The Saintess fought for air. 

“Who commanded you to kill me. Just answer me that. Was it the Black Dragon’s Witch?” 
The Saintess flinched and stopped struggling. 


“Think carefully before you answer,” the Flame Emperor said. “I might not have Ten Thousand Poison 
Immunity, but I do have a Lie Detection skill. If you lie to me and I find it out, I’ll burn even your 
bones into ashes.” 


The Saintess didn’t answer right away. In the dark alley, it was difficult to see her face. However, you 
could feel her silence. While the Flame Emperor was watching, the Saintess slowly nodded her head. 


“T knew it.” His small laughter rose in the air between them. “Goodbye, Saintess Isabelle.” 
Flames erupted. 


The fire swallowed the entire alley. It spread from the Flame Emperor’s grasp to the Saintess’ neck and 
then her entire body was engulfed in flames. She started to desperately struggle. It was her last resort to 
live. But no matter how hard she floundered against him, she could not escape the Flame Emperor’s 
grasp. 

The Flame Emperor merely gazed at the burning Saintess. Untouched by his own affairs. 


In front of the scorching flames, the Flame Emperor was calm. Being perfectly calm, he held onto the 
Saintess’ neck until the very end. The Saintess swung both of her arms. She dug her nails into the 
Flame Emperor’s arm and tried to scratch it. In the end, she reached towards the sky... and stopped 
soon after. 


She went limp. 


And she did not move anymore. 


Emotions roiled in my stomach and smashed into my chest. ‘That crazy bastard!’ 


A hero of humanity died right in front of me. It was wrong to even say she simply died. That’s right-— 
her death was not normal. 


She was murdered. Murdered by another hero of humanity, the Flame Emperor. 
‘A madman.’ 


The Saintess was now just a burnt corpse. Even so, the flames did not stop. The Flame Emperor did not 
stop there. He burned everything until her flesh and bones melted. He did so with an emotionless face 
from beginning to end. 


‘He is not sane.’ I took a step back. ‘I need to leave immediately.’ 

And thus, I made the third mistake of today. My final mistake— 

Crunch— 

It was a small sound. I didn’t step on a can. Instead, it was a small glass shard. 


Perhaps it was a glass shard from a shattered soju bottle. [2] Maybe it was carried by the wind from 
another place... I didn’t fucking know how it got there. Rather, there was no need to know. 


Instead, there two things I really needed to understand: 

First, I’d made a retarded mistake. 

“ ..Hoh,” the Flame Emperor’s voice turned towards where I was hiding. 

And second, the Flame Emperor was not a predator who would miss out on another person’s mistake. 
“T thought I took care of all the rats nearby. I guess one slipped.” His eyes found mine. 

I ran. 


I ran without looking back. Those were the eyes of a murderer. Not someone who killed one or two but 
someone who killed tens. Perhaps even more. His eyes were like a fucking demon. 


And that demon was trying to kill me. 


“Ha? How cute.” As soon as the Flame Emperor sneered, a hot sensation pierced near my ankle, and in 
the next moment, I rolled along the ground. At first, I couldn’t understand how I tripped. 


At least not until I saw my legs on the floor. 
“H-hiik...!2” A screech escaped my lips. 


My legs were severed. My legs. Both of them were chopped. Left and right. They were still wearing 
shoes, too. 


I could even see the famous brand logo drawn on the side of the sneakers. 


“P-please let me live! Please!” I begged. Just like the Saintess. 


“Then why did you run? You fucking scared me,” the Flame Emperor said, bending over. He picked up 
one of my legs. Then he started playing catch with it like it was a baseball. “Hey. Did you see?” he 
asked. 


My eyes followed the up and down of my leg in the air. To his hands. And then back in the air. “I d- 
didn’t see anything!” 


The Flame Emperor approached closer. “What did you not see?” 

“T don’t know anything! Ugh. Please. I don’t know...” 

“What do you not know?” 

“Please... Flame Emperor-nim. Please... let me live. I won’t say anything. I won’t tell anyone.” 
I felt his presence above my head. 


He was bending his knees to look down on me. “Wow. So you’re telling me that you saw me and even 
recognized me? You might as well have seen it all. You probably know everything, too.” 


“Please...” 


“Hyung-ssi, you’re disappointing me. [3] Why are you acting like you know nothing?” The Flame 
Emperor probed my leg. “Tell me. Who sent you? Is it the Black Dragon again?” 


“T... really don’t know... anything...” 


“You’re still telling me that you don’t know anything but happened to watch over me and the Saintess 
from there? Silently, like a fucking rat? Hey, now. Hyung-ssi, your story is so reliable. If I was a bit 
more retarded, I would have probably believed you.” 


The Flame Emperor grinned. “But you see, I’m not a retard. Are you fucking mocking me?” 


Sparks of fire erupted in front of me. Flames erupted from the Flame Emperor’s palm and it spread 
onto my legs. The burst of fire eating my legs sounded like a barbecue, the wafting smell of roasting 
meat reached my overwhelmed senses. 


He burned everything, leaving nothing behind. Not even the famous brand logo. Not even the shoes I’d 
worn for so long. Not even my legs, which were part of me for even longer. 


All of it disappeared. 

“Next will be your head. Answer me straight.” 
My mind became all white. 

This demon... was insane. 


He was a madman. There was no point in talking to a madman. He didn’t care about what others 
thought, and he firmly believed he was always right. He was a fucking psychopath who would kill 
innocent people for no reason. 


As someone who represented Rank 1. As a person, how could he do this? 


You’ re telling me that I was obsessed over someone like him? 


Many people—including me—believed he was a hero. We liked him for being upfront and honest. We 
praised him as someone with a refreshing personality. This fucking lunatic? 


“T_-lie...” I stumbled. 
“What?” he asked. 


“Lie Detection skill... I heard you have a Lie Detection skill.” I desperately continued talking. “You 
told the Saintess that you can tell when someone lies. And that she should answer sincerely.” 


When the Flame Emperor didn’t react, I continued, “So test me with that skill. Test me to see if my 
words are a lie or not. Flame Emperor-nim... I just happen to, really coincidentally, pass by. Please 
believe in me!” 


The Flame Emperor’s expression became strange. “I made that up,” he said. 


[T/N] 

[1] Makgeolli is a popular Korean rice wine. 

[2] Soju is a popular Korean alcohol. It’s a distilled spirit that comes in a variety of flavors. 

[3] Hyung-ssi is a Korean honorification used by younger males when they speak to older males. 
Hyung directly translates to ‘older brother,’ which doesn’t sound as cool. -ssi is added at the end when 
the person is a stranger. 
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“What?” I asked. 


“T made it up,” the Flame Emperor said. “Don’t you recognize a bluff?” He chuckled. “I don’t have any 
Lie Detection skills. It was a bluff to trick the Saintess. Wow, the two of you are really naive. Did you 
really believe me?” 


“T-then...” My lips quivered. I was shocked. “Did you kill the Saintess without any concrete proof?” 


A Rank 9 Hunter, the Saintess. Unlike the psychopath in front of me, she was an upright Hunter who 
donated most of her hard-earned money to orphanages. That’s how she earned her title as the Saintess. 
But you’re telling me that this man killed her based on a suspicion? 


‘If that’s true, then...’ He’s not the greatest Hunter. He’s the greatest psychopath. 


“Hey,” the Flame Emperor said. “Those were some harsh words. How can you judge a person like that? 
Of course, I checked. The Saintess really tried to kill me. If I didn’t kill her first, she would have 
poisoned me to death by tomorrow.” 


The Flame Emperor spat on the floor. “Fucking plague! Just remembering it ruins my mood.” 
“H-how do you know—” 


“T know everything,” the Flame Emperor said, sounding as if what he said was obvious. “I just know 
everything. I have a secret trick.” 


I gaped at him. 
“But you don’t need to know about that,” he said. 


I was at a loss for words. It wasn’t only because... the Flame Emperor was absurdly self-confident. 
There was a certain conviction reflected in his eyes. Confidence that there was a good reason to kill the 
Saintess. At the very least, that’s how it appeared to me. 


“Well, you must be truly innocent since you heard me talk about the Lie Detection skill.” The Flame 
Emperor’s voice dripped with sarcasm. 


“Ah...” I couldn’t close my mouth. 


“To be fair, it is my first time seeing your face. I memorized the faces of all the rats hiding in this area. 
All 18 of them. I even counted their heads to make sure I didn’t miss a single fucker... Hmm. Anyway, 
you’re right. I don’t recognize seeing your innocent face amongst them.” 


The Flame Emperor touched my head. Pat. He was smiling. Did he finally believe in my innocence? 
“T-thank you—” 


“But you know who I am,” he said. “You even saw me kill the Saintess.” 


Pat. 


“That’s why you have to die for me.” His fingers on my head stretched outward, extended into flames, 
and clasped my skull. Burning. 


“My name is Yoo Sooha. Good bye.” 
Heat seared my head. The inside became hot. Burning. Boiling. My skull churned like an oil container. 


I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t scream. Under the intense pain, all circuits were cut off—impossible to 
make any noise at all. 


‘To a madman like him... I guess I’m going to die like this. I’m...’ 
Kim Gongja (4=4L4). 


It was a name given to me by the caregiver of the orphanage. He wanted me to become a great person 
like Confucius. But I lived a life nothing like Confucius and died pitifully like an emaciated street dog. 


Sorrow filled me. Overflowed from me and burned into the ground with the rest of me. If you 
compared this to a game, it would be a bad end. In plain words, a ruined life. A life where you die 
broken. 


With only sorrow remaining. 


YOU HAVE DIED 





I hated it. 
| Skill conditions were met as a result of death. 


Why did I have to die like this? Rather, why did I have to live like this? It was unfair. Fury engulfed 
me. Everything was unfair. I could have lived a better life. I had the right to live a better life. 


But, I also made three mistakes: Died by mistake. Lived making mistakes. Born by mistake. Was 
everything a mistake since birth? 


| Randomly copying Hunter Yoo Sooha’s skills. 
| Creating skill cards. 


I couldn’t hear anything. I couldn’t even see. But, a dim light flickered. It was like there were fireflies 
dancing in front of me. Some fireflies were brown. Others were silver. And some fireflies were... gold. 


Fast. 


The golden fireflies flew quickly. They were so fast, it was near impossible to catch them. There were 
many brown fireflies. They appeared easy to catch. There were also many silver fireflies. As expected, 
it was also possible to catch them. Then there was the sun. The only golden firefly that flickered so fast 
I could barely follow it with my eyes. It shone as brightly as the sun, difficult to focus on. That one. 


| Please select a skill card. 

I reached out for the one and only golden sunfire. 
| Selected. 

And I caught it. 

| Copying the skill. 

And then I died. 


OK OK OK 


| Activating skill. 
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Do you know what Hell looks like? 


I'll tell you firsthand. First, there was no hellfire. In fact, I couldn’t find any fire. There was a gas stove, 
but it lacked the firepower to start a hellfire. Ah. Contrary to my expectations, Hell had a small fridge. 
It also had a small bed... and even an old TV. 


“Huh? ” 


In other words, it looked exactly like my rented room. Rather, it was my rented room. 
No matter how I looked at it, this was not Hell. It was my lovely 125 square-foot room that I rented for 
a cheap price. 


“H-huh... Huh?” I felt my head with one hand. 


It was perfectly fine. Just to make sure, I looked at my smartphone screen’s reflection. I saw a face that 
looked like an unfinished Apollo statue. It wasn’t handsome, but it wasn’t bad either. 


I couldn’t find any burn marks. 


“ ..Huh? What is going on?” Really, what was going on? ‘Did the Flame Emperor treat me and carry 
me back home?’ 


As if. 


However... it was the only explanation I could think of at that very moment. Perhaps he was kinder 
than I thought. He was crazy, but maybe he wasn’t a psychopathic murderer. He could have pretended 
to kill me and instead saved me at the last moment. 


Breaking news. 
Then did he leave the TV on before he left? 


The Black Dragon Guild attempts to conquer the 40th floor of the Tower. Didn’t they confidently 
declare that they were going to finally show the might of the greatest guild? 


Unfortunately, they have returned empty handed. 


No, that wasn’t the case. The Flame Emperor wasn’t present in this 125 square-foot room. He didn’t 
leave the TV on before he left either. 


Instead— 

The Rank 1 Hunter! The Flame Emperor has single-handedly subjugated a Boss once again! 
Instead, he was on the TV screen with furrowed brows. I found myself blankly staring at the TV. 
Hello Flame Emperor-nim! 

Ah. Right. Hello... 


You have set a new record once again. You and the Sword Saint are the only people who can single- 
handedly subjugate a boss monster. With the disappearance of the Sword Saint, it can be said that you 
are the only person capable of such feat. May I ask you to share your impressions? 


At the top right corner of the broadcast, there were large bold letters that read: LIVE. 
I continued to gape at the TV. 


First of all, I would like you to change that shitty title. 
Excuse me? 
I’m talking about the Flame Emperor. Call me by my name instead of using that shitty title. 


Yoo Sooha—The World’s Rank 1 Hunter. The protagonist of this era. The hero I envied was right there. 
That’s right. Perhaps, it was inappropriate to say he was there, since he just killed me, and I died to him 
a moment ago. 


“No way.” Even as I said, “No way,” my hands had already grabbed my smartphone. I checked the 
date. It was yesterday. My hands shook. I checked the Internet communities: 





G22 Hey, the Flame Emperor is screwing around again! 
2 minutes ago | Report 


Reply v 





Here. 





Can’t he hold his tongue when the entire world is watching him? 
1 minute ago | Report 


Replies 5 « 





There, too. 





23 The Flame Emperor got a girlfriend! Apparently, it is the Saintess! 
1 minute ago | Report 


Replies 4 « 





This site, too. That community, too. All over social media. 
Everything was the same. 


All the texts I’d seen yesterday were being posted in real time. I’d certainly seen these exact posts 
yesterday, but people were responding to it as if it were their first time seeing the TV interview. 


Despite that, there was something different. 





L I want to become just like the Flame Emperor. 


1 second ago | Edit 





I could not find the comments I’d written. 


It was obvious. Normally, I would be passionately leaving comments by now. But my soul left my body 
a long time ago. 


I’d returned to yesterday. 
I’d really returned to yesterday. 
“~,..Open skill card.” 


Flash! 
A golden card emerged in front of me like flames. 


[I Want To Become Just Like You (S+)] 


I’d already memorized this skill after reading it multiple times since yesterday. Despite being S-Rank, 
it was a skill that was unusable. The price of using it was my death. It was a rare garbage skill. But, that 
wasn’t all of it. 


“Oh, my God,” I exclaimed. 
Two. 
There were two burning flames in front of me. 


[I Want To Become Just Like You (S+)] 
[Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX)] 


Two golden cards floated before me. 


‘How?’ My heart pounded against my chest, loud in my ears. 

Returner’s Clockwork Watch. This was a new skill I’d never seen before. It wasn’t there when I 
checked it yesterday, and it wasn’t there right before I died to the Flame Emperor. I only had a garbage 
skill that was totally unusable; I never had any other skill with that name... I definitely did not have 
another golden skill. I would have absolutely noticed something crazy like that. 


‘How?’ So, of course, I couldn’t understand. 


How the hell had I obtained this skill? How had it become mine? I couldn’t understand. I didn’t 
understand it. 


But. 

‘It’s mine.’ 

I knew it. This card was mine. 

‘All mine.’ 

I also knew: it could be the skill card that changed my life. 
I reached for the card and grabbed it. 


I flipped it. 





Return. It said “return.” 
Upon death, you return to 24 hours prior. 
“Ah...” 


As if my head got struck by lightning, I trembled. My heart pounded so hard that it might as well have 
been a sledge hammer. 


I finally fucking realized it. 

“This was the Flame Emperor’s secret move...” I muttered at my news-filled walls. 
How did the Flame Emperor become the World’s Rank 1 Hunter? 

How did he defeat the impregnable 10th-floor boss all by himself? 

And lastly, why was he so certain that the Saintess tried to kill him? 

I finally understood everything. 


“The Saintess really tried to kill me.” 
“If I didn’t kill her first, she would have poisoned me to death by tomorrow.” 


These were his words. 


“T know everything.” 
“T just know everything. I have a secret trick.” 
“But you don’t need to know about that.” 


He’d died to the Saintess once. 


Just like he said, he was poisoned to death. That’s why he returned to 24 hours prior, gritting his teeth 
to pay back what he suffered. For revenge. 


‘And because of that, even I died.’ I clenched my fists. ‘He killed an innocent person like me! Just 
because I was in his way!’ 


He severed my legs. He burned my head. And he killed me. He played with me like an insect. 
The interview progressed: 

Before you leave, please tell our viewers one last thing! 

Hah? 


From the reporter’s question, the Flame Emperor scratched the back of his head. 

Yesterday, I looked up to him as a hero. Today, I only saw a psychopath. It didn’t matter if he was the 
World’s Rank 1. It didn’t matter if countless people praised him as a hero. 

He was my enemy. 


The Flame Emperor glowered directly into the camera. 
Those who will succeed will succeed. 

I glared back. 

But, don’t get in my way even if you succeed. 


I clenched my golden card. It was the same card that man possessed, and it was a skill I copied from 
him. The Flame Emperor was Rank 1, and I was the weakest Hunter that didn’t even have a rank. But 
right now, I was at the same starting line as him. 


Or I’ kill you. 


This time, it was going to be my revenge. 


Hero Hunting (1) 


Translator: Neria, Geass606 
Formatter: Geass606 
Editor: Nyamh 


Revenge. The feeling of it surged through me. I put my mind to work because I already knew. ‘It’s 
impossible to win against the Flame Emperor using normal methods.’ 


My heart pounded against my chest and reverberated in my ears. I needed to calm down. Though I was 
hot with emotions, my mind needed to stay as cool as water. 


It was difficult, though. Because, really—I’d just died. And not only did I just die, I’d died in the most 
excruciating way possible. Flames had scorched layer after layer of my flesh, searing the dermis and 
destroying my nerve endings with bursts of overwhelming, full-body pain. My screams no longer 
registered after the fire had eaten my inner ears. From there, I was a man-made barbecue. I imagined 
my muscles wafted a beef-like scent, making me twistedly glad I couldn’t smell or salivate at my own 
spit-roasted self. Like that, I died. 


A horrifying, disgusting death. 


“Shit, that fucking bastard.” I glared at the scraps of paper glued all over the walls that surrounded me. 
This was the Flame Emperor’s history. There were numerous interviews and articles pasted on the wall. 
They recorded his journey from his rookie years to becoming the World’s Rank 1. 


Obviously, there were many photos of him, too. Disgust filled me. I wanted to tear them all apart. “Tsk. 
Even if I killed him, won’t he just return to 24 hours prior to his death?” 


I couldn’t kill him even if I wanted to. That was a big problem. ‘Truthfully, isn’t that an invincible 
cheat?’ 


Not only was our skill difference like comparing the sun to a small firefly, but the Flame Emperor was 
also the World’s Rank 1. I was not even ranked. While the Tower acknowledged me for having the 
greatest envy... strong envy did not mean I had talent. 


Even if a miracle or a fluke happened, it was difficult for me to kill the Flame Emperor. ‘And even if I 
manage to kill him, there is a bigger problem to deal with.’ 


What would happen if I killed the Flame Emperor? 


He would simply return to 24 hours before his death and that would be the end of me. The Flame 
Emperor would use everything at his disposal to kill me. When he realizes he can’t kill me, he would 
just confine me for eternity. Perhaps he would make an underground jail to imprison me. 


With the Flame Emperor’s physical strength and skills, it would be an easy task for him to subdue me. 
And then, I would live the rest of my life confined in a prison cell. 


Kim Gongja’s Bad Ending #2: Flashy Imprisonment Denouement. 


“Fuck...” Killing him was a problem. Dying to him was also a problem. How was I going to act out my 
revenge on this psychopath? 


‘What should I do? How can I beat the Rank 1?’ 
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A day passed by. 


I’d spent 24 hours shut inside my apartment, exploring my possibilities. I’d expended all of my energy 
and thought into my plan for revenge, but I couldn’t come up with a single, worthy thread that I could 

grasp. Just one thread from the Flame Emperor’s tapestry would be enough for me to unravel him and 

his entire life. But nothing came to mind. 


I stared at the newspaper and articles glued on the wall, still brainstorming. I would not give up. 


Every bit of information pertaining to the Flame Emperor was right there. Perhaps examining it would 
give me some sort of hint. 


[The Flame Emperor single-handedly subjugates the 39th floor! | 
[The Flame Emperor solo clears the 38th floor! Another legendary feat! | 
f Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! J 


[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? Expert foreigners 
believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” | 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 


At that moment— 
“Huh?” 
A shocking discovery. 


“Wait a minute—Look at this!” I mumbled to myself while touching a single scrap of newspaper. It 
was an interview I found online. I’d printed out the original article and put it up on the wall: 


Q: Yoo Sooha-nim, when did you experience your first awakening? 
YOO SOOHA: During summer when I was 21. So it’s been 11 years. 


Q: You must have good memory to be able to accurately remember even the season. 
YSH: I don’t think my memory is particularly good. It just happens to be the case that I awakened on 
my birthday, 11 years ago on June 7th. 


Q: So you awakened on your birthday. Did something happen that day? 
YSH: I was on the 1st floor of the Tower. I can’t tell you anything else. It’s my privacy. 


When you looked at it, it was just a normal interview. 


But for me—that was the important hint I was looking for. “Wow, really?” I stared at it, shocked. “Wait 
a minute. This might work!” 


Shit. I did it. ’'d found a way. 
A strategy to kill the World’s Rank 1 Hunter. 


It was definitely not an easy task and others would ridicule me for being crazy. But at the same time, it 
was the only method of killing the Flame Emperor. It was something even someone like me, an F-Class 
Hunter, could accomplish. 


I fully realized. ‘I can really take my revenge!’ 
At that moment, loud yells floated in from outside. 
“Tt’s a fire!” someone yelled. 


To see what was going on, I opened the window. On the other side of the town, red smoke billowed into 
the sky. Residents screamed and rushed to the streets. 


“Oh, no! What should we do?” someone panicked. 

“Instead of just standing here, let us try to extinguish the fire!” another person ordered. 
“Alright!” the panicked person said. 

Many residents swarmed the place and started helping douse the fire. 


We, Hunters, lived somewhere different from the outside world. To become Hunters, we’d all stepped 
into the Tower, and a city was made within the 1st floor of the Tower. 


There were many names for this city. Some called it Babylon and others called it Naraka. While there 
were Hunters who just simply called it the 1st floor city, there were others who gave it an old-fashioned 
name like City of Ascension (4&K#1H). 

People from all over the world lived in the Tower so it made sense that the 1st floor city had many 
names. 


Most people who lived in the Tower were Hunters. Whether they liked it or not, they experienced life- 
threatening events on a regular basis. So, unlike those from the outside world, Hunters were used to 
quickly reacting to danger. 


I left my room and headed down to help the residents. 


‘That madman.’ Running down the stairs, I checked the time with my smartphone. It had been 24 hours 
since I’d returned from death. It was the exact time the Flame Emperor killed the Saintess. 


Meaning— ‘That Plague! He started the fire to hide all of the evidence!’ 
The Flame Emperor, Yoo Sooha. 
He was truly a contemptible scumbag. 
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As soon as I arrived, the Vigilante Guard had already arrived on the scene. Hunters from big guilds 
arrived one after another. Normally, they would be growling and unsheathing their claws at each other, 
but instead everyone cooperated to subdue the demonic flames (/ /#€). [1] 


“Don’t use your water abilities independently!” a guild member shouted. “That’s right. We need to time 
our abilities together! Just like this.” 


“The Black Dragon guild will be temporarily managing this area,” another guild member yelled. 
“Please follow our instructions for a moment, everyone!” 


Hunters who were hard to find, unless you saw their faces on the newspaper, all gathered there. Even 
two or three top rankers were present. While helping the residents, I stole few glances at those top 
rankers. 


“F-For the time being,” a female alchemist said, “we have finished isolating the surrounding area. The 
problem is whether or not there are any survivors inside... I think we will need to send a rescue team at 
once.” I recognized her—She was #5 in the Rankings: A Master Alchemist (#444 +) and leader of a 
guild filled with doctors and pharmacists. 

















“That’s fine. This place was originally a slum. No one’s lived here for five years, so it became an off- 
limits area,” another female said. “It’s fortunate that a fire broke out in a place like this.” She was the 
Paladin, #10 in the Rankings: Leader of the Vigilante Guard, which was responsible for the city’s 
public order. 


These two Hunters were famously known for helping others in need. Among the top rankers, they were 
not lone wolves who stood idly. They arrived at the scene faster than anyone else and took command. 


With these two female powerhouses, it was clear something or someone was missing. ‘Normally, the 
Saintess would be standing in between them, but...’ 


She was nowhere to be found. 


Which was obvious—Since she was murdered by not your typical lone wolf, but the greatest shithead 
loner of them all. 


The only people who knew this fact was probably only the Flame Emperor and me. Not even the other 
top rankers knew this truth yet... No, perhaps they’!l never know the truth. 


The Master Alchemist looked around. “That’s weird. Why isn’t Miss Saintess here yet?” 


“T heard she had to do something tonight,” the Paladin said. “I don’t know the details. Could be a 
date?” She chuckled. “She’s been with the Flame Emperor lately.” 


The Master Alchemist hunched her shoulders. “I dislike the man known as the Flame Emperor,” she 
said. “While it might be impolite of me to talk behind his back in such a place, he displeases me. I think 
Miss Saintess should meet a better person.” 


“Your standards are too high. Just what kind of man would be better than the Rank 1? This is why 
you’re still single,” the Paladin lightly teased. 


“T-I can find a partner whenever I want...” the Master Alchemist blushed. “I’m just not interested right 
now...” Her voice trailed away. 


Speaking of the devil, of course he would appear. 


“Tt’s the Flame Emperor!” someone shouted. 


The people who were working to put out the fires all stopped for a moment. Even the top rankers 
turned their heads. 


Dressed in a hoodie and sweatpants, the Flame Emperor, or rather, the Plague casually strolled toward 
them. The Plague seemed greatly annoyed. “Ah, fuck. Who played with fire without my permission?” 
he said. 


This crazy psychopathic bastard. 


The Paladin immediately became more professional and welcomed him. “Greetings, Flame Emperor, 
sir.” 


“Mhm. I have arrived.” His tone was particularly kingly. 


“As you can see, someone committed arson in the old slums district,” the Paladin said. “Would you 
please lend us a hand?” she asked politely. 


But the Flame Emperor remained aloof. “If I help you, then what are you going to give me?” he asked. 
“You would gain great satisfaction by generously assisting residents,” the Paladin said. 
“Enough with the bullcrap. Tell me what you’ll give me.” 


“Tomorrow, all media across the world will write in big bold letters: [The Flame Emperor subdues the 
fire, a charitable act of goodwill] . You can improve your image while grabbing the attention of all the 
people around the world,” she said. 


The Flame Emperor guffawed. He stuffed his hands in his pockets and smirked at her words. “Do you 
think I give a fuck about those trash journalists?” 


He was truly a psychopath. It was clear the Flame Emperor was well on the path of insanity with no 
return. 


Residents were already recording the Flame Emperor with their phones. In real time, the Flame 
Emperor’s every word and action was being transmitted throughout the world. The Internet became 
heated as the two sides—the ones who sided with the Flame Emperor and the ones who criticized him 
—battled it out. 


I wonder, what would the defenders say? 

Yeah. You should fiercely protect your self-interests. 
Helping someone for free only makes you a pushover. 
It’s nice to see a hero who is this honest. [2] 


I was dizzy with the contradictions. The weight of who the Flame Emperor really was pushed against 
me in the form of a headache. ‘No one knows.’ Dread sent chills down my spine. ‘They are all 
completely mistaken. He isn’t upfront—That bastard’s insane.’ 


Even though flames danced right in front of me, my heart ran cold. Those flames. That arson. This 
disaster. All of it was caused by the Flame Emperor himself. Nevertheless, he returned with a perfectly 
fine face and asked, “What are you going to give me?” 


And so, I was finally convinced: ‘I need to get rid of him!’ 
A monster. 


It wasn’t just for my revenge. It was for all of humanity. For the sake of the Hunters, that monster 
deserved to be eradicated. Monsters were simply monsters. It’s the Hunter’s mission and duty to kill 
them! 


‘By all means... I must kill him.’ 


In this Tower, there lived a single monster that played with fire. Literally shot fire with its hands. A real 
monster. Yes. It was so. But it was inappropriate to say that it was simply there. It was quite 
inappropriate. 


Because, that monster was my prey. 
‘Even if I die.’ I stepped forward. 
Each intentional step brought me closer. 


I moved past the heroes who were concerned about the follow-up measures. I strolled past the ordinary 
people who were doing their best to control the fire. Towards the ever-rising flames, towards the fire 
that was as fierce as Hell, I walked closer. 


“Huh? Wait a moment. Where are you going?” A guild member said. 

I walked. 

“Hyung-ssi! You shouldn’t get too close to the flames!” said someone else. 
I strode toward my goal. 

“Oh no! That person must be crazy!” a female voice said. 

“Someone please, stop him!” a male voice said. 

“Fuck, what’s that crazy bastard doing!?” another male voice resounded. 
And then I burst forward. 


Behind me, people were making a fuss. There were those who jumped up and down. Others who 
stopped working and yelled at me. I bypassed them all. Ignoring them, I simply raced toward my goal. 


It was hot. No different than Hell. With a roar, the blaze of fire surrounded me in one fell swoop. The 
flames licked me with red tongues. 


It hurt like crazy.With each step, my flesh melted. My eyes burned to crisps within its sockets. But 
still... ‘It’s better than dying to the Flame Emperor!’ 


This was the only method of killing the Flame Emperor with absolute certainty. 


How long had I been running? It felt like I ran for quite some time, but it also felt like only a minute. 
The smoke clogged up what was left of my throat. I wheezed and coughed. And then I stopped 
coughing. I stopped all together, and then I heard a voice. 


YOU HAVE DIED 





That’s right. 

| You’ll be returning 24 hours prior. 

That was my second death. 
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When people saw me jump into the fire, they made a huge commotion saying I was crazy. 
Of course, I wasn’t crazy. 


It was the complete opposite. I had an awfully cold understanding of the current situation. “...I’m 
back,” I said out loud. My voice sounded perfectly fine and didn’t hold any of the raspy traces I had, 
what felt like, mere moments ago. Here I was. 


Back to my Hell. My 125 square-foot, single room apartment. The walls were plastered with interview 
articles, and a live broadcast streamed on the TV. That was already the third time that I’d heard this live 
broadcast. 


Breaking news! 
The Black Dragon Guild attempts to conquer the 40th floor of the Tower... 
Once again, I’d returned to yesterday. 


‘Good. The skill is working properly.’ Unlike the last time, I didn’t pay any attention to the television. 
There was no need. The skill that allowed me to go back to 24 hours prior worked. All I had to do was 
make sure this was certain. With this, I could kill the Flame Emperor. 


| You are currently an F-Class Hunter. 
| Due to your low Class, you will not be penalized. 


“As expected,” I mumbled to myself. ‘Returner’s Clockwork Watch... it said that the penalty will 
increase with the Hunter’s Class, right?’ On the contrary, it meant that no penalty was given to Hunters 
with the lowest Class. If you’re an F-Class like me, you didn’t even get a penalty. 


‘This is my chance.’ While I was still an F-Class, this was the very moment. The one and only golden 
opportunity to hunt the Flame Emperor. 


‘My last chance.’ 


I took the knife out of my backpack. 
It was an old knife. A knife that I’d been keeping ever since I started working as a Hunter. While it was 
not usable for killing monsters... it was sufficient enough to kill a person. 


‘How can I kill the Flame Emperor?’ 


I’d thought about it. ‘Should I cooperate with the Saintess before she dies? Should I report to the Black 
Dragon Guild about my skill and devise a plan to imprison the Flame Emperor forever? Or should I 
try to record the moment the Saintess dies?’ 


Any method was fine. But they were just simply fine. It didn’t ensure the Flame Emperor would 
certainly die. 


‘I don’t have the qualifications to gain the Saintess’ trust.’ 
I lacked the skills. 


‘I don’t have the authority to move an entire guild into action.’ 
I lacked the strength. 


‘I don’t think I can successfully record the Flame Emperor killing the Saintess.’ 
I lacked the confidence. 


‘But...’ 
Even so, I had something. 


‘If I die, I'll return to 24 hours prior.’ 


A skill. 
The Returner’s Clockwork Watch that was copied from the Flame Emperor. 


‘Yeah. I have a skill.’ 
My heart pounded in my ears, my breathing rough. 
‘Don’t worry Kim Gongja, you can do this!’ 


I tried to gulp, but my mouth was dry. Taking a deep breath, I looked at the wall one last time. A 
magazine interview with the Flame Emperor was affixed there, untouched. 


Q: Yoo Sooha-nim, when did you experience your first awakening? 
YOO SOOHA: During summer when I was 21. So it’s been 11 years. 


Q: You must have good memory to be able to accurately remember even the season. 
YSH: I don’t think my memory is particularly good. It just happens to be the case that I awakened on 
my birthday, 11 years ago on June 7th. 


*11 years ago.’ 

11 years ago, on June 7th. It was still summer. 

If you counted the days backward... ‘It’s 4,050 days.’ 
That’s right. 


‘I just need to die 4,050 times.’ 

This was the only method of killing the Flame Emperor with absolute certainty. 
‘Yoo Sooha—If you are a monster that can’t die—’ 

I raised the knife. 

‘T’Il kill you before you become that monster!’ 

And then, I stabbed my neck. 

To return back in time. 


Back 11 years in the past to June 7th. Back before the Flame Emperor awakened his first skill. Back 
before he could return 24 hours before his death, to those summer days. 


Back to the time the Flame Emperor could still die! 
A groan escaped my gritted teeth. 


The pain seared me, hot and cutting. My heart thumped hard and deep, about to burst. I sliced through 
my nerve endings as they screeched at me to stop. Until, like a light, my sight flickered off. And like a 
thread, my sense of touch was cut off. 


But then, I still heard a voice. 


| You have died. 
| You’ll be returning 24 hours prior. 


I returned to the day before. 


The day before, I was lying in bed. The TV was off. However, the walls remained unchanged, plastered 
with scraps of newspapers. One day was not sufficient to erase the Flame Emperor’s history, or rather, 
that psychopath’s history. 


I glared at Yoo Sooha’s photo. 


‘It doesn’t matter.’ If a day was not enough, then a week. If a week was lacking, then a month. If a 
month was not sufficient, then a year. If one year was inadequate, then... 


“Now.” I pulled out my dagger once again. “I just need to die 4,049 times more.” 
And I stabbed myself to death. 


[T/N] 

[1] Demonic flames [2}5[(- #)] is a special type of fire that cannot be easily extinguished. It will be 
mentioned again in the future chapters. 

[2] “This honest” intentionally sounds like “dishonest.” 
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4048. 
[You have died. 
4047. 
[You have died. 
4046. 
[You have died. 


I strove to erase the history of a single person. A legend that would surely have been engraved on the 
Tower for all eternity—I will erase it. Just as Rome wasn’t built in a day, the legend of the Flame 
Emperor was not made in merely a few days. Obviously, it was difficult to erase all of it. 


But, it wasn’t impossible. 
“Fuck!” It hurt. 


I pushed myself. To kill myself, I pushed past my limits, giving more than I had. I used malice to kill 
myself. All of the resentment and spite that filled me, I used it to slice away my life. 


When I wanted to give up, I remembered all of it. The agony of being burned alive by the Flame 
Emperor. The injustice. The rage. He had the nerve to come back after setting fire to the town. And 
with that shameless face, he said, “What are you going to give me?” That condescending look as if all 
others were insects. As if I was an insect. 


Venomous fury rushed through me. 
“You fucker—I’1l kill you!’ 


Tightly clenching my teeth and strengthening my grip on the knife, I thrust the blade into my neck. 
‘T’ll kill you, Yoo Sooha!’ 


The act of stabbing was done to kill me. 
But even more, it was done to kill the Flame Emperor. To demolish him and his legacy. 


[You have died. 
|You’ll be returning 24 hours prior. 


BKK 


For how long had I been killing myself? How many times had my breath stuttered to a stop? 


Like a never-decreasing hourglass, my work seemed endless. The Flame Emperor’s achievements 
seemed to be as formidable as a pyramid that would always stand tall through the ages. As if it would 
never collapse. But look, cracks started surfacing on that pyramid. Finally, it was starting to crack. 


Countless scraps of newspapers plastered on the apartment walls surrounded me: testimonials showing 
the history of the Flame Emperor. With each death, they faded away. One by one. 


[The Flame Emperor single-handedly subjugates the 39th floor! J 

[The Flame Emperor solo clears the 38th floor! Another legendary feat! ] 

[ Subjugation of the 37th floor successful! J 

[ Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! J 
[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? 


Expert foreigners believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” J 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 
One more. Another page. Just like how an old man’s teeth fall out one by one, leaving a gaping maw 
exposed. So, too, as the newspaper clippings disappeared one by one, they left the walls exposed and 
open. 


























[The Flame Emperor solo clears the 38th floor! Another legendary feat! ] 

[ Subjugation of the 37th floor successful! J 

[ Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! J 

[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? 

xpert foreigners believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” | 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 
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They were vanishing. He was disappearing with my every final breath. 
‘I can see it!’ 


The beginning of the end was visible. But there was still a long way to go. So, I would endure. The 
Flame Emperor had practically been eternally immortal. Until me. That psychopath was no longer 
eternal nor was he immortal. As long as I knew that truth, I would hold out as long it took. 


‘It’s not impossible!’ 


I swung my knife and made sure it gouged heavy and deep. 
With the bloody swing, I killed the time when the Flame Emperor subjugated the 37th floor. 


[ Subjugation of the 37th floor successful! J 

[ Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! J 

[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? 

Expert foreigners believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” J 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 














I swiftly swung the knife once again. With that death, I killed the time Flame Emperor rose to the top of 
the world. 


{ Hunter Yoo Sooha crowned as the World’s Rank 1. The first Korean to achieve it! | 
[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? 


Expert foreigners believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” J 
[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 
[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 


I killed more. 
[ Disappearance of the Sword Saint & the empty Rank 1. Who will take the throne? 


Expert foreigners believe “Yoo Sooha from Korea is the best candidate.” J 

[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 

[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 
killed another one of his feats. 


— 


[The impregnable 10th floor cleared! Who is the mysterious hero? J 
[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis? J 




















Until, finally— 


I looked at the one thing that had stuck with me through it all. My battered knife. It had become 
lustrous, as if it was new. Less wrinkles crossed my hands. As I went back in time, my rented room had 
become smaller and smaller, more impoverished. I’d forgotten how poor I’d been. 


I went to the bathroom to splash water on my face and caught my young self staring back at me in the 
mirror. And then, I swiveled my head to look around the room. There was nothing. 


There wasn’t a myriad of newspaper articles. No magazine interviews. Not a single scrap of paper 
stuck on the apartment walls. 


White and empty. A pure, blank space (28). 
I’d successfully erased the history of the man known as the “Flame Emperor.” 


“T did it.” I mumbled, slack-jawed. “I came back.” To 11 years ago. May 6th. A whole month before the 
Flame Emperor, Yoo Sooha, was due to awaken. 


I’d returned. ‘There’s no need to hesitate. I don’t need to wait.’ 


Cheap hoodie and sweatpants. A new knife. It was all I had in my early twenties. So, I threw my jacket 
on over my hoodie and went out, wearing all I owned like a suit of armor. The thrill of returning to the 
past...there was none. 


“Yoo Sooha. Until I killed that bastard, I had no room for shit like carelessness.’ 
4090 times—the number of times I’d died to return to today. 


40 more deaths than my initial calculations. This included the time it took to commit suicide thousands 
of times and for short breaks, as well. 


Not only that. 


I’d collected all the information concerning Yoo Sooha, every single thing. I did this by repeating 
today, May 6th, ten times. 


‘11:00 AM,’ I reminded myself. Yoo Sooha almost always woke up at 11:00 AM. May 6th. He woke up 
at 11:00 AM on this day, as well. Last night, he had washed down four bottles of beer, so a scowl had 
been permanently engraved on his face all morning. 


‘2:00 PM.’ Yoo Sooha left his monthly rented studio apartment and headed toward the hunting ground. 
The type of studio apartment that the F-Class Hunters often stayed in. Knowing that the weak Hunters 
frequently died while hunting, the landlord of the studio apartment would impose a hefty security 
deposit in return for putting up a cheap monthly rent. He had a good mind for business. 


‘3:00 PM.’ Yoo Sooha killed a weak slime from the Tower’s 2nd floor hunting ground. However, 
killing a slime wasn’t good enough for a day’s earnings. 


At 3:11 PM, Yoo Sooha grumbled to himself. “Ah. Fucking plague. I wonder when Ill become like the 
Sword Saint and live a king’s life.” 


At 3:15 PM, 4 minutes later. “Wow, slime hunting is really boring,” he griped. 


An average F-Class Hunter. A life of waiting to strike it rich someday. That was the 21-year-old Yoo 
Sooha. Not the 32-year-old Flame Emperor. 


“Tf only I had won the lottery,” he muttered. 


Before long, the 21-year-old would have been able to realize his wish. Because, as soon as Yoo Sooha 
obtained the Return Skill, he used it to win the lottery. 


MA, short for Merchant Association (7), issued weekly lottery tickets. The Merchant Association 
was the only guild inside the Tower that could print lottery tickets. And all the Hunters who won the 
lottery were all on record. In the winning records, there remained a young man who would later be 
called the Flame Emperor. A “lucky” bastard who won first place, not once, but twice in a row. 


“That’s three weeks and four weeks from today, respectively.” However, such a future will not come to 
the 21-year-old Yoo Sooha who I was looking at right now. ‘You die here today.’ 


May 6th. 5:31 PM. 


Yoo Sooha moved on from the 2nd floor hunting ground. No doubt thinking that it was pointless to 
spend the rest of his life killing only slimes. He headed for a more challenging area, the kind of place 
novice Hunters would rarely visit. 


A little more secluded and dangerous. A place that nobody besides Yoo Sooha would enter for the next 
36 minutes. 


‘...He’s here.’ I had been waiting. ‘It’s him.’ 


Aman yawning while traipsing about—Yoo Sooha. Even though he was 11 years younger, I could 
recognize that bastard at once. It wasn’t because my perception was particularly great. Just that the 
present Yoo Sooha looked similar to that damn guy from 11 years later. 


‘In the future, you’d probably find that fucking bastard pigging out on a some elixir for eternal youth.’ 
Thank you for being such a goddamned greedy little pig! 


‘Come.’ My heart was pounding out of my chest. I fought back the tension and opened my mouth. “O- 
over here, Hunter-nim! Please, save me...!” 


“Huh?” Yoo Sooha turned his head in my direction. 
“T was ambushed by wolves,” I cried and sniffled. “I beg of you, please help me. Some potion...” 


I’d coated my entire body with blood. I was covered in it. Drenched. Of course, it wasn’t my blood but 
the blood of some monsters I had hunted in advance. But to other people, I must look like a novice 
Hunter on the verge of death. 


“Ah, shit. What the fuck?” Yoo Sooha exclaimed. 

Naturally, I would look like that in Yoo Sooha’s eyes too. I was counting on it. 

“Mister, did you provoke the monsters here already? Damn. Then today’s hunt is fucked.” 
Fucking asshole. 

“P-potion...” I begged. 


“Potion, my ass. I can’t even feed myself properly.” Yoo Sooha sighed and came closer. “How much 
you got?” 


“Eh?” I asked. 


“How much you got for the potion? Mister, you think I’m running a charity here? Don’t tell me that 
you thought I’d hand this expensive potion over for free now, right? To a man that I’ve never met 
before? You gotta be fucking with me.” Yoo Sooha took out a plastic bottle. 


Then he shook it right in front of my eyes. Splash. A blood-red liquid sloshed inside a bottle engraved 
with the Ministry of Alchemy’s emblem. Twenty gold from the Ministry of Alchemy. It was a recovery 
potion that was sold for nineteen gold each when bought in a 5-pack. 


“T-I’ll give you...twenty gold. So, please, hurry...” 


“Wow. Just look at this guy. Your greed is no joke.” Yoo Sooha kneeled so he could look at me on even 
ground. “Mister, can’t you tell what’s going on? You’re about to die. Die. This potion is something that 
could save your life. And you want to buy your life with just twenty gold? Is your life worth only 
twenty gold?” 


“Right...” I lay there in a pool of “my own” blood. 


“What if I just leave you here? You would simply die. If you don’t want to die, you gotta pay the right 
price for your life.” 


Yeah. I knew. “F-forty gold,” I said. 
“Enough. Hand over everything you have right now.” 
I knew that he was this kind of guy. 


“Ah, that’s right. You couldn’t give me anything even if you wanted to. You can’t even move your 
hands, right? Don’t worry. I’ll get it for you. I could do at least that much service.” Yoo Sooha reached 


out, rummaged and groped through everything I had: my jacket pocket; the inside of my hoodie; even 
my pant pockets. 


The jerk finally found my leather wallet and smirked. “Let’s see. One gold, two gold, three gold... 
Hmm. About sixty gold? You’re so poor, mister. Carry some more around, man.” 


“That’s all I have...” All I fucking had to my name. 
“Tt’s alright. I’ll spend it well on your behalf.” Yoo Sooha took my wallet and patted my head. 
4050 days ago, no. He was just like when he burned me alive 4050 days later. 


“That’s just life, don’t you agree?” He took out something from his chest with a heave, after putting 
away the potion he’d promised to give me. Instead, he pulled out a blade. A sword (#'). 


It wasn’t an item meant to save lives. On the contrary, it was a tool used to take lives. 
‘Ha.’ I looked up at Yoo Sooha. Rather than looking angry, I just looked at him as if he was ridiculous. 


However, Yoo Sooha interpreted my gaze differently and shrugged. “Hey, don’t look at me like that. I 
was thinking about giving you the potion, mister... But if I let you live here, you might want to get 
back at me later, right? I can’t let that happen. A man should live without worry, and since you’ve seen 
my face...” Yoo Sooha smiled. “You have to die for me.” 


The Hunter who I could only ever admire on television. The hero I’d worshipped for 10 years. The man 
I’d always envied, always wanted to become. That hero’s face was hideous. 


More hideous than I could ever have imagined. 

‘Alright.’ I quietly looked at Yoo Sooha as he held the knife. ‘I’ll live without worry in your stead.’ 
He slowly raised the knife. 

Then. 

I kicked my right foot up into his crotch. 


“Ggk!?” Yoo Sooha staggered while he swung the knife. But that was more than enough time for me. 
After barely dodging Yoo Sooha’s swing, I stabbed my knife through his neck. 


I was different from him. I wouldn’t leave my prey that I had to kill in front of my eyes and—fucking 
run my mouth pointlessly. I stabbed his throat then twisted the knife and dragged it up to his chin. 


Blood sprayed out. It soaked my hands. Yoo Sooha gagged. He gurgled and choked on the blood and 
fell to the ground. He let loose a scream, spattering the blood that had been clogging his throat. 


Hard and shrill, railing out against the pain. 
But only for a moment. Blood curdled out of his neck, painting his throat. 
I watched it all. 


Yoo Sooha inched closer to death with each passing second. Instinctively, he must have realized that he 
was dying. Yoo Sooha writhed on the ground, then curled up. He pressed down on the wound on his 


neck with both hands. But the blood didn’t stop. It only trickled out between his fingers, even thicker 
than before. 


“Right.” Must not doddle. I pressed my foot down on Yoo Sooha’s neck. 


His eyes grew wide. Why? For what reason? His eyes were loaded with such questions and resentment. 
It wouldn’t be long before those eyes would be extinguished. There was no need for me to give any sort 
of explanation. 


“T’Il think of this as valuable experience.” I grabbed the knife. The knife that killed me 4090 times. 
Then, I swung. 


To kill a monster. 


SSS-Class Suicide Hunter — Chapter 6.1 
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(T/N: Hi guys, I’m just making this little note to say a few things before we start. This novel is really 
interesting and the previous translation group did a really good job with it. Especially with their skill 
cards and forum comments and stuff. But I won’t do that(read can’t) and so I will just put it the way I 
know-how(i.e. using just punctuation marks). Maybe if I encounter someone who is able to/willing to 
do it I will try, but no promises. So please excuse the differences. Alright that’s enough of me, hope you 
enjoy this novel.) 


“Kuk...uk...ugh!” 


People always believed that there was a higher chance of awakening while in a life and death situation. 
In fact such a myth had been passed down in the hunter industry since its inception. 


But maybe it wasn’t a myth, maybe it was real. Even I had awakened a skill simply for having an 
excessive amount of jealousy. 


Therefore I remained vigilant and shook my knife. 
“Hik!” 

I wouldn’t give this psychopath a chance. 

“Kuk!” 

He would die. 

Ulisse? 


But what angered me the most, rather than the fact that this psychopath burned me to death so casually, 
it was something which caused anger to burn in me more intensely than even the pain and the 
desperation. 


‘He told me his name.’ 


Before returning me to the past, before holding onto my head and lighting it on fire. The Flame 
Emperor told me something with a smile. 


‘But you know who I am, and you saw me kill the Saintess so you have to die. My name is Yoo Soo-ha. 
Goodbye.’ 


The thing that crazy guy had said last. One weird part that I just couldn’t stand. It was extremely 
disgusting. 


‘He told me his name.’ 


Why did he tell me his name before he killed me. Did he think that I didn’t know what the name of the 
Flame Emperor was? 


‘He must’ve thought it was cool.’ 


The Flame Emperor. 


That bastard probably thought that the scene looked cool. As if in a sacred duel where the warriors 
learned their opponents name. This is what the Flame Emperor must have thought as he killed me. 


“Whoever I kill, I do it in fairness. So at least I’m not being too imposing.’ 
How dare-. 

“Like that-.” 

How dare a psychopath like you. 

“Think something like that.” 


Aman who killed a witness just because he stumbled across the scene. A person who pretended to be 
blameless as he came back to inspect the fire he created. A person like that could no longer be called 
human. He was a beast. A devil, even worse than a beast. Who acted cool as if it made him more noble. 


“Don’t mess with me!” 

Puk! 

My knife stabbed into Yoo Soo-ha’s neck again. 

There was no sound. No scream, no moan. The hunting ground was hidden, far away from where 
anyone would be active. 


I looked up to the sky, but my eyes weren’t in focus and my body was swaying like a weed in the 
breeze. 


He was dead. 
“Haha...” 


Maybe it wasn’t appropriate to say ‘dead’. Yoo Soo-ha was more than just an ordinary hunter, and it 
wasn’t simply that he was dead. 


The man who would’ve become the Flame Emperor someday. A legend who had reached the top of the 
world’s rankings. The one who managed to single-handedly defeat 10 floors in the tower that no one 
had been able to reach even after trying for years. He was killed by me. 


“Hooo...” 

I sighed. 

“Now I can be a little sane again.” 

As I turned to head back, I heard something arrive, probably drawn by the smell of blood. 
A pack of wolves were crouched among the trees. 


Great... 


These weren’t ordinary wolves. They were engraved by what appeared to be tattoos which could be 
seen even through their thick hair. These were Meadow Wolves and the more complex the patterns on 
their bodies, the stronger they were. 


Though these Meadow Wolves only had the simplest patterns on their bodies, an F-class hunter like me 
couldn’t possibly fight them. 


First I carefully retrieved the wallet that was stolen by Yoo Soo-ha and stepped back. 
“You guys want to eat this guy right?” 

I pointed at the body. 

“T don’t need it. You can have it.” 

I took another step back. 

‘Come on.’ 

The wolves cautiously approached the body. 

Crack! 

One of the wolves took a bite, and that seemed to be a signal for the rest of them. 
Crack! Crack! 

Soon the body couldn’t be seen as it was completely covered by wolves. 

“Eat well.” 

I hurried away. 

‘Is it over now?’ 


I buried the clothes that had been splattered with Yoo Soo-ha’s blood in a deep pit I’d prepared before 
the fight. As I washed my whole body with water from a plastic bottle and changed into a new set of 
clothes from my backpack, it still hadn’t sunk in yet. 


‘Is it really over?’ 


If my clothes were too clean, people might be suspicious of me. So I deliberately rolled on the ground 
for a bit before heading back to Babylon, the city on the first floor of the tower. 


As I walked up to the gates, a guard watched me closely for a moment before yawning and turning 
away. 


‘Ah.’ 
No one had realised. 


‘It’s over.’ 


Even when I went to a bar and ordered a beer. Even when I emptied the beer and ordered another one, 
no one cared about me. No one knew what I’d done. 


Old news played on the tavern’s television. 
-Today, the strategy which was guaranteed to clear the 10th floor failed. 
-Hunters ranked 2nd and 7th in the world intend to challenge and defeat the 10th floor together... 


-Voices of protest against the world’s number one hunter continually grow stronger. This is due to the 
fact that the Sword Saint still refuses to work with anyone else. 


No matter how long I waited, there was no breaking news like, ‘A hunter has disappeared on the second 
Floor of the tower.’ But I should’ve expected that. 


Novice hunters lost their lives every day. No one really cared about the disappearance of a lone novice, 
no one cared about me. 


In other words. 

‘It’s over!’ 

“Hey.” 

I lifted my empty glass high. 

“Pour another draft for me!” 

“You sure are drinking a lot. Was your hunt good today?” 
“Yeah it was good. Very good!” 

Even as I said this, my heart wasn’t settled. 

I took two or three hours calming my heart with beer. 

It wasn’t until sunset that I gradually began to accept the reality. 
“What should I do now?’ 

There was a lot to do. 


‘I could win the lottery. I would get the money and no one would suspect a thing. Hey, my life is about 
to get better!’ 


I opened my status window which could only be viewed by myself. 


[Name: Kim Gongja] 

Rank: F-Class 

Skills (2/4) : 

I want to Become Just Like You (S+) : Passive 
Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX) : Passive 
None 

None 


“Kya. Now I’m not even hungry anymore.” 


My status window was like the most delicious meal in the world. One S+ class skill and an EX class 
skill that I’d never even heard about. When it came to meals, this was like having caviar on top of my 
steak. 


‘If there is someone with better skills than this then they are truly broken.’ 

But I couldn’t stop the warm smile from spreading across my face. 

‘...But I have no combat skill.’ 

Ah... 

Why was the human mind like this? The thing I didn’t have was the thing that I noticed the most. 


“No matter how easy it is to make money, a hunter must be a hunter... even with all the money in the 
world, without power then it would eventually be robbed.” 


The society in the tower was much more bloody than the outside world. To put it nicely, the strong ate 
well, and the weak were the meat. It didn’t matter even if you wanted to escape the tower and live 
lavishly in the outside world. 


‘Those who stepped foot in the tower could never leave.’ 


Those were the rules. Not even a hunter with an S class teleportation ability could go out of the tower. 
It was simply impossible. 


Only one being in all of Babylon could interact with the outside world. The Guildmaster of the 
Shanglian Guild. The only hunter with the title ‘Count.’ 


‘Even then, they could only send and receive things from the outside world, they couldn’t directly 
leave.’ 


Anyone could enter, but no one could exit. 


This meant that those who had entered had abandoned their wealth, their relationships, their nationality, 
their identity. Maybe...even their humanity. 


“Indeed.” 
Of course, I was one of those people. 
“Fat or be eaten, that was the law in the tower.” 


The alcohol made me a little drunk and I couldn’t help but mutter. I wanted to succeed so badly it drove 
me crazy. There was a reason why I idolized the Flame Emperor so much. Was it because of his 
personality? Did that guy even have something that could be called a personality? 


No, the reason was much simpler. I was envious of his success. His achievements had been dazzling, 
awe-inspiring. 


“Let’s succeed Kim Gong-ja. Okay? What can’t a man who died 4090 times do? It’s time to be 
successful...” 


Then. 
Jallang! 


The bell on the tavern’s front door rang. 
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I didn’t care who came in at first. After all, how amazing could a hunter who came to such a place to 
have a drink be. 


But the people in the tavern began to chatter. 

“Hey, that guy over there...” 

“What? Really?” 

“Why was he in a place like this?” 

The bar became strangely quiet as if everyone was afraid to breathe. 


At this point it would be odd if I didn’t get curious. So, I turned my head to look. Standing there was an 
old man dressed in an expensive looking black suit. 


“Um ” 


The man was dressed as if he had just come back from work. He wore a white shirt and a patternless 
red tie. If one saw this man, one couldn’t help but think, 


‘When did I return to the outside world.’ 


The man looked like any common office worker, but there was one thing that stood out. On his feet 
were bright red sneakers. 


Not shoes. Sneakers. 

‘Wow, what kind of fashion sense is that?’ 

The difference was striking. But it wasn’t just his clothes that were weird. 
“Milk?” 

“Yes.” 


“Please add vodka and sugar to a glass of warm milk. Actually, it would be better if you used honey 
instead of sugar.” 


The owner of the tavern was embarrassed by the strange orders. 
“Uh...customer. I’m not a bartender...” 
“T will pay the necessary amount. Don’t worry.” 


The owner of the bar nodded hesitantly. The other customers were mumbling quietly, all of them still 
looking at the old man. 


It seemed that this man was quite famous. 


‘Who is this?’ 
My eyes narrowed slightly. 
‘Strange, I can’t seem to remember someone like this.’ 


While I wasn’t proud of it, there was probably no other human who envied the top ranking hunters as 
much as I do. So naturally, I was able to say every name from the 100th to the 2nd in the rankings. All 
because of my jealousy. 


Even then, this old man in this suit, was someone unfamiliar to me. 
‘I think I saw him somewhere before. Where did I see him? Where?’ 
It came to me after thinking for a long time. 

‘Ah!’ 


I remembered in my room. Among the fragments that were attached to the wall. There was a picture of 
this very old man. 


[22 days since the Sword Saint’s disappearance. Will the Hunter Association face its worst crisis?] 
‘It’s the Sword Saint!’ 


I remembered. This was the most famous person before Yoo Soo-ha became known as the Flame 
Emperor. 


I’d forgotten because he was a hunter who’d disappeared long ago. It was hard to remember those 
hunters who’d been active more than 10 years ago. 


I didn’t know what to think, looking at someone who I knew would disappear. 
‘Ah right. ..now it’s years in the past.’ 
I finally, truly felt that I’d returned to the past. 


“This man would soon become the strongest in the world...even the Flame Emperor had to look up to 
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him. 


It was an amazing feeling. Even though I knew it was just an excuse, I kept staring at the Sword Saint. 
What should I do? It was strange to see such a great man in front of me, even if he’d died long ago. 
Either way, it was pretty strange. 


‘Hey. Doesn’t this senior have S ranked skills?’ 

A thought ran through my head as I drank my beer. 

‘Not strange skills like mine either, but actual combat skills...’ 
It was at that moment. 

‘Uh?’ 


My hand had moved without me realising it. Suddenly, my S rank skill appeared in front of me. 


[I Want to Become Just Like You.] 

Rank: S+ 

Effect: 

— Activates automatically upon death. 

— After being killed by an enemy, copy one of their skills and make it your own. 
— Skills cannot be copied from targets who have killed you before. 

— The copied skill is randomly selected. 

— However, you die! 

“Wait a minute.’ 


The feeling was like being struck by a lightning bolt. The same sensation I felt when I finally figured 
out a way to kill the Flame Emperor filled my body. 


[I Want to Become Just Like You.] 


This skill was amazing. With it, you could copy any skill from any hunter. The only drawback however, 
was that you had to die first. 


However. 
‘I don’t stay dead.’ 
Because I had another skill. 


[Returner’s Clockwork Watch. ] 
Rank: EX 


Effects: 


+ Activates automatically upon death. 

+ Return 24 hours prior to death. 

+ Memories and abilities are preserved even after returning. 

+ However the higher the rank of the hunter, the larger the penalty. 
— Skill copied from Hunter Yoo Soo-ha. 


‘Then.’ 
A chill went down my spine. 
‘Can I just copy anything? A hunter who picks up things by dying?’ 


The pressure of having to kill Yoo Soo-ha had caused this fact to evade me all this while but I’d finally 
realized. (TL: It took him long enough, I was wondering when he was gonna run into the old man’s 
sword) 


“The Sword Saint , the world’s strongest in the present era.’ 


Gulp. 
I swallowed the mouthful of beer I’d forgotten in my mouth. 


The Flame Emperor who had also been considered the strongest in his era, had such a game-breaking 
regression skill. So this Sword Saint, who towered over the world in the time before his disappearance. 
What kind of skill would this great person have? 


Wouldn’t it be just as good as Yoo Soo-ha’s skill? 
‘If I could copy it...’ 

I stared intently at the old man’s back. 

‘Jackpot.’ 

Maybe... 

My hunt had not ended yet. 
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I searched for information about the Sword Saint on my phone. 

-Originally, it was said that he was an elder from a wealthy old Northern European Conglomerate. 


-His real name is Marcus Calenberry. It was rather regretful, but it was said that he gave up his family, 
connections and fortune and entered the tower all by himself. 


-No one knows exactly what skills he has. 

-It is rumoured that he has a habit of muttering to himself. 
I clicked my tongue. 

“There’s no helpful information.” 


I even looked for any interview videos but couldn’t find a single one. Apparently, this elder was the 
complete opposite of the Flame Emperor. Although he was reputed for his bad personality, information 
of him could be found all over the internet. 


On the other hand, the Sword Saint was a mystery. 


The information on the internet about the Sword Saint was very vague. He was apparently from a large 
wealthy family, supposedly entered the tower on his own and it was rumoured that he mumbled to 
himself. All the information was speculative. 


‘What?’ 
I turned my head to a table in the corner. There, the Sword Saint sat alone, drinking his milk vodka. 
‘At least the information that he talks to himself is correct.’ 


The old man with an odd sense of fashion. Sat at the table with his odd drink and seemed to be 
mumbling to himself between sips. 


“Shut up. Don’t be so noisy. In the first place, you are...” 
He mumbled. 


I couldn’t hear exactly what the old man was saying, but he seemed to spit with every word he said. It 
was a horrible scene, and I couldn’t help but be a bit frightened. 


‘Does he suffer from psychosis?’ 


The number one hunter was psychotic. That was scary in itself. It was like having a nuclear bomb and 
not knowing when it might explode. 


‘...No, if you think about it, Yoo Soo-ha had also been a psychopath.’ 


Perhaps one of the conditions to become number one was to be mentally ill. 


‘Almost all the top rankers are psychos.’ 


I shook my head and kept browsing the internet for information. However, most of them were purely 
speculative. But as I kept looking, a post in a forum caught my eye. 


-[Caution! NG1 words you should never say in front of the Sword Saint! ] 
‘Hmm?’ 


It was an interesting title. The thread was posted in the Hunter Specialty Community website. A place 
to play, chat and share information that could only be accessed by those who had a Bureau issued 
Hunter Certificate. The post was done anonymously. 


-I saw it for myself. There are NG words that you should never say in front of the Sword Saint unless 
you want to die! 


L What are they? 


L Anything about his family. A few days ago, a few top-ranking hunters were fighting with the Sword 
Saint, and one of them said 


‘Looking at the way you are now, your grandchildren outside must have suffered.’ 
‘I bet you like to be alone because they don’t dare keep you around.’ 

‘How embarrassed would they be if they saw you behaving like this.’ 

-Then he died! 

L What? Died?! 


L Yes. He was killed. In fact, he only managed to say, ‘How embarrassed would your grandchildren 
be...’ before his throat was cut. His head had been separated from his body in an instant. 


The comments after that ran wild. 

-Don’t be insane. 

-This is probably a rumour created by those large guilds! 

-He’s doing well so people are trying to trample him back down. 

Most of the people who responded didn’t believe nevertheless the anonymous writer was persistent. 
-Believe it or not, I don’t care! I just felt like telling you, so I told you. 


-Of course, I’m not saying the Sword Saint was wrong. It was that guy’s fault for mentioning his 
family. However, it’s certain that those few top powers are ganging up on him because of this incident. 
You can see it with the constant abuse directed at him in the media these days. 


-Anyway, if you ever meet the Sword Saint. You should try it. 


“_..-re too loud. I’ll take care of it myself, so leave me alone.” 


The old man had been muttering to himself since he sat at the table. It really seemed like he had a 
mental illness. However, even if he suffered from psychosis, he still stood at the top of the world. The 
fact that this crazy old man had great skills beyond imagination remained unchanged. 


‘Good.’ 

And that was good enough for me. 

It was worth giving a shot. 

“Good drink.” 

“Ah, have a safe trip!” 

The Sword Saint emptied his goblet. 

As soon as he left the tavern, all the customers collectively let out the breaths they had been holding. 
“He’s finally gone.” 

“He must have dementia. Why did he keep muttering like that?” 

“T know right. Anyway, the alcohol doesn’t taste good anymore...” 


All the customers were probably waiting for the Sword Saint to leave, as they all rose to their feet to 
leave at the same time as I did. 


However, our intentions were probably the opposite. 

“This is my payment for the beer.” 

I got up quickly and settled my bill with the owner. I had no time to waste. 
“Ah, yes. Thank you. Come again!” 

“The beer was delicious. I will.” 

Daling! 

The bell on the door rang as I opened it and stepped out. 

It was late at night and darkness covered the street. 

“Where did you go...?’ 


I looked around, there were many crowds of people coming out of the numerous pubs on the street. 
Dozens of people laughing and staggering as they enjoyed the effects of the alcohol under the night 
sky. 


“Where are you, Mr. First place?” 
Fortunately, after looking around for a while, I found the back I wanted. 


‘Found you!’ 


It was all thanks to his unusual outfit. He was probably the only man in all of Babylon who wore a suit 
and carried a sword. I quickly gathered myself and started following the old man. 


‘What skills do you have?’ 
My heart was pounding. 


“The Flame Emperor had a ridiculous regression skill which was an Ex-rank skill. So what skills would 
the Sword Saint who was the previous generation’s strongest have? Wouldn’t he have skills that were 
even more broken?’ 


That skill would soon become mine. If I was lucky. (TL: Our MC is a pretty greedy guy lol, got on EX 
skill and now he wants more) 


How long had I been chasing this old man’s back? 


We’d long since left the heart of the city and had started walking through the backstreets. As I kept 
following him, we left the alleys and backstreets and entered the outskirts of the town. Here, there was 
a field that had no buildings or any signs of construction. 


The Sword Saint walked through this empty field. 

“Hmm.” 

I walked a bit more before I stopped behind a tree. 

“This place should be appropriate enough.” 

The Sword Saint turned around, with starlight bathing his old body. 

“Why don’t you come out here young man.” 

“No one would know what happened in this place.” 

He was staring right at the tree that I hid behind. And I sighed in my heart. 
‘He caught me.’ 


I should’ve expected it. From the very beginning, it was unreasonable to think that the strongest hunter 
wouldn’t know that he was being followed by a low-class hunter like me. 


I could only blame my own incompetence as I walked out from behind the tree. 


“Ah. Excuse me. There is something I wanted to ask you Sword Saint-nim.” (TL: Leaving in ‘nim’ just 
to further emphasize just how polite KGJ is being) 


I tried to speak as politely as I could. But for some reason, the Sword Saint laughed. 


“Huh. Weren’t you following me this whole time already? I don’t know why you’re getting so scared to 
ask this old man a question.” 


its ” 


Huh? 


For some reason. It seemed like the Sword Saint believed I was intentionally pretending to be afraid. In 
addition, since he’d turned around, the Sword Saint had not let go of the hilt of his sword, even though 
I hadn’t done anything. It seemed that he was ready to attack at any moment. 


‘Uh. Why?’ 
Of course, this was the best outcome for me, since my purpose was to have him kill me anyway. 
‘But I haven’t done anything other than followed him...’ 


Whether he knew my intentions or not, the Sword Saint seemed as though he was ready to end my life. 
As if in his eyes, I was already dead and he was just humouring me. 


“... Your acting is amazing. Indeed, you must be an amazing assassin.” 
To VEST 2” 


“You don’t need to pretend you don’t know. Other hunters might fall for it, but you cannot fool my 
eyes. I know you are an assassin sent by the Black Dragon Guild.” 


Uh... 
Old man, you’re really misunderstanding something. 
‘Should I like this or not?’ 


Anyway, this way worked too. I didn’t have to talk about his grandchildren for him to kill me. Though I 
didn’t understand how he mistook an F-class hunter like me for an assassin. Honestly, I couldn’t 
understand. 


“Uh-huh! You’re really abominable. Come here and act to my face!” 


The Sword Saint looked at me with his mouth twisted as if staring at a monster he had to get rid of. It 
was a very odd expression that I couldn’t understand. 


“Didn’t I tell you before? You can’t deceive my eyes.” 
“This...Sir. There is something I truly want to ask you...” 
Eventually, I just asked what I wanted to know. 


“What makes you so convinced that I’m an assassin? I don’t do anything that would make you think 
that.” 


“Shut up.” 
Shing! 


The Sword Saint drew the sword at his side. 


“T have many skills. Among them is a skill that tells me how many people a person has killed. Thanks 
to this, I’ve been able to avoid many crises.” 


What? I still didn’t understand. 
‘Ah.’ 

Then, a few seconds after, I realized. 
‘I killed Yoo Soo-ha.’ 

That’s right. 


I murdered Yoo Soo-ha today because I knew he was going to become a monster, but the people in this 
era didn’t know that. So now I am a murderer. 


Unlike the outside world, murders happened pretty frequently inside the tower. 
‘But murder was still murder.’ 


In other words, in the eyes of the Sword Saint, there was probably a number [1] hanging above my 
head. The number [1] would be a prominent indicator of murder, so it was natural that the Sword Saint 
was on guard against me. 


“Yes, I understand Mr Sword Saint.” 
“Hmmm.” 


“Even if you’re on guard against me and I have nothing to say to that. You can take it as an excuse but 
listen. I followed you because of an important reason, I can’t tell you what it is exactly but it is an 
extremely important reason. I can swear to the heavens.” 


It was a heartfelt statement. But the situation became strange instead of getting better. As he listened to 
my small speech, the Sword Saint’s expression got worse and worse. 


“Disgusting.” 
“Ves?” 


“A devil who has murdered as many people as you have dares to act in such a way. I haven’t lived a 
clean life, but...I never committed a reckless massacre as you have!” 


His words made me confused and embarrassed at the same time. 

“No. Wait a second. Massacre? I’ve only killed one person in my entire life.” 
“You really are shameless to say such a blatant lie!” 

Chik! 


The Sword Saint pointed the tip of his sword toward me and said, 


“T can see the number [4091] hanging above your head.” 


I was dumbfounded. 
“What...the fuc...” 


I tried to ask “What the fuck?” but my words got cut short as I came to the realization of where the 
number 4091 came from. 


‘Ah.’ 

It was from my one time killing Yoo Soo-ha. 
And. 

‘It’s the number of times I committed suicide.’ 
4090 times. 

The exact amount of times I killed myself. 
“Be prepared, Devil!” 

If so. 


“T don’t know if it was that Black Dragon Witch who sent you or someone else, but I will do my best to 
kill you!” 


It meant that in the eyes of that old man, I was nothing but a murderer who slaughtered 4091 human 
beings. A cold shiver went down my spine. 


‘No.’ 

This was a serious problem. 

‘It was no longer just a matter of copying the Sword Saints skills or not.” 
That’s right. 

‘Anytime in the future...if the Sword Saint sees me, he will try to kill me.’ 


Because in his eyes, I was an abominable murderer who, like a deadly virus, should not be allowed to 
survive in this world. 


“Wa-, wait!” 

I reached out my hand. 

“Please wait a minu...” 

At that moment. 

The Sword Saint’s sword flew toward me at an unstoppable speed. 
T/N: 


1: NG(written in English characters) meaning ‘not good’ or ‘no good’ is a type of forum 
shorthand(abbreviation). 


2: It can be found sometimes in Asian speech, that they will sometimes use words in place of others. In 
this case, the mc used ‘yes?’ in the place of ‘what?’ or ‘huh?’ 
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Luck. 

It was pure luck that helped me evade the old man’s attack. 
“Hmm?!” 


The Sword Saint’s eyes widened slightly. Perhaps, in his eyes, I was a tremendous master. So after I 
dodged his attack, he immediately jumped away, expecting a counterattack. What he probably didn’t 
expect was that I would be fiercely rolling on the ground. 


“Swo-, Sword Saint-nim. Wait. Please listen to me for a moment.” 


It didn’t matter if I died. I wanted to die after all. No, what mattered was if I could fix the 
misconception that the Sword Saint had, then die. That way, I could avoid useless confrontations in the 
future. 


“T’m an F-class hunter...” 

“You dodged my sword. You must be a high-end assassin huh?” 

“Ah! Is this old geezer deaf?!” 

This was horrible. Instead of clearing up the misunderstanding, it was just getting worse. 


Again, avoiding the sword had been pure luck. I couldn’t even follow the blade with my eyes. The old 
man’s skills far exceeded my cognitive abilities. 


‘If he attacks again, I wouldn’t be able to avoid it.’ 


After all this, it seemed like I could only give up on convincing him. I watched the death approach in 
the form of a sword. 


He stopped. 
The Sword Saint suddenly stopped, just a step away and at first, I thought this was my chance. 
‘Oh? Are you ready to listen to me now?’ 


But the Sword Saint didn’t look at me. Instead, the old man frowned at the air. Curious, I also turned 
my head to look but found nothing there. 


“ ..Didn’t I tell you I’d take care of it?” 
The old man spoke to the open air. 
“ ,.50 noisy. Catch and interrogate. So I should keep this demon alive?” 


He was talking to himself. 


‘What the?” 


The Sword Saint, who had just been about to cut me down, stopped. Instead, he began to mutter to 
himself. The immediate crisis was delayed a bit. 


I furrowed my brow. 
‘Is he...is that a self-talk skill?’ 
Maybe. Maybe it was. 


At the bar, I’d thought, ‘This old man is mentally ill.’ But now that I was witnessing it up close it 
seemed a bit different. Shall I say a bit more elaborate and sophisticated? The man truly seemed to be 
talking to someone. 


‘Is it telepathy?’ 


Suddenly a thought came to me. Telepathy or Sound Transmission({#7). The ability to freely 
communicate from a distance. Such a skill did exist. 


“Then...was he talking about me to someone else?’ 

A shiver went down my spine again. 

‘He intends to capture the man who slaughtered 4091 people.’ 
Wanted Criminal. 


The Hunter Bureau rarely released bounties. And when they did, the targets didn’t last very long. The 
Wanted person would be hunted by top players and would need to hide for life. If they were caught, 
they would be executed publicly in Babylon Square in the middle of the city. 


‘This is not good.’ 
I clenched my teeth. 
‘I have to die right now.’ 


So that everything I could go back 24 hours and let everything be reset, I had to die immediately. I 
stared at the Sword Saint. 


“_..It’s too late. I’ve already made up my mind. Even if you’re the master...” 


The old man was still muttering to himself. I wasn’t 100% sure if he suffered from psychosis or was 
really talking to someone, but even if I wasn’t sure I still opened my mouth. 


“How are your grandchildren doing>?” 
The old man stopped talking to himself. Then he slowly turned and looked at me. 


“T heard that the outside world is really ugly these days. If they’re the grandchildren of the great Sword 
Saint then they must be quite pretty. You must be very worried.” 


“ ” 


Dark blue eyes, and pupils that were as still as the ocean’s depths stared into my eyes. 


“Tt is said that you’re originally from Northern Europe. I heard that terrorists there are really rampant. I 
don’t know, maybe without your knowledge, your grandchildren have already suffered many 
injustices.” 


Suguk. 

‘Huh.’ 

The sound of an apple being cut in half rang out in the clearing. 
‘Huh...’ 


At first, I couldn’t tell what had happened. I’d been watching the old man this entire time and I hadn’t 
seen him move. Not even his lips moved. 


So where did that sound come from? 


The strangeness didn’t end there though. Originally, the Sword Saint was standing on the ground right 
in front of me. But does it feel as though the ground was slowly turning over. 


The horizon tilted and the moon in the sky flipped over. High in the night sky, the first quarter 
moon(Sanghyun) tilted and became the last quarter moon(Hahyun). The only thing on the horizon was 
an upside-down old man. 


oc ” 


The old man’s blue eyes just stared at me and I couldn’t help but think that they truly resembled the 
starry sky. I could see why he was called the sword saint. 


Then I realized. 
‘Ah.’ 
The ground was not upside down. 


My head had been cut off and it was slowly falling. 





One Hit KO(—*) 
‘Beautiful.’ 


My eyes couldn’t follow the attack of the old man, but as I saw the world after my head was cut off, I 
couldn’t help but think it was beautiful. 


After a while, my head hit something. My mind was blank and I couldn’t hear anything, but I finally 
realized that my head had landed on the ground. 


By the time I realized that there was no longer any life in my eyes. 
[You have died. ] 


What kind of skills did he have? How long did he have to practice before he could get skills at that 
level? 


[The skill condition has been achieved due to death. ] 


I was filled with emotions that were much different from when I had been killed by the Flame Emperor. 
I felt betrayed by the Flame Emperor and I’d wanted revenge for my wrongful death. 


However, it wasn’t the same with the Sword Saint. 

‘T want to be like that.’ 

‘T want to have a one-hit attack too.’ 

This was similar to the feeling I had toward Yoo Soo-ha before I learned what he truly was like. 
Jealousy. Covetousness. Adoration. 

Flames of desire burned within my heart. 

And there was something that responded to those flames. 

[A skill of Hunter Marcus Calenbury will be randomly copied. ] 

Cards began to appear in the darkness around me. 

[Creating Skill Cards. ] 

Swish! 

The cards had their backs toward me so I couldn’t see their information. 

‘Still, the colors were more pronounced than when I was killed by Yoo Soo-ha.’ 
Perhaps it was because I’ve already adapted to death. 


4090 times. As the Sword saint had confirmed with his [Kill Counter] skill, I’d already experienced 
death thousands of times. No hunter was more familiar with death than me. 


‘It’s not something to be proud of.’ 

I couldn’t help but make a bitter smile. 

‘Please select a skill card.’ 

The cards floating before me all started to fly around quickly. 
“Whoa!” 


At first, I was surprised. But it didn’t take long for me to regain my focus and begin to concentrate on 
the cards. 


‘I mustn’t get anything else. Golden yellow! I can only get a golden yellow card!’ 
But they were fast. It seemed impossible to chase after them. 
‘Oh my God.’ 


Did I grab a golden card from these fast-moving cards when I was killed by the Flame Emperor? Me? 
How did I do that? I was new, but I was really lucky at that time. 


‘There is nothing to say, I can’t get lucky again this time! Golden Yellow, where are you golden 
yellow?’ 


But I realized something strange. 

‘Huh?’ 

No matter how hard I looked, I couldn’t find one. 
‘I don’t think there are any golden cards.’ 


Among the cards flying around in front of me, there were blue cards and silver cards. However, none of 
them were golden. Believing I was wrong, I focused and searched even harder to look for anyone that I 
missed, but found nothing. 


This meant there was only one possibility. 

‘Re-, really?’ 

I was shocked. 

‘Is there really no..?’ 

From the start...the Sword Saint did not have any S-rank skills. 
‘This doesn’t make sense!’ 

I wanted to scream. 


‘He is the number one hunter! The most legendary character before the Flame Emperor arrived and he 
didn’t have any S-rank skills?!’ 


It was very hard to believe, but it was true. My skill proved it. 

Marcus Calenbury, the great Sword Saint, reigned above the world without a single S-rank skill. 
I was shocked and a bit fearful. 

‘No, no! This cannot be!’ 

My reaction of shock and fear were completely genuine. 

‘I’m sure that there are at least a few strong skills among the silver cards.’ 


I didn’t know where to curse my situation or laugh at the odds. Nevertheless, I was eager to try my 
luck. 


With a very earnest heart, I stared at the cards. 
“Three blue cards and four silver cards.’ 
Seven cards in totally flew around dizzyingly. 
‘I can completely ignore the shit cards.’ 


It was a reasonable choice of course. 


Now the question was which silver card to choose. 


The [Kill Counter] skill was probably included in the silver cards. And he probably had an unidentified 
cheat skill as well. 


Of course, the technique I wanted should not be as subtle as the kill counter skill and it would be better 
if it was a cheat skill like the resurrection skill. 


‘The probability is 1 out of 4.’ 

In other words, I could only rely on pure luck. 

‘Please be something good.’ 

I reached out my hand. 

‘Please, please be the one I want. The Sword Saint’s cheat skill!’ 
Then I caught one of the silver cards. 

[Selection Complete. A skill has been copied. ] 


[Returning to 24 hours ago.] 


“-Huk!” 
I woke up, swallowing a groan. 
Side room. 


A 2 pyung1 large lodge welcomed me, the familiar sight enriching my heart a bit. The futon gave off a 
bad smell as it hadn’t been washed in a long time. 


Unfortunately, this single bedroom apartment was all I could afford at the time. 
“Wha-, what did I get?!” 

I immediately opened my stat window, wondering if I’d succeeded or failed in my 25% gamble. 
[Kim Gong-ja] 

Class: F 

Skills(3/4): 

— I Want to Be Like You2(S+): Passive 

~ Returners Clockwork Watch(EX): Passive 

~ Sword Constellation(A+): Passive 

None 

(TL: Of all passives...rip...) 

“Ah...” 


I sighed, feeling both happy and sad. 
“T’m glad I got an A+-rank skill...” 


First I felt glad. Even though it wasn’t an S-rank skill, I still believed this was the best one he had. I 
was also lucky to not get a skill like Kill Counter. 


“_..It’s another passive skill.” 


Then there was my sadness. What I’d initially aimed for was a combat skill. Some kind of rare martial 
art. Like fencing. Or maybe a skill that awakens an aura. Most of those were active abilities. 


In other words, I failed to get the best combat skill. 

“Haa.” 

I sighed again. 

“No, if I think about it, it’s not so bad...” 

In fact, if other hunters were to hear my lamentation now, they’d go crazy. 
Where could you find A+-rank skills without having to work hard for it. 

I decided to look at the bright side instead. 

First, I had to focus on checking the skill out first. 

Shak! 

Of course, the skill cards were only visible to the hunter themself. 


~— I Want to Be Like You(S+): Passive 
~ Returners Clockwork Watch(EX): Passive 
~ Sword Constellation(A+): Passive 


Sword Constellation. 

Just by looking at the name, it was really hard to determine what the skill did. 
“But even ‘I Want to Be Like You’ had a strange name.” 

It was difficult to judge whether a skill was a scam or a prize from the name alone. 


Maybe it would turn out to be an amazing skill. It was a little comfort I gave myself since I was the one 
who grabbed the silver card. 


-Ah. What’s so noisy? 
A voice sounded out from somewhere. 


-Grandfather. This Master told you. If you want to have practice in the middle of the night, at least be 
quiet. 


“ ” 


-When you move, there’s no need to disturb me. I don’t have to wake up. Let’s treat each with manners 
yeah? 


Slowly. 
I slowly turned to look in the direction of the voice. 


On a futon in a single room. I was crammed into space where I could barely lie down alone. Yet I could 
see something behind, though blurry. Someone was laying there, with his back to me. 


“Excuse me.” 

I felt goosebumps. 

“Who are you?” 

-Huh? 

And then my eyes met with someone I didn’t know. 
Spirit. Ghost. 

Something that was clearly not a living human. 
-Eh? 


The ghost was large. If it wasn’t for his clothes, he might’ve been mistaken for a gorilla. His physique 
was rather wide, even down to his eyebrows. And he stared at me with a shocked expression. 


-Hey. Who are you? 

“_,.] want to ask the same thing. Who are you?” 

-Can you see me? 

I nodded evenly. 

“Yes.” 

-Can you hear my voice? 

“Um. If we’re communicating right now...maybe that is obvious” 
What the hell. Am I really talking to a ghost right now? 


You would think that an ordinary ghost would be like a monster, picking on everyone because of its 
grudges in life. 


But this guy was different. He spoke and acted like a human, only with a blurry body. 
-Huh, isn’t that weird? I don’t know what to do. 


The ghost shook his head. It seemed that I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t understand the current 
situation. 


-Where are we? It’s as small as a doghouse. Where has that old man Marcus gone and why is there a 
boy like you in front of me? 


Only then did I finally understand something that the ghost had said. 

“Uh. By Marcus...do you mean Marcus Calenbury? The Sword Saint?” 

-Tch-tch. Even a beginner like him can be called a Sword Saint? It’s undeserved. 
The ghost clicked his tongue as if he heard something unbelievable. 

-Anyway, the name you called was right. Where is he? He should be around here. 
I was dumbfounded. 

‘The Sword Saint is a beginner?’ 


The hunter who was currently ranked number one in the world. And since I intended to murder Yoo 
Soo-ha, maybe he would continue to reign at the very top in the far future. 


What exactly was this ghost in front of me that called such a big shot, a beginner? And why was I able 
to suddenly see ghosts? 


To answer my questions, I brought up the skill card and read the information. 
[Sword Constellation] 

+ Rank: A+ 

— Effect: 


+ A ghost from another world. He cleared the 99th floor but failed the 100th floor and died. 
The resentment remained, causing him to become a ghost. He cannot interfere with the physical world, 
but it is possible to tamper with the owner’s mind. Seek advice from his rich experience and amazing 
skills! 


~ However, no one can see the ghost except for the owner. 
— This skill was copied from Hunter Marcus Calenbury. 
I was lost for words. 


-Hey. I said where’s the old man. Are you ignoring me? Tsk. Hey. Hey! I’ve been doing well this past 
year. It’s rare to find warriors like him, even if he’s only so-so. 


Oh my God. 
It seems I copied the Sword Saint’s ghost. 


(TLN: 
1 Pyung= 3.30579 m2= 35.5832 ft2 


2. I'd originally kept the original team’s translation of the skill as ‘I want to become just like you’ but it 
is unnecessarily long. So I’ll put it the way I wanted from the start which is ‘I want to be like you’ 
which is simpler but carries the same meaning. 


3.From 15 June onwards, the release rate will increase to 6 chapters a week. 





For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 9 — The Monologuing Identity(2) 


Translator: Seven 
Editor: Ana_Banana 
-Can’t you return me to the old man now? 


Bae Hu-ryeong was raging. It was inhumane for more than a single person to be in the cramped room, 
though he was a ghost, so he was a blind spot in human rights. Could you take it if you had a 3-meter 
mosquito buzzing? 


“Ah, really! Even if I wanted to do it, I can’t!” 


-You copied me with your skill. Then you should be able to cancel it. Don’t you know how to give a 
refund? Refund! What kind of world is it these days with no refund! 


“T can’t cancel it!” 


I’d explained how the skill was copied. But even after hearing the explanation, the ghost still bothered 
me in vain. Wanting me to send it back to the Sword Saint. 


-Ugh. Old man Marcus! Disciple! Master Lee has been kidnapped! Your one and only teacher has been 
kidnapped by a child! 


Even then, this ghost turned in the air and began to shout. 


-Geez, you ugly student. This all happened because you ignored your precious Master! I was afraid of 
this happening, that’s why I told you to treat your teacher like the heavens. 


“Excuse me...” 


He was giving me a hard time. I’d lost the fear of seeing a ghost in real life for the first time. Fear? 
That was something. No matter how scary it was, it would give anyone a headache if this was how it 
acted. 


“Let’s just live quietly, please. Okay?” 
-What do you mean live? I’m already dead. 
“Ah, then please die quietly.” 


-No. Do I look like a fucking dog? You’re scolding a ghost that’s already dead and afraid to die 
another time. Everyone in the neighborhood, look at this bastard! From the beginning, there’s nothing I 
couldn't say! 


“Wow.” 
I opened my mouth in shock. What the? 


This was my first time seeing a ghost in real life but it talked too much...no it’s the first time seeing 
someone talk too fucking much. 


And then I realized. I could understand why the Sword Saint was talking to himself at the bar. That... 
Come to think of it, the Sword Saint kept mumbling, but the content that he talked about was pretty 
monotonous. 


‘Shut up.’ 

‘Don’t be so noisy.’ 

“You’re too loud. I’ll take care of it so leave it alone.’ 

99% of what he said was about noise. 

He’d been babbling at the side like he had a mental illness. 

“That constant muttering. If it was a ghost-like this...” 

-Huh? What the. Did you just talk to me? At your age. You dare to speak up to me? 
“Damn it.” 

My shoulders sagged subconsciously. My future looked bleak. 


“T’ll have to avoid the Sword Saint for the rest of my life. No matter what skill I got, I didn’t expect a 
ghost to come out.” 


-Huh? I have to live away from that old man. What kind of bullshit is that? 
Bae Hu-ryeong shook his head. 


-Where’s a hunter as good as old man Marcus? He’s my disciple, but he’s still a good old man. Oh, but 
never talk about his grandkids. He’s usually pretty nice, but when it comes to his grandkids, he gets 
crazy. 


“T already know that.” 
I sighed. 


“There is a skill that the Sword Saint has. What is it called? The one that tells the number of people a 
person has killed.” 


-Ah. Detective’s Insight? It’s a fucking crap skill. 


Bae Hu-ryeong responded quite quickly indeed. So that was the name of the kill counting skill? 
[Detective’s Insight]? The ghost seemed to know all of the Sword Saint’s skills. 


-What about it? It’s only useful to find out if someone is an assassin or not. Besides, there’s no 
guarantee that someone is an assassin simply because they killed a lot of people. 


“The number is 4091.” 
-Huh? 


“The kill count floating above my head. The number is 4091.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong looked dumbfounded. He frowned. Somehow, the facial expressions of this ghost was 
better than many living people. 


-What. This guy. Are you crazy? 

“T think I will really be crazy if I have to spend one more day with you. You’re so noisy.” 
-No...you’re a complete beginner. 

Bae Hu-ryeong’s facial expression became serious. 


-A beginner among beginners. Looking at you, I don’t get it. How does a guy like you kill 4091 people? 
I couldn’t have done that even while reaching the 99th floor in my lifetime. 


“That’s because I didn’t kill 4091 people.” 
-Ha? 
I shrugged and began to explain. 


“This is what happened. The only person I really murdered was a really bad guy who would later be 
known as the Flame Emperor...” 


That I was murdered by the Flame Emperor. That luck allowed me to copy his regression skill. That if I 
stayed there, there would be no hope for revenge. That I made a decision to go back over 4000 days. 


-...What? 

Bae Hu-ryeong who was listening, had his mouth wide open. 

-You committed suicide more than 4000 times? Just to get revenge on the Flame Emperor? 
“Yes.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong became silent. He had looked dumbfounded at first, but now his expression changed. 
He looked straight at my face with eyes that seemed to be struggling with something. He was so serious 
that I wondered if he was the same ghost that was just making a fuss in my 2 pyung room. 


-Hey. 

After a long period of silence, Bae Hu-ryeong opened his mouth. 
“What is it?” 

-What is your name? 

“[’m Kim Gong-ja.” 

Bae Hu-ryeong let out a groan. 

-Why did you choose the old man? 


“Ves?” 


-After you got revenge on that Flame Emperor guy, why did you decide to copy a skill from the old 
man? 


“Isn’t it obvious?” 

I felt uneasy. I couldn’t understand why he’d asked that question. 

“He is the hunter ranked 1st in this era. He’s the strongest so he must have strong skills.” 
-That way, you’ll get stronger faster? 

“Yes.” 


-...You can honestly answer my questions as there is no fear of the information leaking anyway. It says 
on the skill card that no one else but you can see me. It’s totally safe, is it not? 


“What? Absolutely.” 
Silence fell in the room once again. 
-Hmmm. 


Floating, Bae Hu-ryeong wandered through the air around me. He came to the left and stared at my 
face, then to my right and measured my height. All of it with a serious expression. 


I frowned, it felt like he wanted to do something weird. 


-Let’s see. Um. The physique wouldn‘t be too bad once it’s refined. The willpower is amazing. Sense of 
improvement is moderate. Knows how to keep his sanity but is still unpredictable... Ahem, indeed. Um. 
If it’s this much... 


Bae Hu-ryeong kept muttering to himself. 
‘What is he talking about now?’ 


From what I’d heard, this ghost seemed to be the Sword Saint’s master. And now this master was 
talking to himself while moving side to side. 


-Hey, Kim Gong-ja. 

Suddenly Bae Hu-ryeong flew to my face and called my name. 
“Yes?” 

-Show me how you hunt monsters. 

So I hunted a few mobs. 

“Are you Satisfied?” 


I didn’t have anything to do in my room anyway. As soon as dawn came, | headed to the hunting 
ground. Actually, since I’d died to the Sword Saint and returned to the day before, it meant I had to kill 
Yoo Soo-ha one more time. So it was necessary to go out anyway. 


-As expected... 


Bae Hu-ryeong nodded. 

-My expectations were indeed correct. 

“What did you expect?” 

-Well. In my past life, I was called Sword Emperor(#/7). 

As dawn broke, Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice seemed to echo across the hunting ground. 


-My hometown is not here. You can think of it as a different world. Anyway, just like it did here, the 
tower appeared in my hometown, and I conquered faster than any other hunter there. 


“TI was wondering what you were doing, turns out you were bragging about yourself.” 
-Well. 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered. 


-So what. Eventually, our world failed to clear the 100th floor. This was written on your skill card 
right? 


[Sword Constellation] 


-Rank: A+ 


-Effect: 


>A ghost from another world. Cleared the 99th floor but failed the 100th floor and died. The 
resentment remained, causing him to become a ghost. He cannot interfere with the physical world, but 
it is possible to tamper with the owner’s mind. Seek advice from his rich experience and amazing 
skills! 


>However no one can see the ghost except for the owner. 


>This skill was copied from Hunter Marcus Calenbury. 
Come to think of it, it was pretty amazing. 


Before I’d returned, the Flame Emperor had only broken through the 40th floor and was considered a 
legend. What about the 99th floor? The ghost before me was truly incredible. 


-I can tell if you’re good or not. How talented a hunter is. I can tell immediately. That’s why I asked 
you, Kim Gong-ja to show me how you hunt monsters. 


“Aha.” 


I laughed bitterly. 


“Are you trying to see if I have talent for swordsmanship?” 


Why. There are many stories like this. A story where the main character lives without realizing their 
talent then they suddenly fall down a cliff or meet a great master and awaken their true power. A 
meeting of fate(@ 4%). 


“Tut. You worked in vain.” (TL: Tut is like the sound made by clicking your tongue.) 
Unfortunately, such luck didn’t come to me. 


“T don’t have any talent for combat. It’s all luck of the draw. But now when I die, I can at least copy the 
skills of other hunters. If I had talent I would’ve been out of the F class long ago. Why would I want to 
live like that?” 


Bae Hu-ryeong frowned. 

-What are you talking about? You’re talented. 
“Yeah?” 

-Tremendously so. 

Huh. That wasn’t the response I’d expected. 
“Hey, jokes too. Are you making fun of me?” 
-I’m not joking. 

Bae Hu-ryeong quietly shook his head. 


-Of course, you have no martial arts talent. Your coordination is poor. Your physique is lackluster and 
it would take a long time to learn to use aura. But regardless of that, you have a very rare talent. (TL: 
This was so harsh, I cringed, poor Gong-ja) 


Bae Hu-ryeong’s eyes became serious. 

-You’re not afraid of death. 

-You just don’t have it. Surprisingly, nothing at all. 
Bae Hu-ryeong stroked his chin. 


-Probably, after dying over 4000 times, the fear of death disappeared without you knowing. This is also 
what I expected. You don’t realise it, but you’re completely reckless when you face monsters. People 
usually hesitate a little because they’re afraid of dying or getting hurt, but you don’t have that. 


“Uh. Is that a talent?” 
-Of course. 


I got an immediate answer. 


-Innate talents are not the only type of talent. People can awaken talents one by one in their lives. The 
most difficult of these, is the talent to overcome the fear of death. But you have already learned the 
most difficult thing. 


(<9 ” 
-It’s awesome. 
I was a bit embarrassed. 


So far, no one had ever talked to me like this. (TL: Awwww Gong-ja is getting shy) I had never thought 
of myself in this way either. It was just because I’d been treated like a worm by the Flame Emperor 
so...I was so angry that I surpassed 4000 deaths. (TL: I think he should get to 5000 deaths, it’s a whole 
number after all, who agrees?) 


Dying. 

That was my talent. 

-I just have one question. 

“What is it?” 

-When old man Marcus killed you. What were you thinking then? 


I recalled what had happened in my last death. Only a few hours had passed, so I was able to vividly 
recall the memories and my emotions. (TL:I can’t even remember how I felt 10 minutes ago...117T) 


The night sky, the moon and the wind that was blowing so quietly that no sound could be heard. 
“_,.1 thought it was beautiful.” 

It was then. 

-Hahahahaha! 


Bae Hu-ryeong raised his head and laughed heartily. The sound of the laughter was magnificent and it 
spread through the empty plains. 


-That was funny. 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s eyes twinkled as he looked toward me. 


-You don’t rob skills, you just copy them. In other words [Another Me] is still attached to old man 
Marcus. The old man and you. I wonder which of you will be the greater hunter? I’m a bit curious. 


-I’[l help you. 


Sword Constellation. The ghost that once conquered 99 floors in the tower and was known by the name 
Sword Emperor, looked directly at me. 


-To the extent that you can get rid of old man Marcus. No, to be much stronger than that old man! 


Then he reached out his hand. 
-Let’s conquer the tower. 
It was the moment my partner was born. 


(TL: Not gonna lie, this last part gave me goosebumps, I can’t wait.) 
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SSS-Class Suicide Hunter — Chapter 10 — Solo Start 


Translator: Seven 
Editor: Ana_Banana 
What is the most annoying situation when you wake up in the morning? 


Is it the smartphone alarm you set last night ringing? Is it the stickiness of the greasy oil that stayed in 
your hair all night? Is it just the fact that you have to go to work again today? 


-Wake up! Wake up quickly! 
“Ah, for christ’s sake, a little mo...” 


-If you don’t wake up right now, I’ll start singing a song I love from my hometown. Did you know that I 
learned music all my life? When I sang a song, over thirty people broke down in tears! 


Not at all. The worst situation was when there was a ghost fluttering around your home. 
-Look at the time and you’re still in bed! 

“What time is it?” 

I cracked my eyes open and looked at my smartphone. 

On the lock screen, 4:01am was written in a nice font. 

“Tt’s only 4 o’clock in the morning you crazy bastard!” 


-Uh huh. Four o’clock in the morning is when the worms wake up and begin to move. You’re weaker 
than a worm so you should wake up earlier. 


“T guess you were just bored because you can’t sleep.” 
-I don’t know what you mean. 
Bae Hu-ryeong looked away as if he’d been caught. 


“Wow. I always wondered why the Sword Saint woke up at 4am to practice. It wasn’t because he was 
hardworking, it was because you were too noisy!” 


-Fine. I was bored alone and woke you up. Better? Thanks to that, if you get up and practice now, it’s 
for your benefit. Come on, bow down and thank me. 


“Ki-, I want to kill...” 


-Huhu. I’m already dead so you can’t kill me. If you want to try then you’ll have to die first! Ah, but 
you can’t even die. You zombie bastard. Your name should be Kim Zom-bie not Kim Gong-ja. 


“Damn it.” 


I came out of the apartment dressed in sportswear. In the 2 pyung room, the ghost chattered without rest 
and I really couldn’t take it anymore. For the sake of my mental health, I left my home and started 
jogging under the dark morning sky. 


“Huk, huk...” 
-Zombie Kim. I’ll repeat, you really don’t have any talent outside of your willpower. 
Bae Hu-ryeong floated and caught up to me. 


-I usually prefer to teach from the bottom up. But you don’t even have a bottom. Should I say you’re the 
bottom of the bottom? 


It has been three days since I copied the skill [Sword Constellation] from the Sword Saint. In that time I 
killed Yoo Soo-ha once more, and avoided meeting the Sword Saint. Now, I was training according to a 
schedule that Bae Hu-ryeong had made himself. 


-In terms of talent, you have what we should call the abyss talent. Kuh. So cool! I’m jealous! 


“Huk...when people are running, you shouldn’t interrupt them...hoo. Let’s go..!” (TL: the ‘huk’s and 
‘hoo’s are basically him panting) 


-What? The bottom line is, you need special tutoring. And in order to receive special tutoring, you have 
to pay an expensive tuition. 


Bae Hu-ryeong laughed. 


-You’re going to get a lottery ticket, Zombie. 


There is a guild called Sangryun. 


The common name for it was the Merchant’s Union. The leader was the third ranked hunter who was 
commonly known as ‘Count’. 


As mentioned before, Count is the only player who could send and receive things from the outside 
world. He was like a one-man company. Thanks to this ability, the Sangryun Guild basically controlled 
the economy in the tower. 


What that meant was. 

“Excuse me.” 

“Yes, guest. How may I help you?” 

“T’m here to receive my winnings for the lottery.” 


On the first floor, the Sangryun Guild in the city of Babylon was the only one who issued lottery 
tickets. 


“Ah. Your lottery ticket won?!” 
“Yes that’s right.” 
“Congratulations!” 


The clerk who was wearing cat ears bowed toward him, a sunny smile across their face being a bonus. 


-Hey, whenever I see this clerk I get curious about why they’re wearing cat ears. 
“The head of Sangryun likes cats.’ 


-No matter how good a cat is, do you need to make a normal person wear cat ears? He’s just a 
perverted bastard. I can guarantee it. 


‘Is that even important right now?’ 


Of course the clerk didn’t wear the cat ears because they wanted to. They simply didn’t have a choice. 
Be it cat ears or a cockroach’s antennae, if the guildmaster told them to wear it, they had to do so. 


Oh, for reference, this clerk was a man. The uniform was just unisex... 


“Excuse me guest but have you confirmed the date? I’m sorry but you can’t win the prize if the ticket 
was purchased long before.” 


“That’s fine. It’s a ticket from last week.” 
“That’s great!” 


It was a lottery ticket that I’d bought right after my discussion with Bae Hu-ryeong. It was because I 
intended to win the lottery once anyway, and Bae Hu-ryeong had passionately shouted, ‘You need the 
capital!’. 


“Then we will begin the identification and verification process. Ah, if I may ask, what place did you 
win?” 


“First place.” 

“Yes?” 

The clerk asked reflexively. 

“T got first place.” 

“Here, please check the number.” 


Above the head of the clerk hung a billboard. On the billboard the words [The 1st Prize for the 
Sangryun Happiness Lottery.] was written, followed by the amount of money that was displayed on 
slots like a slot machine in a casino. 


53,000 gold. If I was to use the currency from my hometown, it would be 5.5 billion won. 
-Hey, it’s so easy to make money isn’t it? 

The humming voice of Bae Hu-ryeong filled the suddenly quiet hall area. 

Wearing an embarrassed look, the clerk suddenly said. 


“...T’ve checked the number. No-, now please wait a minute customer while I call for my manager to 
take over.” 


“Yeah, take your time.” 


The clerk hurried away into the main area of the building. I could feel people peeking at me and 
gossiping. Talking about my win of the first prize and expressing their envy. 


-Will you be okay Zombie? Won't you get stabbed in a dark alley? 
“T have an idea.” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“Hiding it doesn’t mean that it’ll be hidden.” 


All the hunters who won the lottery were recorded. The same was true even for the Flame Emperor. So 
everyone could see that he won the first place twice in a row. 


‘If it’s going to be known anyway, it was better to do it openly.’ 


When I won the lottery I was immediately assassinated. If such a rumor was to spread the one who 
would be affected more would be the ones who organized the lottery in the first place. (TL: I think the 
person who got assassinated would be the most affected...but those are just my thoughts) 


After a while. 
“You’ve been waiting for a long time Mr. Kim Gong-ja. My name is Arthur Taylor.” 


A man who was dressed more professionally than the previous receptionist appeared and bowed 
slightly to me. His greeting was very polite. However something that didn’t change was the fact that he 
also wore cat ears on his head. 


“Call me ‘Vault Keeper’ and I would appreciate it if you spoke to me comfortably.” (TL: In Korean 
there are different levels of politeness depending on your standing and familiarity with the person 
you’re speaking to, he’s basically saying ‘you don’t need to be too polite’) 


“T’m Kim Gong-ja and that’s a pretty interesting name.” 
“Haha! I often hear those words. Then let’s go upstairs.” 
The Vault Keeper smiled brightly. 


No matter how you looked at him, this man was a hunter who was at least in the top 300. But although 
I was only an F class hunter who could only look up to him, the Vault Keeper remained very polite to 
me. 


-That’s how 50,000 gold customers are treated of course. 
The ghost made himself known once again. 


-Hey Zombie, do you know what I’ve been thinking about? I think you’re too easily flattered because 
you’ve never been treated well before. A few days ago when I complimented your talent for dying, you 
looked so moved. I feel so sorry for you. (TL: Oof so savage...) 


‘Ah. Shut up, please, just a bit.’ 


-Men shouldn't be that easy, man. Be like me. You gotta believe that everything in the world is simply 
for your benefit. 


No matter how I thought about it, Yoo Soo-ha and Bae Hu-ryeong were very similar. They even had 
similar nicknames. One was the Flame Emperor and the other was the Sword Emperor. Perhaps all the 
people who were called ‘Emperor’ were psychopaths. 


“Ah, Mr. Kim Gong-ja. I’m sorry, is there something wrong..>?” 


The Vault Keeper asked while guiding me up the stairs. He seemed to be afraid that he’d done 
something wrong. 


I hurriedly replied so that I didn’t look crazy. 
“Ah, no. I was thinking about something.” 
“Ah, I’m glad.” 

The Vault Keeper sighed in relief. 


“Your expression wasn’t too good so [| thought I’d been rude without my knowledge. Haha. When you 
said no, I felt so relieved...” 


What the. This person...is he an angel? 
-Tch. So easy, it’s so easy. 
I ignored the nagging psychotic ghost behind me. We entered a VIP reception room. 


The gold coins were already piled upon the table of the reception room and it seemed that a clerk had 
come and prepared it in advance. 


The Vault Keeper smiled again. 

“This is all the coins that customer Kim Gong-ja has won.” 
“...It’s amazing.” 

Over 50,000 coins! 


The room was bright and it illuminated all the coins at once. Just looking at them made my heart swell. 
A feeling was overflowing within me, though I couldn’t really describe what it was. (TL: is...is this 
love?) 


“You can take all of these gold coins, or you can purchase a personal vault from us for safekeeping. 
What would you like to do?” 


“Well.” 
I tried to gather my thoughts. 


‘As expected, the magical power of money was great.’ 


Frankly speaking, my mouth was watering. But my goal was to stand on top. To be a handsome hunter 
who was the envy of everyone. Money was just a means to reach that goal. (TL: that’s right gong-ja! 
ganbatte!) 


“To be aman who controlled money, not a man controlled by money Kim Gong-ja.’ 
Regaining my calm, I nodded slowly. 

“T’Il keep it in a deposit box.” 

“Ah. That’s a very wise choice customer!” 

The Vault Keeper was delighted. 


“T always personally suggest this for the winners. I understand wanting to hold all your wealth in your 
hands, but I always strongly recommend getting a safety deposit box. After all there are many people 
who have bad intentions...” 


“And.” 

I opened my mouth again. 

“T would like to purchase the status of an honorary member of the Sangryun Guild.” 
“Yes?” 

“The cost of purchasing an honorary membership is 10,000 gold coins, isn’t it?” 

I approached the table and rested my hand on the stacks of gold coins. 


Gold. The color that dazzled the eyes of man. But I already knew a gold that would be even more 
enchanting, my future. For that future, I’d have to invest these gold coins without restraint. 


“T’Il buy it in a one time payment.” 

The Vault Keeper studied my face for a moment. 

“Customer Kim Gong-ja...you haven’t joined any other guild right?” 
“Yes.” 

Guild. 


A hunter guild wasn’t simply for socializing. The greatest significance was instead the [Protection] 
given by the guild. 


Even if it was the Hunter Bureau or a vigilante... 
‘I might get attacked before I could even say anything.’ 
I could tell from the way the Flame Emperor and the Sword Saint had killed me. 


Lawlessness. Compared to the world outside, this place was much more brutal. 


‘I shouldn’t foolishly follow the footsteps of the Flame Emperor.’ 


The Flame Emperor had preferred to move alone. After winning the lottery twice, he wouldn’t have had 
any protection. It must’ve been a hard and exciting life because many people were after that money. 


“That’s why he was poisoned and assassinated later on.’ 

It was very pathetic. Why was there a need to compete with the big guilds? 
“ ,.Okay.” 

The Vault Keeper took out a notebook and began to scribble something. 


“Anyone can become an honorary member of our guild for a fixed price. I’1l have an employee 
immediately come and issue you a second-class honorary membership card.” 


“Ah. Oh yeah, and.” 
I added a bit more. 


“T live in a small, cheap apartment right now. I would be really grateful if Sangryun could recommend a 
place for me to stay. Of course, I’m willing to pay the necessary price.” 


oc ” 


“In addition, you’ll probably announce the first place winner in the newspaper. At that time, even if you 
reveal my name, please ensure that they also report my status as an honorary member of the Sangryun 
Guild.” 


The Vault Keeper wrote all the things I requested in his notebook with a blank expression on his face. 
(TL: I bet he’s regretting being so polite now hehe) 


“You are quite thorough, customer.” 

“Ugh. With the world as it is nowadays? I need to be prepared for anything.” 

“_,.you’re absolutely right.” 

Behind the Vault Keeper, Bae Hu-ryeong was holding his stomach and laughing boisterously. 


-Hey. This expression of his as he’s being treated like this by a pushover. It’s so sweet. This is why I love 
making fun of the elite. 


‘No. You were the one who said I was easy. What’s the big deal?’ 

-I did? I’m not sure. I don’t quite remember so maybe it didn’t happen. 

Oh my God. Even if he had to be disgusting, he didn’t need to be this disgusting. 
-Anyway, you’re doing a good job on your own. 

Bae Hu-ryeong kept laughing. 


-I was worried that I’d have to clean your diaper and wipe your ass like a baby. But from seeing this, I 
think you’ ll be fine. 


‘If you don’t talk, no one would hate you.’ 

-Boy, you seem to be in a good mood. 

That was right. My mouth was grumbling but my heart was happy. 
‘Absolutely. It starts from now on.’ 


4000 deaths to return 4000 days. This was an ability of the regression skill that the Flame Emperor 
didn’t take advantage of. 


Now, it was my time to enjoy it. 
(Note: 


Hey, there guys, from now on I won’t be the one working on this novel, but its translations will be 
continued by HH (Second Life Ranker TL). I had fun with you all till now. See you “-) 


For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 11 — Solo Start (2) 
Translator: HH 


Hey, Zombie. Do you know what’s most important when being tutored? 
“T’d like you to first stop calling me Zombie.” 
-It’s the tutoring fee. 


We finished our business in the Sangryun headquarters and left. It was right in the middle of the day, 
and the streets were bustling. Retired hunters were busily serving customers in restaurants and cafes. 


There were a lot of completely empty stores among them as well. The owners of the stores were sitting 
blankly with their mouths gaped open. People who succeeded would succeed, and those who didn’t 
would not. It was cruel, but it was the unchangeable fact of both Babylon and the outside world. 


—And you just got the tutoring fee. Let’s see, so what’s next? 

“Mm. A good tutor?” 

—Nope. There’s already one in front of you. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke shamelessly. Without even the slightest change in his expression. 
—A good reference book! You need a textbook that’Il help you grow faster. 

“A textbook...” 


—Yeah. Like a skill tome or an elixir. But there’s no way you’ll understand a skill tome even if you get 
one, k? So the only answer is to get those fucking expensive elixirs. 


This guy said the right things in such a rude way. 


—Also, I don’t deal with cheapo elixirs. Why, was it the Alchemy Castle? There was a guild that doctors 
and pharmacists were registered in. Get the elixirs made only by their skilled masters. 


“Ek, ” 


—I know where the store is, so don’t worry. There’s something that grandpops Marcus used to go. If we 
get all the elixirs there... 


“W, Wait a minute.” 

—Hm? Why? 

I lowered my voice because some people were walking by me. 

“’,.Aren’t those elixirs ridiculously expensive? 

—Of course they’re ridiculously expensive. If you hear the price, your jaw will drop. 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered. 


—Should I tell you how much it is? 


“Let’s hear it.” 
He whispered in my ear. My eyes widened after hearing the price. It was an astronomical amount. 
“Even if I pour everything I have, I only get 4?!” 


—Heehee. If we buy it in bulk we can get a discount and get 5. They know how to run a business. This is 
why doctors who know the taste of money are the scariest. 


“T, It’s too expensive...” 


Goodness. I would become poor again. I thought I would be able to live comfortably since I got the 1st 
place lottery ticket. 


—Well. What can you do about it? It’s because you lack skills. Just think of it all as your fate...humph! 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s face hardened. 

—Gong-ja. Hide. 

“What?” 

—Quickly. 


His voice turned serious. I found myself behind a trash can at his words. It was a trash can that a 
restaurant used to throw away food waste. I crinkled my nose. 


“Why are you telling me to hide suddenly?” 
—Be careful. It’s grandpops Marcus. 


ts ” 


I held my breath. Carefully, I peeked above the trashcan to see the street. An old man with tied back 
white hair, the current world Rank 1 with the Detective’s Insight, Sword Saint, was walking far away. 


‘If I get caught it’ suck.’ 


My heart pounded. Was it because my nervousness was delivered. Too much talker Bae Hu-ryeong shut 
his mouth for a while. Both of us hid behind the trash can holding our breaths, looking at Sword Saint. 


“,.Again...shut up...” 


Thankfully, he didn’t seem to have noticed us. He muttered to himself like always and headed 
somewhere. 


—Sheesh. 

Bae Hu-ryeong grimaced seeing Sword Saint enter some building. 
—Tsk! That’s the best shop. 

“The best shop?” 


—Elixirs, I’m talking about elixirs. The best creator set up their shop there. Ugh, seriously! Everyone 
else is just a drug dealer. We have to buy it there...! 


Bae Hu-ryeong tapped his feet. This was the first time I saw this ghost actually mad. I was lost in 
thought next to him. 


‘Using the same store as Sword Saint is too dangerous. But, a good store for elixirs...’ 
I searched for the top rankers on my phone. There was a list starting from first place. 
+ 

Rank 1. Sword Saint / Affiliation: None 

Rank 2. Black Dragon Witch / Affiliation: Black Dragon (Guild Master) 

Rank 3. Count / Affiliation: Merchant’s Union (Guild Master) 

Rank 4. Heretic Questioner / Affiliation: Ten Thousand Temple (Guild Master) 

Rank 5. Venomous Snake / Affiliation: Chen Mu-mun (Guild Master) 

Rank 6. Babel’s Linguist / Affiliation: Manhak (Vice Guild Master) 

Rank 7. Kwangyeok Messenger / Affiliation: Golden Newspaper (Vice Guild Master) 
Rank 8. Crusader / Affiliation: Civil Militia (Vice Guild Master) 


+ 
“Tt’s not here.” 

I muttered to myself. Bae Hu-reyong reacted to my words. 
—Hm? What's not here? Your luck? 

“No. The opposite, actually.” 

I was overflowing with luck. 

“Tt might not cost as much as I thought.” 

—What? 

“We’ll only have to spend a penny to get the best elixir.” 

I grinned. 

“Cause I know a really good pharmacist.” 

We entered a dark alley. 


It was a poor neighborhood. People here had to live here because they couldn’t earn money. It was a 
harlem neighborhood. The hunters looking our way had abnormal gazes in their eyes. 


—...There’s a skilled pharmacist here? 

Bae Hu-ryeong complained, like he didn’t believe it. 

“Tt’s not a skilled pharmacist, but the best pharmacist in history.” 
—Take it easy with your lies. Why would someone like that stay here? 
“Ah, don’t believe me if you don’t want to.” 


I heard someone clicking their tongue from some comer. It seemed like the hunters looking our way 
had turned away. They probably thought I was a psycho seeing me talk to myself. Even though people 
in this harlem were the worst, they didn’t touch mental patients. I smirked to myself. 


‘What’s gonna happen if they know my wallet’s filled with gold coins?’ 
It was obvious. They would run at me like wolves. 


Of course, I didn’t plan on telling my wallet’s business to others. Smelling the scent of rotting corpses, 
I entered deeper into the alley. It was then that I heard the sound of something ripping. 


“P, Please, just don’t touch my experiment materials!” 

A young voice. 

After that, someone spoke in a rough tone. 

“You’ve done this more than once now? What kind of bullshit are you spitting out!” 
“Tt’s already half a year since the due date. You have to pay the price now.” 


I headed towards where I heard the voices. In the middle of the twisted streets, there was a empty store 
set up. It was where the people were fighting. 


“Ut. I, If you take all the tools...I really can’t make a living...” 
“Let’s go, there’s nothing to see anymore. Take everything!” 


Gangsters with good bodies got machines onto their rearcars. A young woman looking to be in her mid 
20s grabbed onto them to plead. 


“One week! Please just give me one more week. No, 5 more days...” 
“That one week became one month and that month became half a year now!” 


As the gangsters drove away, the store owner collapsed to the floor without being able to protest. She 
held her hand out to the rearcars even when her knees were being scratched. 


“There’s...there’s still incomplete liquid medicine...!” 


“Ugh. Why did we get caught by this crazy pharmacist. Lady! I’m advising you, but don’t ever make 
medicines again!” 


The rearacars creaked and disappeared into the streets. Only the despairing woman on her knees was 
left. 


Including me, all the other neighborhood people had come out to watch. They whispered amongst 
themselves. 


“Tsk tsk. I thought that store would fail.” 
“The medicine is too expensive. Why is a single health potion 40 Gold?” 
“She thought business was easy because she’s young...” 


Perhaps she had heard the whispers of the onlookers. The despairing store owner whipped her head 
towards them. 


“E, Expensive? I only sell it at the original price!” 


She looked quite pitiful. Her hair was stuck to her head like she hadn’t washed it in days. The glasses 
on her face looked like antiques. Even her voice was cracky. 


“Only our store sells these kinds of medicines at this price in Babylon! Y, You should actually be 
grateful that I set up my store here! Yeah!” 


“Aw, she’s still not living in reality.” 

“Sheesh. Does she think she’s better to say that...” 

The onlookers shook their heads and the crowd dispersed. 

The store owner who looked like no one would like her was still there. 


“Oh...W, Wait. Since you’re all here, how about a bottle of health potion... With my special potion, 
even an almost dead hunter can flop back to life.” 


“T. | won’t buy it, I won’t.!” 


She tried to grab onto the onlookers, but it was too late. The water was already spilled. They cursed and 
disappeared. 


“Tt has really good effects...it’s not a lie...” 

She plopped on the ground. 

—Hey. 

Bae Hu-ryeong muttered after seeing that unpleasant scene. 
—Is the ‘historical pharmacist’ you talked about...that loser? 
“What are you going to do if it is? 


—I’m going to sincerely worry about your welfare. Thinking, ah, this kid’s brain must’ve gone weird 
after dying 4000 times. And then I’ll introduce you to the best therapist in Babylon. 


I snorted. 


“You should’ve worried about my welfare when I started to see ghosts. That owner is definitely the 
historical pharmacist, so don’t worry.” 


—That’s not a historial pharmacist, that’s a historical loser! You crazy bastard! 


Bae Hu-ryeong spoke loudly but I ignored him. I walked towards the owner who was sitting on the 
floor. 


“Excuse me.” 
“Uuh..?” 


She looked up at me. She looked even more pathetic up close. Her clothes were all too long for her. But 
since she was wearing a white coat, you could tell she was a pharmacist and not a beggar. 


“Store owner-nim. You’re still selling, right?” [TN:Store owner-nim is a way to address store owners 
respectfully in Korean. ] 


Of course, this person wasn’t a beggar. She wasn’t an ordinary pharmacist either. 
“If you’re still selling, there’s something I want to order.” 

Lord of Alchemy Castle. 

She was a pharmacist who would rise to Rank 5 status in the future. 

Right now, she was outside of the rankings, but she would definitely succeed. 
“Tt’s alright if it’s a bit expensive.” 

“Ah, yes. Yes! Of course! I can make you anything!” 


The color came back to her face. Her store had been on the brink of going bankrupt, but there was a 
customer saying they would buy expensive medicine. 


“Uh, but how expensive are you talking about...?” 
“Hm.” 


In the future, she was a pharmacist that I couldn’t even think about buying from, but this time was 
different. 


“T want to buy about 20,000 Gold worth.” 
She dropped her mouth open. 


So what if she looked pathetic. To me, she looked like a goose that laid golden eggs. And 100% percent 
pure gold ones at that! 


I smiled. 
“What are you doing? You need to take the order, Store owner-nim.” 


I would be your sickening regular now. 


TN: Hello, I will be taking over the translations for SSS Class Suicide Hunter! The format may be a bit 
different, and I apologize in advance for any mistakes I may make. Please feel free to leave them in the 
mistakes report channel in the discord ->https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu ) 


Chapter 12 — Solo Start (3) 
Translator: HH 


“T, It’s a bit shabby but...please come in.” 

The pharmacist shuffled her feet. The store was messy like a tornado had passed through it. 
“Tt’s really shabby but...” 

She wasn’t over exaggerating. 


There were broken glass bottles all over the floor. Shelves were on their backs, and the books had all 
fallen out. The dust floating around was a bonus. 


It was a wreck. 
-Wow. 
Bae Hu-ryeong exclaimed. 


—When I was alive, I used to hear that I was untidy, but this is way above my level. Their cleanliness 
sure is trustworthy. Hey, do you really want to eat the elixirs this lady makes? 


“Um. Are you really going to order 20,000 Gold worth items from me...?” 

Bae Hu-ryeong and the pharmacist asked me at the same time, like they had planned it. 
I smiled bitterly. 

“Tf you don’t believe me, should I pay in advance?” 

“Y, You don’t need to go that f...” 

She waved her hand around and paused. 

“_..No. Actually, if it’s possible, advance payment it is.” 


Her face was completely red. She was embarrassed at herself for saying this. But this was how bad her 
situation was. 


“Take as much as you need from my safe. I’1l tell Sangryun in advance.” 

“As much as I need...” 

She blankly mumbled. 

“Yes. But my wealth isn’t limitless. I’l be grateful if you keep it under 20,000 Gold.” 
“W, What kind of medicine are you...?” 


Was she scared because of the amount of money? She was happy, but also seemed anxious at the same 
time. 


“Pardon me, but I can’t make drugs. Because of my beliefs, making drugs is really...If you came to 
order drugs, I, I’ll refuse...” 


“Oho.” 
I thought to myself. 
‘She’s someone who fits the title of Alchemy Master well.’ 


There weren’t a lot of people who could refuse thousands of Gold that was right in front of them. 
Especially if they were about to go bankrupt. But she firmly said she wouldn’t make drugs. 


This pharmacist looked weak outside but was actually quite strong inside. 
“Haa. They’re definitely not drugs, so don’t worry.” 

“Ah...t, then that’s a relief. Specifically, which medicines are you looking for?” 
“Mm.” 


I looked at Bae Hu-ryeong. His mouth had been shut since we entered the shop like he didn’t like 
something. He sighed after looking at me. 


—Haa. Well, fine. She doesn’t look like a skilled child, but I’Il tell you the recipe. 

He should’ve said it earlier if he was going to come out like this. 

—Listen. Bunny pig’s liver and a balloon cat’s eyes, and the shedding of a desert worm...” 
“T’ll let you know from now. Bunny pig’s liver, balloon cat’s eyes, and...” 

I delivered Bae Hu-ryeong’s recipe to her. 

“Ah. Please wait a moment! I, I’ll write it down!” 


She frantically wrote it down. There were about 23 different materials. As the recipe got longer, her 
face turned more serious. 


—Well. This is enough for the recipe. How it’s made depends on the skills of the pharmacist. 
“This is enough for the recipe.” 
She quietly looked at her notebook, biting the back of her hand. 


“If these are combined...it’s something that intensifies reflexes. Not something that relaxes, but 
stimulates. No, I guess it’s more of an awakening.” 


—Huh? 
Bae Hu-ryeong looked at the pharmacist. 
The pharmacist continued to speak. 


“Tt’s an extremely complex combination. Ah, it might just be my mistake...but you would like these to 
be made not with dried or frozen materials, but with the most fresh materials, right?” 


—Yes, that’s true but... 


I nodded my head. 
“That’s correct.” 


“T knew it! Usually, there’s a minute amount of poison in the desert worm’s shedding. One of the ways 
to lessen this effect is to use the bunny pig’s liver, but this has to be...! 


She excitedly spoke. The stuttering lady in front of me disappeared, and was replaced with a 
chatterbox. Yeah. There were people like this in the world. 


‘Her method is wrong, but she’s a skilled person.’ 


Someone who ran into the subject that they liked at full speed and achieved great results. I didn’t 
dislike experts like this. 


“In how many days can you have it ready?” 
“Ah.” 


The conversation that seemed like it had no end got cut off. She blinked like she came to attention. It 
was like she had fallen into her own little world when she was speaking. 


“S, Sorry! I saw a pretty combination like this for the first time in a while and...!” 
“Tt’s alright. So how long will it take?” 


“Tf the money is enough...I, I can have it ready in 4 days. I would usually be able to get it to you faster, 
but I have to get new tools...” 


4 days. 
“T can wait that long.” 


Before I regressed, it took about 1 year to be able to get medicine from this person. 4 days was nothing 
compared to that. 


—Hey. I still can’t approve. 
Bae Hu-ryeong continued to complain when we left the store. 


-There’s a lot of people who only know how to speak like experts. Those kinds of people end up being 
drug dealers. Ugh. We’re gonna waste money! 


“So where did you learn that recipe?” 


-It’s a combination I made myself. The best elixir that I made after drinking countless poisons myself. 
It’s a precious elixir that you can’t drink in your world even if you want to! 


I grinned. 


“The pharmacist said it was an extremely high-level combination.” 


“She’s able to tell the true worth just with a glance, so just trust her. Even if she looks like that right 
now, she is going to be in the highest position of Alchemy Castle 10 years later.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong shut his mouth. 

-You just cursed me in your mind, huh? 

“This ghost is trying to hurt an innocent person now.” 

I pretended not to know what he was talking about. He was uselessly too quick for his own good. 
5. 

4 days quickly passed. 


During that time, the pharmacist continued to take away money from my safe. Someone came from 
Sangryung to ask if it was really alright, but I told them to let her be. Even if it cost a lot of money, if it 
was for medicine made by the Lord of Alchemy Castle, it was nothing. 


—Zombie. Wanna bet? 
“Geez, what this time.” 


-That lady’s gonna run away with the money. I guarantee it. I don’t know about anything else, but my 
eyes can tell what kind of person someone is. That lady looks like a thief from birth. Quickly, commit 
suicide. Zombie! Kill yourself 4 times and return to 4 days ago! 


Clearly, the ghost couldn’t read people. 

On lunchtime of the 4th day. 

The pharmacist came to my room carrying the elixirs herself. 

“S, Sorry. I wanted to give it to you faster, but it took longer than I thought...” 
“Tt’s fine. You said you would make it in 4 days anyway. That’s good.” 

The pharmacist bought 3 boxes of elixirs. 

If I drank it 3 times per day, it would last for 30 days. 


If we went to the store Bae Hu-ryeong wanted to go to, we would only get 2 days worth. This was an 
increase by 15 times. 


‘And the effects are probably better.’ 
This was how you should spend money. 
I subconsciously smiled. 

“Um...” 

“Yes?” 


“T, I know it’s weird asking this now. But why did you leave such an expensive order to me?” 


She twisted her fingers. 


“O, Of course, I’m confident in myself. Looking at the recipe, I think there’s only about 2 people in 
Babylon who can make this...But, people only treat me like a freak.” 


“Hm.” 
The reason why I left it to this person. 


It was because this person was the genius of the century. The guild master of the Alchemy Castle. I had 
calculated to have some connection to the person who would grow to be the master of a large clan 
someday. 


However. 
‘That’s not all.’ 
Before I regressed to 4000 days before. 


When the Flame Emperor had set fire to the slums. At the time, someone had arrived before anyone 
else to control the fire even though she was one of the highest rankers. Helping the people, Lord of 
Alchemy Castle had muttered. 


-That Flame Emperor, I don’t like him. 


-He gives me bad vibes or something...talking about someone’s back here isn’t nice,but I still think 
Saintess could meet someone better. 


Someone who had seen Flame Emperor’s real self. 
‘She probably just guessed it with her senses without any evidence.’ 
Even if that was the case, she had the outstanding ability of reading people. 


She was skilled, nice enough to run immediately to help people in danger, and could read psychopaths. 
Wouldn’t it be a waste not to be close with this kind of person? 


I opened my mouth. 
“Because you seem nice.” 
“What?” 


“T helped you because you seemed nice. Well, you probably would’ve made it big even if I didn’t help 
you. But shouldn’t kind hunters like us help each other to grow?” 


oc ” 


“We can’t let psychopaths be the only ones to succeed. That’s unfair. Store owner-nim and I should 
work harder.” 


I said exactly what I felt without telling any lies. I couldn’t be more honest than this. Now, it depended 
on how the other person accepted my words. She stared at my face and spoke. 


“_..] see. Yes. Since we have to succeed first to change the world.” 


It was a determined tone. 

“Thank you, customer-nim! As you said, I’ll work harder too!” 

Her fist was clenched. 

“If you have anything more to order, contact me! I’ Il always prioritize your orders!” 
“T’ll be grateful for that.” 

We both smiled at each other and turned away. 

Unfortunately, my smile didn’t last for long. 


-Hoho. I haven’t seen a hunter who called himself nice in a while. And I’ve never seen someone accept 
it like that. Hey, are you guys crazy? Tsk tsk tsk. You’re not in your right mind. 


“_..] know I said something embarrassing so let’s just start training.” 
The next day. 
We headed towards the hunting ground. I took a sleeping bag and plenty of elixirs in my backpack. 


If there was something different than normal, it was that I was on the 3rd floor hunting ground and not 
the 2nd floor. 


There were lots of monsters that were still too much for me to deal with. Orcs and goblin hordes 
hovered around. I looked at them from far away. 


“What do I do from now?” 

-Drink your elixir first. 

I nodded my head. 

I gulped down the elixir that was the tumbler I brought without any hesitation. 
“Mm.” 

The taste itself was normal. 

It tasted good, like honey and lemon were added to it. 


The moment I thought it was a relief that it tasted good. 


Thump. 
My heart beat faster than normal. 


At first, I thought I was hallucinating, but I wasn’t. Sweat dripped down my back. The most interesting 
fact was that...I could feel each and every drop of sweat on my back clearly. 


‘What is this?’ 


Thump. 


It wasn’t just the sweat. The touch of the air on my fingers and the feeling of the ground I was stepping 
on. When I blinked it felt like 30 seconds. 


“This...is...” 
-Effects of the elixir. 
Only Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice felt the same amongst everything that felt different. 


-It slows down what you feel. It’s easy if you think that it extends your time. I don’t want to admit it, but 
that lady is pretty good at making elixirs. 


It was horrible. 


I could feel each strand of hair moving on my body. I could even feel the veins in my ears twitching. If 
I didn’t know, I would think that I drank poison, and not an elixir. 


-Can’t you feel it? 

“What...are...you....talking...about?” 

-The thing moving in your heart. 

Thump. 

There was something there. No, something was flowing. And it wasn’t blood. 


It was softer and more frail than blood. But it definitely flowed in my entire body. It was slowly 
spreading from my heart. Something that I had never felt before. 


-That’s Aura. 
Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 


-All hunters in the Tower have Aura in their bodies. They just live not knowing it. How much you’re 
able to feel this Aura and control it is what determines victory. 


Bae Hu-ryeong laughed. 


The laughter lasted for 20 seconds. It was probably only a short second, but somehow, it felt like 20 
seconds to me. 


I felt tired, like I would fall over if I just let go. 

-Usually, you get used to this feeling by quietly training by yourself. 
Inside of it. Something big approached. 

-But that’ll take too long. 

Boom. 

Footsteps. 


Even the footsteps seemed long to me. When I lifted my head to see, a big orc was heading towards 
me. 


-A talentless body like you has to suffer a bit. 
This damned. 


-Alright! If you don’t want to be hurt, use your Aura, Kim Zombie! You have to train with real things! 
You’re not gonna kick the bucket anyway, so what if you get a little hurt. 


“This...ghost...really...!” 
-Hm? I can’t hear what you’re saying because you’re a loser who can’t even use Aura. 
He burst into laughter again. 


—Are you in anguish? Kill yourself if you don’t like it. Oh, then your kill count increases from 4000. 
Then grandpops Marcus will hunt you over and over again, huh? 


Ah. 


My partner was really a bad bastard. 





Hello Ninja here in some time I’ll be releasing advance chapters of SSS-Class Suicide Hunter which 
can be opened by swoop dollar which can be purchased through this link — https://woopread.com/buy 
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schedule (6 chapters a week) 


if you have any issues or queries contact me on discord from given link below 
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Chapter 13 — You Have a Skill Too? (1) 
Translator: HH 


-Roarrrrr! 
The orc bellowed. 


It could’ve been a short growl and not a bellow. But to me, it sounded like a long echo. 50 seconds! In 
that time of about 1 minute, the sound of the orc rang in my ear. 


“Ke, uk...!” 

It was a head-splitting pain. 

-Hey. Focus. 

Bae Hu-ryeong was ever the same in that slowed down time. 


-Don’t get scared by something like an orc! Orcs are just ridiculously strong, their attack patterns are 
simple. If you can tell where they’Il attack, you can easily avoid them and fight back. It’s a fucking 
piece of cake. 

“That’s easier...said...than done!” 
-He’s coming. 


The orc swung his club around. No, he was swinging it. It slowly but surely approached my head. If I 
stayed still, my head would explode. 


“Sh, it!” 
I jumped to the side with all my strength. But my body didn’t follow my command. 
‘I’m slower!’ 


Just one step. I could avoid the attack with just one step, but that one step was too slow. I felt frustrated. 
I was so frustrated I felt like crying. I could avoid it! I even knew where it would attack! 


-You can avoid it. Don’t give up. 
Bae Hu-ryeong spoke in a low voice. 


-Focus your Aura on your feet. Amplify your senses! Like the flow in your heart is being sent to you 
right foot, quick! 


Damn. 
‘He’s a ghost but his mouth is blabbering like it’s alive!’ 


For the first time in my life, I felt what Aura was. How would I focus this on my leg? It was really 
easier said than done. But...there was no other way. I had to do something. Even if I wasn’t scared of 
dying, I didn’t want my head to fall off because of the orc’s club! 


‘Move!’ 


The flow in my heart. It felt cool and clean, like a flowing stream. I focused on that cool feeling and 
tried to send it down to my right leg. 


Squirm. 

The Aura in my heart twitched with my efforts but- 
-It’s harder than you think, huh? 

It was hard. 


-It’s because there’s no pathway for Aura in your body yet. The path hasn’t been made! Your body can 
be compared to a mountain road. You need to clear it like a highway to be able to use it. 


“Hup...!” 


I continued to focus on my right leg while Bae Hu-ryeong babbled on. If my heart was a blocked sink, 
my right leg was like a cup under it. Drip. Drip. Aura slowly dripped off of the broken sink. 


-You’re able to feel it because you ate the elixir. Under normal circumstances, it’s impossible. Tsk. That 
lady’s cleanliness is disgusting but her skills are definite. 


The club whooshed close by me. I could feel the wind when it went by. The wind collided with my skin 
and dispersed. 1 second. No, if I was late by 0.5 seconds, my body would’ ve been destroyed by that 
club. 


“W, What...” 
Relief only lasted for a moment. 
“Happens...?” 


The orc grunted. He probably didn’t like this. The fact that a weak looking prey like me had dared to 
escape his attack. He immediately raised his club again. 


This time, it was a horizontal attack to break my back. 
There wasn’t any time to rest. 

I focused my Aura on my upper body. 

-Hm? What happens what? 

“Tf...make...a mountain path...into a highway...!” 


It was hard. The sink in my heart was still clogged up. I didn’t see water flowing from it anytime too. I 
was thirsty, but it was only releasing one drop at a time. 


‘I don’t want to admit it but Bae Hu-ryeong is right.’ 
A mountain path without anything around it. 
It was a perfect metaphor that described me. 


So I was curious. 


If I could leave this level. 
If I could escape. 
“After...what...happens!” 
-He. 

He smirked. 


-You. When grandpops Marcus killed you, your neck was cut without even a chance to fight back, 
right? 


Yes. 

I remembered the view of the night sky and the crescent moon. 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s words dug into my brain. 

-You can think of that as a clean street. 

A clean street. 

That beautiful attack was just. Was just a clean street. 


-Even grandpops Marcus has a long way to go. And you, let’s not even talk about you. Zombie. I’m not 
nagging you because my personality is like trash, it’s because you’re worth being nagged. Heehee. 


I clenched my teeth. 

-Mm? 

Obstinance grew inside me. 
“Hup...!” 


I bent over. Whoosh! The orc’s club swung into the air above my back. It was close. I barely avoided 
the second attack after the first one. And I didn’t plan on letting it get in another attack. 


-What? 
I gathered strength in my knees. 
-Look at you. 


I focused my Aura on my feet. Not just focus it, but bend it. 5 seconds. 3 seconds. 1 second. It was 
messy, but when Aura gathered at my feet, I jumped up with all my strength. 


I lifted my sword. 
The target was the orc’s Adam’s apple! 


-Gwo? 


He looked down at me confusedly. I saw my reflection in his eyes, and the sword that was in my hands. 
My sword became bigger in his eyes. In an instant, my sword cut his throat and the orc’s face crumpled 
in pain. 


-Kraaaaaa! 

Until the evening sky. In the large hunting ground, a scream rang out. 
When I thought it was finished. 

-Don’t let your defenses down until the end! 

Bae Hu-ryeong shouted. 


-The skin of an orc’s skin is tough! Fix your Aura on your blade! No, that’s probably too hard. Just hit 
it like your smashing it! 


And so I did. 


The orc’s scream became more violent. I squeezed out every drop of Aura in my heart that I could and 
used it to smash my sword down. Every time I brought it down, the monster’s scream became more 
pained. 


-Kwo, ga...krirr...! 


Blood splattered everywhere. The blood of the orc covered my face in slow motion. I didn’t avoid it. I 
didn’t even blink. It was to save every last bit of Aura for the sword. 


“Di, e...!” 

In a short moment. 

I felt the sword pierce the orc’s skin all the way to the opposite side. 
-Gririr...1T... 

He stumbled. 


Even the time that he stumbled was long. He slowly fell backwards. I didn’t let go of my sword, so 
when the monster fell, I fell with him. 


“Hu...k, uk...! Hup...!” 
I panted looking at the orc’s corpse. 
It wasn’t just the tired breathing. 


A moment later, my entire body became pained. The world spun. It really felt my entire body was 
going to rip apart. 


“Uuk...?!” 
-Does it hurt? It hurts, right? Yup. It’ll fucking hurt. 


Bae Hu-ryeong smirked at me while flying around me. 


-Since you used your Aura when your pathway wasn‘ cleared yet. There’s no way your weak body 
could take it! Sucks to be you. 


“Y, You....” 


-Ah. But it was nice seeing you bending your Aura at the end. Good job. I’ll compliment you. You have 
to be creative when you use Aura. A lot of people are misled, but the smarter you are the better you 


fight. 

I wasn’t curious about those things right now. 
“Hee, huk...keuk...!” 

This pain! 


A pain like my bones were being crushed and my veins were exploding. My only interest was how to 
quiet this feeling. Usually, it would pass with time, but because my time was extended, that wasn’t an 
option. It just hurt. It still hurt. 


I felt like I was going to die. 

-Does it hurt like you’re going to die? 
“Can’t you...see...” 

-Then you’ll feel better if you really die. 
What? 


-People who force their Aura usually become half disabled. This can’t be fixed with potions. So right 
now, you just made yourself disabled to catch an orc. 


“W, What...” 


-I told you, Zombie. If you didn’t have the regressing skill I shouldn’t have suggested this kind of 
training. Grandpops Marcus eats elixirs too but he trains by himself. He doesn’t stupidly attack 
monsters like you. 


This ghost bastard? 


-But you return even if you die. It’s the freaking best! Even with extreme training, your body is fine. 
Wow, I’m jealous. How nice would it have been if I had a regressing skill like you! 


Wow. 
How could he be so spiteful? 


Did this guy have a passive skill like [Son of a Bitch] or [Impudent Manner]? That would explain his 
trashy personality. 


-Zombie. But if you kill yourself, your kill count increases again. 


“And...so?” 


-There’s no need to raise your kill count from here. And it’s dangerous if you get caught by grandpops 
Marcus. 


A worrisome sound came from behind. It was something I heard before not too long ago. I looked back, 
and my bad feeling was right. A monster that looked like the orc that just fell was drooling behind me. 


“Da...mn.” 


The monster was the same but my condition wasn’t the same. As Bae Hu-ryeong said, my body was 
half disabled now. Even lifting a finger was painful. 


-It’s ok! There’s a lot of players who can’t understand Aura their entire lives, and you somewhat got it 
just by taking the elixir. If this keeps up, 100 deaths should be more than enough. Step by step. 


Bae Hu-ryeong sniggered. 
-Let’s go Zombie! 1 death coming up! 


At the same time, the orc’s club started to come down. Slowly. Targeting my head. Looking at the club 
right in front of my nose, I opened my mouth. 


errs) 1 me 

Have you ever felt your nose break, and then feel your brain explode into two right after that? 
You probably haven’t. That’s a relief. Because it’s really not a good feeling. 

If there was a silver lining, it was probably that I heard the voice right after my brain exploded. 
[You have died. ] 

My world returned to normal. 

To be precise, my sense of time returned. 

‘Whew...’ 

A pitch black area. 

The space where I stayed until my next regression. 

In the place that I was somewhat used to...someone that I didn’t like was floating around. 
-Hm? 

Bae Hu-ryeong. 

-Dang. What’s this? 


‘...somewhere I stay after dying. I picked my skill cards here when I was killed my Flame Emperor 
and Sword Saint. Well, I’m calling it Nether World for now.’ 


-Fucking cool. 


Bae Hu-ryeong spun around the dark space. 


-But Zombie. Why am I here? 
‘Why would I know? It’s probably because you’re on me now.” 
I sighed. 


‘If we wait like this, I’ll regress with a voice that tells me I’ll return to 24 hours before. Oh right. I’m 
curious if you also...’ 


It was the moment I was going to say I was curious if he would regress with me. 
[The skill condition has been achieved due to death. ] 

[The monster orc’s skill is being randomly copied. ] 

*...Huh?’ 

-What? 


Bae Hu-ryeong and I stopped at the same time. We both turned to look at each other. Bae Hu-ryeong 
looked baffled, and my face probably had a similar expression. 


[Skill cards are being created. ] 

Two bronze colored skills popped out from the darkness. 
I stupidly mumbled to myself looking at them. 
‘...Monsters had skills too?’ 

And Bae Hu-ryeong shouted. 


-What is this? It’s a fucking cheat skill! 
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Chapter 14 — You Have a Skill Too? (2) 
Translator: HH 


The voice continued to speak regardless of the blabbering ghost. 
[Please select a skill card. ] 
This was real! 


Two orange bronze cards started to fly. They began to speed around me enough to make me dizzy, but 
my mind was one something else. 


-Shit. What kind of cheat is this! Getting to copy all the monsters’ skills as well is unfair. Hey. Who’s the 
person that manages this Tower! Why didn’t you give this skill to me and to this lame-ass kid instead!’ 


‘Ah. Let’s be quiet now.’ 
-Come out, you tower! This doesn’t count. Ahh, my anger! 


Bae Hu-ryeong whipped his arms and legs around in fury. It was...just hideous. He was no different 
from a child that was angry because their candy was stolen. He was so hideous that it was a wonder he 
could be that hideous. 


‘Sheesh. I should just focus on my cards.’ 
I observed the two cards flying in the air. 
‘Both of them are poop-colored cards so it’s not gonna be a good skill, but...’ 


But my heart pumped. Goodness. The skill of a monster. I could share the same skill as a monster! I felt 
like I had done something covert, like I played a prank on someone. 


‘I’m curious.’ 

I stretched my hand out. 

‘Let’s just pick one of them!’ 

And it was then, when I was just trying to grab any one of them. 
-Huh? You’re getting that? 


The ghost bastard couldn’t stay out of it and interfered again. My excitement faded away. Geez. His 
ability to bring someone down was really amazing. 


“Yes. It doesn’t matter which one I pick anyway.’ 

-Why doesn ‘*t it matter? 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked at me past the cards. 

-Since you’re getting a free ride anyway, you should get a good skill while you’re at it. 


‘I can’t tell which is the better skill. They’re both poop-colored. This is just a game of luck.’ 


-What? How come you can‘ tell which is the better skill?’ 
‘Geez. You’re especially bad at understanding today.’ 
I shouted in frustration. 


‘The colors of the cards are the same! I can only see their backs! There’s no way to tell between them, 
so how should I know which one’s the better one.’ 


Then Bae Hu-ryeong tilted his head. 

-But I can see it? 

‘What?’ 

-I can see the front of the cards. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke in a shameless voice. I was stunned into silence. 

‘What kind of bullshit...’ 

Is that, is what I was going to say, but I realized in the middle of my sentence. 
Location! 


From my location, I could only see the back of the card. Even when I tried to look around, the cards 
looked the same. Like how you couldn’t tell which was the back of the moon on Earth, I could never 
see what was on the back of the card. 


But that was just me. 

Bae Hu-ryeong moved as he wished in this dark space. 

Yeah. 

He could move to where he saw the cards! 

‘Goodness...’ 

I muttered. 

‘Can you really see it there? Can you see the card summary?’ 
Bae Hu-ryeong furrowed his eyebrows. 


-Of course I can see it. What are you saying, looking at my eyes. I was famous for having good eyesight 
since I was young. There was a guy called Dog Poop in my village, right? So he shot a firecracker at 
me, but my sight was already good enough to avoid it. Eventually, I raised it up to Heaven Eyes. Haa, 
that was how perfect I... 


‘Eureka!’ 
-Fuck! Did this kid go crazy! Why are you screaming? 


Bae Hu-ryeong was surprised but I didn’t care. 


‘Eureka! Eureka! Eurekaaaaaaa!’ 

I was just happy at the luck that came my way. 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked at me strangely and clicked his tongue. 

-This kid’s brain really rotted like a zombie after calling him Zombie. Tsk tsk tsk... 
2; 

What Bae Hu-ryeong told me was this. 

ef. 

[Blessing of Reproduction] 

Rank: E 


Effect: Ah, nature has given us shelter, but also trials! This cruel world. Orc reproduction has amplified 
to defeat nature. An orc was killed? Don’t worry. There’s still 9 more where you can’t see ‘em! 


However, you are frequently aroused. 
[Chiik, Chik] 
Rank: F 


Effect: ‘We added a chik to the end of our sentences chik. We don’t know why we do this either chik! 
But you should get some of this chiik too chik.’ The orc lifts his thumb. ‘Then you won’t be able to 
escape from the chik chik fun chiiik!’ 


However, chiik chik. 

+ 

‘Wow...’ 

Poop-colored cards. 

They were all lunatic poop skills. I couldn’t stop being amazed. 


-How’s that? If I didn’t stop you, you would’ve chosen the [Chiik, Chik]. Gong-ja, you were born as a 
man. You should experience the power of an orc at least once. Say ‘thank you’ to me. Go ahead! 


I was even amazed at what the ghost said. That meant I was out of it enough to be amazed. 
‘Mm.’ 

I ignored Bae Hu-ryeong, deep in thought. 

‘If I have to pick, I think [Chiik, Chik] is better.’ 

-Huh? Are you crazy? 

‘No. I’m right.’ 


I nodded my head. I was completely sure. 


“No matter how much I think about it, I think [Chiik, Chik] is more useful than [Blessing of 
Reproduction].’ 


-Hey, hey! Wait! Think about it a bit more. You have to be cool-headed...! 
Smirk. 

I laughed at the fumbling Bae Hu-ryeong. 

‘I think you’re thinking the same thing as me.’ 


Before Bae Hu-ryeong could try to convince me anymore, I grabbed the poop colored card. The cards 
quickly flew around, but it didn’t matter. Since there were only 2, anyway. 


[Selection complete. The skill is being copied.] 
[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

-N, No! 

“Yes!” 

Bae Hu-ryeong and I shouted in harmony. 

[Your current hunter rank is F class. ] 

[You will not receive a penalty based on your skill.] 


At the same time, the dark world became brighter. 


My eyes burst open. 

“Hm!” 

I felt refreshed. 

“Ah, this is nice. People need to sleep well to relax.” 


This was no longer the 2 pyeong room that I used to stay in. It was the room that I requested of 
Sangryun. It wasn’t spacious, but it was a big enough hotel room. After being chosen for the 1st place 
lottery ticket, I decided to stay here for the time being. 


Meanwhile. 


-Damn! I thought you would fall for it, but you’re uselessly smart! 


“Hehe.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong kicked the air around me. I guess he was angry that he wasn’t able to prank me. Mm. 
Just by looking at him, my mind became relaxed like I was looking at a painting. 


“Let’s see, let’s get the elixirs...status window.” 


I know longer had any reason to waste my time. I checked my status window on the way to the hunting 
ground. 


e 
Name: Kim Gong-ja 

Rank: F Class 

Skill (4/4) 

—>I Want to Be Like You(S+):Passive 

—>Returner’s Clockwork Watch(EX): Passive 

—>Sword Constellation(A+): Passive 

—>Chiik, Chik(F): Active+ 

“Good. There’s no problem.” 

My skill slots were full. But it was okay. I could just replace [Chiik, Chik]. 
I’ll use you as much as I want to until I get my next skill. 


-Gong-ja. So I was thinking. ..I think it’ll be okay to train just sitting criss-crossed. There’s no need to 
train until you die, right? Criss-crossed. Mental training. How cool is that? 


“Hoohoo.” 

We arrived at the 3rd floor hunting ground. I could see orcs roaming around from far away. 
-Gnir...chik. 

I observed their locations and pulled out the elixir. I drank it all in one gulp from the warm thermos. 


-Hey. Gong-ja? Can you hear me? We should just quietly train. Even if we train in a criss-crossed 
position, I’ll help you understand Aura in half a year. Hm? Just trust me. 


“Kya! Tastes good.” 


It was only the 2nd time drinking it, but I already got used to it. It seemed like the pharmacist had 
specially taken care of the flavor when she made the elixir as well. 


I waited for the effects of the elixirs to take over me. 
“Sword Emperor. Did you know?” 


-Huh? What? You’re gonna sit criss-crossed? 


“You call me Zombie when it suits you, but you call me Gong-ja when you have the shorter end. And 
from earlier, you were calling me Gong-ja, and not Zombie.” 


Thump. 

“T’m kindly telling you that so you fix that habit of yours.” 

As soon as I stopped speaking, the world flowed slowly. 

My heart thumped. I could feel a faint flow in my heart along with it. 
Aura! 


The effects of the training definitely showed. Unlike last time, I immediately clearly grasped Aura right 
away. 


“Hoo, 00...hoooo...” 


I controlled my breathing and approached them. Flinch. The orc’s ears twitched after feeling someone’s 
presence. The large green monster slowly turned around. 


-Grk? 


The orc’s eyes grew bigger. He seemed confused. From his perspective, prey was walking on its own 
feet towards him. 


-Krrrrrr! 

The orc lifted his club like he decided to gladly accept this luck. 

That was when I smiled to myself. 

[Your skill is being activated. ] 

I opened my mouth. 

“Ch...ik! Chik!” 

Pause. The orc’s eyes were bigger than before. His club stopped midswing. 
-Chirk...chiik? Chi..ik? 


The orc tilted his head. He seemed to be wondering how to accept the fact that his prey was speaking 
his language. 


Of course, it was impossible to understand with the IQ of an orc, and my IQ wasn’t lacking enough to 
throw this chance away. 


“Chiik!” 
The language of orcs perfectly poured out of my mouth. 
It was a skill that made native-speakers defenseless! 


-Krr? Ch...irk? 


The monster in front of me was even more surprised. It was clear he was so confused that he didn’t 
know what to do. When I ran at him, he couldn’t properly react. 


My sword smoothly cut the orc’s throat. I added a single drop of Aura on the sword blade that wasn’t 
too much or too little. A fountain of blood exploded and the orc fell over. 


-Ch...irk...? Gr...chik... 

Like it felt wronged. 

If it was translated to human language, it would’ve been equivalent to ‘Even you, Brutus!’ 
“Chirk.” 


I had a victor’s smile. Forcing Aura out of my body still hurt...but the condition of my body was 
incomparable to last time. I was okay. If I used just this much Aura, I was fine. 


-You cheating bastard! I knew you would do this! 
Bae Hu-ryeong trembled. 


-Do you like tricking the nice orcs like this! Huh?! You don’t even think about how the orcs feel! The 
innocent orcs are hurt because of dirty humans like you! 


I didn’t repeat what he said about it being fine to train using any method. 

Instead, I just said a single word with a smirk. 

“Chiik!” 

-Argh! This is! So annoying! Why did you give such a cheat skill to this weak ass guy, o Tower?! 
When one week had passed. 

I passed the hunting ground on the 5th hunting flood. 


[TN: In regards to the Auror confusion, in the raw, they have the Korean word and then the word 
‘Auror’ in parentheses. But after reading the comments, I decided to flip a coin to decide whether to 
use Aura or Auror, and Aura won, so Aura will be used from now on chik chik.] 
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Chapter 15 — You Have a Skill Too? (3) 
Translator: HH 


A week passed. 
-Gor... 


The monster stumbled making the sound of a pot boiling. A king goblin. The senior member of the 5th 
floor had fallen. 


I looked down at the king goblin’s face with determined expression. 
“Gor.” 


This monster was the strongest of the ones that I saw this week. Ah, how many times had I died to get 
this monster? I sent away the king goblin with the mind of sending away a brave enemy warrior... 


-Stop bullshitting yourself. You psychotic zombie. 
“Ah. Geez. I barely managed to hunt this after 6 Coins. Can’t you just let me look in peace?” 


6 Coins meant that I had put 6 lives on the stake. Right now, I was on the 6th coin, so I had died 5 times 
to get this king goblin. 


Bae Hu-ryeong snorted. 
-You’re a psycho if you get lost in thought like that after catching a monster. I only speak facts. 
“Wow, I see. Our Sword Emperor’s personality is so nice.” 


You might be able to tell from our conversation, but I was used to Aura now. Time was still flowing 
slowly because of the effects of the elixir. 


It was just that I was speaking a lot faster than normal by focusing my Aura on my tongue. 
“Gork.” 

Although it wasn’t a steadfast victory and one that I used dirty tricks to win. 

I pulled out a poop-colored card and checked it. 

+ 

[Goblin High Society] 

Rank: F 


Effects: The king goblin was lost in thought. ‘The level of culture for us goblins is too low. All 
languages end in kerrk, kerk. I cannot show my dignity with this!’ Then. The king goblin’s genius mind 
flashed. ‘That’s right! From now on, I will speak gork and not kerk. Gork! It’s a pronunciation that 
perfectly fits the precious king.’ 


However, the fights within the tribe become worse. 


This is a skill copied from the Great King Goblin monster. 


+ 
I clicked my tongue. 

“Goblins worry about the most unnecessary things. Kerk and gork as basically the same thing.” 
-That’s why they’re goblins. Humans aren't that different either. 

“What?” 

-I was talking to myself. 

When I was about to ask him what he meant, a voice rang in my head. 

[Your existence is becoming clearer. ] 

It was a voice that I had never heard before. 


However, I knew what it meant. Countless players had testified to it, and even showed their own videos 
about it. 


“F, Finally!” 

It was leveling up! 

[Hunter Kim Gong-ja’s level is developing. ] 
“Ah...” 


It was moving. I had lived my entire life as a F Class hunter. I was anxious that I might continue to live 
like this. But I had the copying skill and the regressing skill, and after hurdles of pain...the moment of 
leveling up finally arrived for me. 


[Your skill slots are increasing! ] 
[Your hunter rank is now E Class! ] 
Although I was only an E Class. 
[May luck be with you. ] 

Swoosh! 


Red Aura flamed up from my feet. The thing that was similar to red liquid covered my body. Then, it 
slid back down and disappeared. 


-...Was that a firework? 

Bae Hu-ryeong scrunched his eyebrows. 

-Or blood? Hm. That’s confusing. I think it’s either a firework or blood... 
“That was just a level up artifact, right?” 

-It’s not an artifact that just looks cool. 


Bae Hu-ryeong scratched the back of his head. 


-It’s a kind of hint. 
“Hint?” 


-Mm. The type of artifact that reveals itself decides the [Shape of Aura]. Even the Flame Emperor that 
you killed. That guy’s shape was probably [Fire]. 


“Fireworks, you say.” 


I tried to remember. The scene of the Flame Emperor killing the Saintess with fire in the slums. It 
wasn’t a good memory to rehash but...it definitely seemed like Yoo Soo-ha dealt with a shape of Aura 
that was relating to fire. 


-The shape of a hunter’s aura is usually based on their trauma. 
Trauma. 


-Important events. Scenes. Memories. The ones that benchmark your life appear as the shape of your 
Aura. Like the shape of one’s unconsciousness? Well, it doesn’t have to be a negative trauma. But they 
generally are. 


“T wonder.” 

-From what I can tell, yours is either fire or blood. 

Listening to him speak , I became curious. 

“Now that you say that...what’s the shape of Sword Saint’s Aura?” 
-Moonlight. 

Bae Hu-ryeong casually tossed it out. 


-Grandpops Marcus said he lost his way in the mountains when he was young. He didn’t want to die, so 
he climbed all the way to the top, and as he reached the peak, the leaves covering the night sky started 
to show the sky. When he got to the top, he saw the entire black night sky. 


Moonlight(5 3%) 


-He said he thought of something then. The moon didn’t shine by itself, but with the light of the sun. 
Even the life of someone who just accepts could be more than beautiful. Ah. I also want to shine by 
receiving that light. 


-He said it was memorable enough for him to keep it in his heart his entire life. 
I was unsettled listening to his story. 

“But he said it was when he was young.” 

-Yup. When he was 12. 


“What kind of 12 year old would have those deep thoughts?” 


Bae Hu-ryeong nodded. 


-That’s why grandpops Marcus was a born boomer. Tsk tsk. When I was 12, I only thought about how 
to efficiently crush the bully in front of me. 


“No, I don’t think that’s...normal either...” 

If Sword Saint was a born boomer, then what was Bae Hu-ryeong? A born bully? 
-Anyways, you’re used to the 5th floor. Let’s go up to the 6th. 

“Ah, about that.” 

I spoke. 

“Can’t we just go straight to the 10th floor boss?” 

-What? 


“T know that I can copy a monster’s skill. I’m somewhat used to the Aura now. I think that I can get the 
10th floor boss now.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong closed his mouth for a moment. 

He looked fiercely at me. 

-Kim Gong-ja. Is a newbie already being too arrogant? 
“Definitely not.” 

I firmly replied. 


In our world, no one had succeeded in passing the 10th floor for several years. Since I dared to say I 
would clear that high difficulty area, Bae Hu-ryeong’s worry about me was expected. 


“I’m really confident.” 

But I really believed I could do it. 

No, I was sure. 

“Tf I can’t do it with 2 Coins, Ill call you Seseung-nim.” 
-Oh? 2 Coins? 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked tempted. 


-A guy that took 6 Coins to catch the goblin boss is gonna defeat the 10th floor boss with just 2 Coins? 
Really? You must not know, but I don’t let people out of bets that easily. 


“But! I have a condition.” 
-Hm? 


I lifted my forefinger. 


“You have to tell me what kind of skill the 10th floor boss has without hiding anything. You can’t lie 
about this. Tricking me with cards is also not allowed.” 


-Hm. Sounds easy enough. 

“Also!” 

I grinned. 

And if I win, call me Gong-ja-nim. As politely as possible. With respect.” 
“Why? Scared? Ha. If you’re scared, you should quit.” 

Squirm. 


The expression that a bully hated the most was probably ‘scared?’ And Bae Hu-ryeong wasn’t a normal 
bully. He was the greatest bully that had climbed the 99th floor. 


His facial muscles twitched. 


-Spit! This newbie is mocking the great Sword Emperor just because he had some cheat skill? 
Hoohoohoo, fine. Let’s bet on it! 


“Bet.” 


-Bet! Kim Zombie, you won't be able to subjugate the 10th floor boss and have to call me Seseung-nim 
until you die. Ah! But since you can't die, you’ll just have to say Seseung-nim forever. 


“Do you have a hallucinating skill as well? Get ready to serve Gong-ja-nim.” 
-Hehehe. 

“Kehehe.” 

We both glared at each other and laughed evilly. 

Hunters who had been hunting goblins from far away whispered amongst themselves. 
“Hey. That person keeps on talking to himself from earlier.” 

“And now he’s even laughing to himself. Does he have a mental problem?” 

“Sh! He might look this way. Pretend you didn’t see, pretend.” 

...1 would probably have to cut back on talking to myself now. 

I calmly shut my mouth and headed for the 10th floor. 

4. 

Unlike other hunting grounds, there was a doorkeeper in front of the 10th floor boss room. 


The person sent from the Hunter’s Association furrowed his eyebrows listening to what I said. 


“You want to attempt the boss room yourself?” 
“Yes.” 


It only took two seconds for his face to switch into an expression like he was asking ‘Who is this crazy 
guy?” 


“Um. I don’t know if you saw the news last time...30 honor members from Black Dragon guild. Along 
with the 4 highest rankers, but they failed. Hunting by yourself is committing suicide.” 


“So what?” 

I was confident. 

“Sending a hunter to an attack they want to is the Association’s rule.” 
“That’s true but...” 

He had a troubled expression. 


“Pardon me, but I write down all the hunters who enter here. My boss will probably look through 
this...and I’ll end up being a bad guy who let a hunter die. Please consider my situation as well.” 


“Mm.” 

What should I do? I calmly stroked my chin. 

-What? Hunter’s Association? We never had those guys in my world! 
I meant to say that I was the only calm one. 


-These stupid fools! I didn’t like how they did fucking politics making guilds and associations. That’s 
why they are still begging on the bloody 10th floor! Hey, Kim Zombie! Just beat this guy up and go into 
the boss room. 


‘What Why would I beat up an innocent person?’ 
-He dares to block your way. 

He wasn’t only a psychopath but also a mosquito. 
“Doorkeeper-nim.” 

I clicked my tongue inwardly and got out a pouch. 


“T can see you working hard. You’re right. Me attempting it by myself is just a suicidal plan. But...1 
really want to kill myself.” 


“Excuse me?” 
“I’m just so tired these days...” 


I bitterly smiled. 


“My girlfriend died 1 year ago. Some time ago, the Alchemy Castle said I have a terminal illness. Even 
if I live, it’ll only be half a year, and I don’t have the confidence to endure that half year without my 
girlfriend.” 


“Ah...” 

-What? 

Bae Hu-ryeong grimaced. 

-What kind of shit is this zombie guy saying ? 

I ignored him. And I continued whispering to the doorkeeper. 


“But even if I’m a lowly ranker, I’m still a hunter. I don’t want to enter the Alchemy Castle’s hospital 
wondering when I’ll die. Even if I die... want to challenge a monster until the very end.” 


“You had that kind of...” 


He had a pitiful face looking at me. You know. The face people make when they listen to others 
misfortunes. 


“This is money I collected from fights.” 

I handed the pouch to the doorkeeper. There was 100 Gold inside. 
“T don’t have anywhere to use it anyway...you can have it.” 

“T, I can’t accept this money!” 


“T want to lightly leave the world, door keeper-nim. And please don’t write down that I entered here. 
It’s the last request of my hunter life...” 


His face turned heavy, like he was going to cry. And a bit of that heaviness was probably from that 
moneybag. 


“_,.Alright. Enter. I didn’t see anything...” 

-Ha, look at this. 

He was baffled. 

-Hey. Are the two of you filming a movie? This isn’t a prank, right? 
Whatever the case, the doorkeeper let me in. 


I left him and moved inside. It was a cobblestone path. The place the 10th floor boss stayed was like an 
extravagant residence of an old noble family. I walked the cobblestone path. 


‘The 10th floor Flame Emperor Yoo Soo-ha cleared.’ 
I stood in front of the large door. 
I slowly pushed the door open. 


‘This time is different. Instead of Flame Emperor...no.’ 


Creaaak. 

The door opened with a loud sound. 

‘T’ll write a fancier legend than Flame Emperor. 
I took a step forward. 

And it began. 

-Hahahahaha! 


I heard laughter from around me. At the same time, the door that I used to come in closed. Boom! In an 
instant, it became dark around me, and the shiver-inducing laughter became louder. 


Candles flickered on one by one. 
-Are you gonna play with me? 


Here and there. Candles flickered on although no one had touched them. Where candles were lit, there 
were dolls. Small dolls that children players with. 


-Are you going to play with us? 

The dolls spoke. 

-Freeze tag? The flower had bloomed? Hide and seek? 
-The ice is melted. The flowers are ripped. Let’s go with hide and seek! 
-Let’s! Play with us! Play hide and seek with us! 
-Hahahaha! 

I got ready. 

“Alright. Pll play with you.” 

The Aura that I trained in my body soared up. 

Like it had been waiting for me, a voice rang in my head. 
[You have entered the boss stage. ] 

[The challenger is hunter Kim Gong-ja. 1 person. ] 

[May luck be with you. ] 

The stage that humanity hadn’t cleared yet. 

The ‘Hide and Seek of Hellfire Residence’ began. 
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Chapter 16 — Trauma Penalty (1) 


Translator: HH 
Black Dragon. 


The guild that had ruled at the top since the Tower opened. 
[We didn’t fail the 10th floor because we lack the abilities to. ] 


The Rank 2 hunter who controlled Black Dragon. She challenged the 10th floor tens of times. 
Everytime she challenged it, she failed. The Rank 2 hunter lost, but she saved all the hunters who 
participated in it. In an interview, she said this. 


[We were just unlucky. ] 

When Flame Emperor had passed the 10th floor himself, he announced to everyone. 
[Luck is also a skill, losers. ] 

It was the interview called Loser Announcement. 


After that, Black Dragon started to be wary of Flame Emperor after being turned into a loser group... 
well, it wasn’t important anymore. Yoo Soo-ha had already died in my hand. The possibility of that 
kind of interview was gone now. But the problem was this. 


“Why was the Flame Emperor able to clear the 10th floor?’ 
‘Because he was just stronger?’ 

Or. 

‘Because there was another reason?’ 

The answer was revealing itself in front of me right now. 

2 

[The boss stage is commencing. ] 

At the same time the voice rang out, the residence started to change. 


Everywhere, candles started to tilt over. Fire started where they tilted over. It was like they had poured 
oil on it beforehand. Fire instantly swallowed the western-style residence. 


-Hahahaha! 
Only the dolls were fine in the fire. 
-You’re it! We’ll run away! 


-Let’s run away, run away! Let’s run away from here! 
y: yi 


Hundreds. No, thousands of little dolls. Dolls filled the first floor lobby. There were probably ten 
thousands of dolls all over the entire residence. 


‘One of these.’ 

Gulp. I swallowed my spit. 

‘The [Real Doll] is hidden somewhere.’ 

A probability of 1/10,000! 

This was the reason why people had failed so far. 


‘Burning all the dolls while I find the real one. If I escape before I die, I only have about 10 minutes to 
look.’ 


The fire burning the residence wasn’t normal fire. It was a shape of Aura, called hellfire. 
That meant. 

‘This entire residence is burning up with Aura.’ 

A boss monster who knew how to use Aura! 


So far, people who challenged it died from hellfire, escaped, or met one of these two fates. Hunters 
risked their lives on the probability of 1/10,000 but it was a waste. They only burned to death with 
horrifying screams. 


And here...was the secret why only the Flame Emperor was able to succeed. 
“That guy sucking all the luck.” 

I muttered to myself. 

Yes. The Aura of the boss monster was the same Flame Emperor’s. 


To other players, this was hellfire. However, Flame Emperor felt comfortable like it was his own 
bedroom. Since the 10th floor’s boss monster’s hellfire was the same property as Yoo Soo-ha. 


“Tsk.” 

‘He probably looked around until he found the real doll.’ 
And he bragged about it saying luck was also a skill. 

He definitely wasn’t someone I liked. 

-The hunter that lives off of luck is you. 

“What do you mean, I live off of luck?” 

I crinkled my eyebrows at his mocking. 


“T’m barely hanging on with my Aura right now.” 


Sweat dripped down between my eyebrows. The burming heat! My body was covered in what was 
incomparable to the heat of a hot spring. If I didn’t use my Aura, I would’ve burned to death already. 


-Yeah. But 1 minute is probably gonna be your limit. 
Annoyingly, Bae Hu-ryeong knew my exact condition. 


-Also, grandpops Marcus would be able to last 30 minutes. Do you know why he hasn't challenged here 
yet? It’s to extend that 30 minutes to 1 hour. 


“_..ah, yes yes. Thank you for confirming the gap in our skills.” 
-Heeheehee. 


Bae Hu-ryeong freely flew around the lobby that was burning in fire. Dolls were laughing below and 
ghosts were snickering above. There wasn’t a better ghost house than this. 


-So? You only have 2 Coins but what are you gonna do now? 

“What else would I do. I have to die.” 

-Look at you. Do you think your Aura will suddenly increase if you die here? 
Bae Hu-ryeong sniggered at me. 


-There’s only 2 ways to clear this room! Find the real doll with luck, or be able to use Aura real well 
until you find the real doll. But you only bet 2 Coins on yourself, stupidly. It’s not gonna work probably. 


“Hehe.” 

Even while sweating, I kept my smile. 

“This guy knows one but not two. No. Is it that he knows two but not three?” 
-What? 

“Let’s see who’ll win after dying once.” 

Now I had 20 seconds until my Aura ran out. 


I approached a doll that was closest to me. The reason was...well, I didn’t really have one. I just 
thought it was boring to stand there waiting to die. I just might’ve been real lucky for the doll in front 
of me to be [Real]. 


-Are you gonna play with us? 
Creaaak. 


The doll’s neck twisted. Only her neck twisted. It wouldn’t be strange if she was casted in a horror 
movie right this second. She was wearing a frilled dress, but her dress didn’t burn at all. Like it was 
immune to the fire. 


“Got you.” 


I put the doll’s head on my hand and spoke. 


Giggle giggle. 
The doll let out chuckles with her indifferent face. 
-Beep! Not me! 


That wasn’t the only thing she released. She let out her lips. Skin. Eyes. Her body slid down like paper. 
The fire instantly swallowed the doll, and she continued to speak like a broken record. 


-Not me! Not me! Not me! 

-Not! Not, me. Me...me...not...me... 

-Not...me... 

It completely melted down. 

“Wow...” 

I was speechless. My body felt hot but I was shivering. It was more horrendous than I imagined. 
“T got goosebumps. Why would they make the boss monster like that?” 


-Who would know the great meaning of the Tower. Zombie. A weak ass like you getting a fucking cheat 
skill is also a meaning of the Tower. If the Tower had a personality, it would probably be a pervert 
psychopath. 


“You really...” 

I couldn’t complain any longer. 
“Keuk!?” 

My Aura had run out. 


The flames ran at me like they had been waiting for this moment. The soles of my shoes melted first. 
Then my clothes. And the fire moved onto my hair. 


“Ah,” 
From my head to my feet. 
“Ack! Aaaaaack!!!” 


My entire body was burning. Although my skin was sliding down, the fire didn’t stop. Rather, it clung 
on me tighter like it found a delicious snack. Nerves. Bones. Throat. Liver. 


“Ow, sh...! Uk, keackkk!” 


-And you’re a pervert that surpasses the Tower. Ke. Even if you want to be the greatest hunter in the 
tower, you accept burning to death like it’s nothing. I admit it, Kim Zombie! You’re a real pervert! 


I wanted to die. 


Quick, I wanted to die even a second faster! 


“Uuuh...!” 
I couldn’t speak. The sound was muffled. My eyes and ears had been burned. 


The moment I felt like my head would explode from overheating, the voice came from my 
subconscious like it had been waiting. 


[You have died. ] 
Damn. 


They should’ve killed me a bit faster. 


‘-Puhua!’ 


I breathed like someone who had just surfaced after a long dive. Although I hadn’t really let out a 
breath, and it was just a feeling. 


This was the Nether World. It was the black place my bare body roamed like a ghost. 
[Your death has satisfied the skill condition. ] 

[The Monster Hellfire Maiden’s skills are being randomly copied. ] 

And it was a place of opportunity for me as well. 

[Skills cards are being created. ] 


Cards floated up in the black nothingness. Was it something unexpected? Although it was a boss 
monster, there was only 1 golden card. All the other cards were silver or poop-colored. 


‘Let’s see. You haven’t forgotten your promise, right?’ 

-I know. Sheesh. Do you see me as someone who would break their promise? Don’t worry. 
Bae Hu-ryeong smirked. 

-Let’s see. What kind of skill does this lady have? 


Bae Hu-ryeong floated up and headed towards the opposite side of the cards. He was letting me know 
the information on the cards in advance to me. 


-Oho! Hey, this one’s lit! 


Bae Hu-ryeong read the golden card. 


+ 
[Hellfire Trap] 
Rank: S- 


Effects: Regrets. Resentment. Complaints. What you couldn’t do, the voice that you couldn’t say, the 
wishes that you weren’t able to achieve. Burn them all. ‘It’s hot.’ Is it hot? Make the world a clump of 
fire. ‘I feel like I’ll die.’ Die. If you want you, the Aura’s hellfire will descend anywhere within 2 km of 
you. 


No one can leave the hell without your permission. 

No one. 

><However, you have to be within the radius. 

It was a scary skill. 

-This one’s definitely it. Zombie, shut up and get this skill. 
-Hm? Hey, Kim Zombie. Why is there no reply? 

‘No. Nothing.’ 

I knit my eyebrows. 

‘I don’t know why, but there’s something off about it.’ 
What was it? 


It was an amazing skill. But there was something off. I felt uncomfortable, like I had choked on 
something and couldn’t get it out. The feeling of the water pipe being broken but not knowing where it 
was. 


‘...Anyways, read the next skills.’ 

-Hm? I don’t think there’ll be a better skill than this. Can't you just pick this?’ 
“There’s a skill I’m looking for. C’mon, quickly!’ 

-Humph, 

He pouted, but he read the rest of the cards. 


-Alright, listen well. [Labyrinth Plan] A- Class, [Doll Controller] B Class, [Target Attack] B- Class, 
[Trap Installation] C Class... 


Pause. 


He was smoothly reading the cards and cut himself off. The last skill. Bae Hu-ryeong’s eyes shook at 
the shining silver card. 


-Fuck? 

I smirked. 

‘That’s right.’ 

-N, No, it’s not...wait... 

‘It’s fine. I got it. You don’t have to read it.’ 
I was sure. 

That was the card I wanted. 

[Please select a skill card. ] 


The cards started to fly around. They were fast. But I had focused on one card from the beginning, and 
it didn’t confuse me. 


-Hey! Gong-ja! Hey! Let’s not be like this. 
Bae Hu-ryeong continued to shout, like he knew. 


-Look at this. Wow, a golden card! Wow, S Class skill! Dope! If you have this you can make hellfire 
when you want. How cool is that. 


‘T don’t know.’ 


-Why don't you know! I’ll fall in love! If I was a girl, I would fall in love at Kim Gong-ja, your charm! 
Let’s get it! Let’s go, Kim Gong-ja’s celebrity life! 


I grinned. 
“You should’ve realized something was strange.’ 
There were clues. 


‘Out of the ten thousands of dolls, there’s only one real one. The real one is the user of the skill, so of 
course, they won’t be damaged.’ 


IT held out my hand. 

‘But why are the fake dolls fine as well?’ 
And I grabbed the silver card. 

-Aaaack! No! No! Shit, no! 

“There’s only one answer. Sword Emperor.’ 
I flipped over the silver card. 

fe 

[Night and Day Fire Caution] 

Rank: A 


Effects: Ow, that’s hot! If we leave this alone, our house will completely burn up, right? But now, you 
don’t have to worry. The living and non living things you choose will be immune to the fire and not 
burn. 


><However, damage from water and ice increases by 300% 
+ 

Yup. 

The 10th stage. Hide and seek of the hellfire residence. 
The boss didn’t have just the ability to burn things up. 
‘Let’s go!’ 

They also had the opposing skill, not making things burn. 
I clenched my fist and let myself be drowned with victory. 
‘I came! I saw! I conquered!’ 

-No...no, sob. This isn’t right...this really isn’t right... 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s mentality collapsed. 


“What do you mean it’s not right? With this skill, it’s over if I make myself immune. I can slowly look 
for the real doll now. Game over. From today, you’ll have to call me Gong-ja-nim!’ 


-Damn...shit...fuck...this is a scam. It was set to be like this... 
‘Uwahwahwah! Call me Gong-ja-nim now! 

My voice rang in the dark space. 

A voice that wasn’t mine rang out as well. 

[Selection complete. The skill is being copied.] 

[You are being regressed to 24 hours ago. | 

It was the celebratory message that signaled my win in the best. 
Now, I could return to a day and challenge the 10th floor again. 
Clearing it was right in front of me now. 

[Your current hunter rank is E class.] 

However, that wasn’t the end today. 

[You will receive a penalty due to your skill.] 

-Huh? 

‘Oh. Right.’ 


It was the alarm I didn’t see when I was Rank F. 


But this time, for the first time, I received my first penalty. 
I wondered which penalty would be given. 

[The trauma of your enemy is being reenacted.] 

[The extremity is Weak. Hell Road.] 

‘Hm? Trauma?’ 

I tilted my head at the unexpected word. 

‘What does it mean to reenact the trauma of my enemy...’ 


Before I could finish speaking, the world in front of me turned white. 
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[Penalty commencing. ] 

[The trauma of the Monster Hellfire Maiden is being created. ] 
A fancy western style residence. 

I was here. 


No, the word ‘here’ probably didn’t fit. I wasn’t here. It was just my consciousness floating around like 
a ghost, looking down at things from a third person perspective. 


‘What is this?’ 

I was taken aback. 
“What’s happenin...?’ 
-S, Save me. 

Then, I heard a voice. 


A young child was sitting in the corner of the 2nd floor lobby. At first, I thought she was talking to me, 
but she pleaded to someone else. 


-Please save me...I’m hungry...something to eat...something to eat, please... 
-Mm. 

A person dressed like a noble. 

-Orphans like you are the plague of this kingdom. 

-Something to eat... 


-Left alone, you eat society. You don’t even work. You wander around from one village to the next, 
spreading your disease. I’m a prison ward that isolates those like you from the kingdom. 


In an instant, information entered my brain. 


A time when there were many wanderers because there wasn’t enough food. The noble gathered 
orphans into his residence. He funded an orphanage as a cover. He was known as a kind wealthy man, a 
great businessman, and a conscientious man with knowledge. 


-Others treat you as rotten. I’m different. 
But in this large mansion. 


-[’m going to educate you. 


The noble was just a tyrant. 


-Those who look for food just because they’re hungry are beasts. Of course, you were born in the field 
like beasts, but you shouldn’t live like one. 


-[’m hungry... hungry... 
-Endure it. Even if you’re hungry, endure it. Endure it, and become a human. 


The noble smiled. It was a generous smile. He was someone who was able to smile at a skinny child 
who’s rib cage could be seen. 


-Repent! 
The crazy bastard called other crazy bastards. 
-Aaaaaack! 


-Oh, children of witches! The plague of our kingdom! Don’t worry. God never turns his back on you. 
Like him, I won’t turn my back on you sheep! 


-It hurts...it...hurts... 

Some god’s priest raised his hammer. 

-Pray! 

A time when lunacy was wrapped up as kindness. 

The screams didn’t end inside the mansion. 

-[’m hungry... 

Starvation. 

-I don’t like it...please forgive me...why...forgive me... 
Torture. 


-Ah. Thank you...kind sir. Kind man...reward for enduring pain. Promise. Thank you. Thank you, kind 
man... 


Brainwashing. 


These orphans were brought in like corpses and left as corpses. It was only the death of someone who 
was about to die, but the children couldn’t imagine the pain between the two. 


Tens, hundreds, thousands were in the mansion. 
And tens, hundreds, thousands of deaths. 
I stared blankly at the sight in front of me. 


‘Just what...’ 


-Wow. Eff. What’s this? 

I was able to come to attention thanks to someone. 

“You were looking too? I thought you weren’t here.’ 

-I was looking from the beginning. I didn’t know you were here. I couldn't see you. 
‘Mm. Seems like both of our consciousnesses are floating around...’ 

-That’s not my problem. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 


-What kind of crazy psychos are these? Ha. They’re educating them into humans? How would these 
nonhuman bastards educate others into humans? 


‘...This is probably the origin of the 10th floor boss stage.’ 


Before my consciousness flew over here, a voice told. [The death of the enemy who killed you is being 
reenacted. | 


If it was the enemy who killed me...it was the real doll hiding somewhere in the hellfire residence. 
That meant this was the trauma the doll remembered. 


‘T had no idea.’ 
I whispered. 
‘The monster was a human when it was alive...’ 


-Not all monsters are like that. Only the bosses are like that. Usually boss monsters are made from 
humans from other worlds. 


I heard him click his tongue. 


-Carnivorous plants, or heroes of other worlds. Things like those. As you cross the 11th floor, it 
becomes more intense. 


“What? Why didn’t you tell me that?’ 

-You didn’t ask. 

He was so shameless that I was speechless. 
-But I’ve never seen something like this. Tsk. 
‘What?’ 


-The origin you talked about. The scenes we see now. I knew boss monsters were from other worlds, but 
how would I know what happened to them. It’s not like I’m psychic... 


Bae Hu-ryeong muttered to himself. 


-I feel like shit. 
Agreed. 
“... Yeah.’ 


Things worse than this were probably happening all over the world right now, but imagining it and 
seeing for myself was different. 


I didn’t know if it was a good or bad thing. 
-F, Fire! 
But the [Trauma] ended soon. 


Some servant accidentally tipped over a candle. The servant passed by without noticing it. It was 
nighttime. When people were sleeping, fire slowly and quietly spread. It was too late when someone 
realized the flames. 


-Cough, gasp. Cough! 
-We have to get awa... 
The flames soared up. 


The ropes in the basement burned up. The chains burned up. The cuffs around the orphans burned up as 
well, and brainwashed kids, tortured kids, and starved kids burned. It was like the fire burned all 
brainwashing, injuries, and starvation. 


-Ah... 


The children opened their mouths. The burning chains were tightened around the childrens’ ankles and 
wrists. They couldn’t move, like they were dolls. They just screamed. 


However, I could hear it. 

-I don’t want to die. 

Hate. 

-[’m hungry. 

-[ want to live... 

-Kind sir. 

The grudges and resentment entering my consciousness. 


-I didn’t do anything wrong. I didn’t have a family. But it was still ok. I wanted to play a bit more. 
But... 


-It’s not our fault. I feel wronged. I didn’t do it. 
-[’m hungry. 


The mansion burned up. 


The chandelier in the 1st floor lobby burned up. The bedroom of the residence’s owner burned up. The 
fancy curtains. And the stone stairs that led down to the basement. 


-I don’t want to die. 

Crack. 

Crack- 

Sparks flew everywhere. 

Now what I could see was a mansion burning up from far away. 
[Trauma reenactment finished. ] 

[The penalty is ending. ] 


And I returned to a day before. 


When I opened my eyes. 

Bae Hu-ryeong and I didn’t say anything. We both silently sat on the bed. 
Rather than being shocked...it was because we didn’t know how to react. 
-Mm... 

After a while, Bae Hu-ryeong scratched the back of his head. 

-It was really sad and pitiful. I saw it well. But isn’t there nothing we can do? 
“Wow. That’s the first thing you say? You really...” 

-Yup. Right. My personality is trash. 

He frowned. Have you ever seen a gorilla get mad? It was totally similar to this. 


-But the truth is always like shit! The 10th floor boss is just a monster, and the children have already 
died in another world. It’s something that happened a long long time ago. Zombie. What can you do! 


ts ” 


-And if it was something that happened in this Tower, you could die 4000 or 5000 times to return to the 
past. But that happened in another world in a different time. Even if I was alive, I couldn't fix that! 
Even if I was Sword God and not Sword Emperor, I couldn’ do it. 


He was right. 
-Find the real king and hunt it. Kill it. 
Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 


-And go the the 11th floor. That’s the only way you’re gonna clear the 20th, 30th, 40th, and 50th floor. 
If you decided to become the hunter at the top, deal with these things yourself! 


He was right again. 

But. 

“Flame Emperor also thought that way.” 

-Hm? 

“Flame Emperor. Shit Emperor. Yoo Soo-ha. The first human I hunted.” 
I got up from my bed. 


I tied my sleeping back to my backpack. I carried my backpack. I inserted my sword into my waist. In 
other words, I was ready to climb the tower. Even though it wasn’t the best, I was still getting ready aa 
hunter. 


“Did you know? Yoo Soo-ha would’ve 100% found the real doll and exploded its head. Whether he 
saw the trauma or not. Without any hesitation. 


-So what? 

“T don’t want to be like that Flame Emperor bastard.” 
I climbed the tower. 

Like the last time, I tricked the doorkeeper. 

And I stepped in front of the mansion again. 

The same noble mansion that I saw in the trauma. 


-Hey! You’re not a baby. You’re not gonna get the boss just because you don’t want to be like that guy? 
What are you gonna do. You have to get rid of the boss to clear the stage, you zombie fool! 


“Who said so?” 

-What? 

I put my hands on the door and murmured to myself. 

“Damn. I was stupid.” 

-What are you talking about? 

“T was stupid! And you were equally stupid. Shit. We’re saying we can’t remember. 


Bae Hu-ryeong wrinkled his forehead. 


-Did this kid lose his mind? You being stupid is a fact all over the world, but why am I stupid too? I 
grew up hearing that I was a genius. 


“Skill card.” 
I mumbled in annoyance. 


“The S Class skill card we didn’t pick. Do you remember it? The Hellfire Limit. You went crazy saying 
I had to pick this one.” 


-Hm? Of course I remember. 
-Huh, this Zombie. Fine...listen. 


Bae Hu-ryeong rattled on with a frown. I guess the fact that he was called a genius when he was 
younger wasn’t a lie. He said everything on the card without a single mistake. 


+ 
[Hellfire Trap] 
Rank: S- 


Effects: Regrets. Resentment. Complaints. What you couldn’t do, the voice that you couldn’t say, the 
wishes that you weren’t able to achieve. Burn them all. ‘It’s hot.’ Is it hot? Make the world a clump of 
fire. ‘I feel like I’ll die.’ Die. If you want you, the Aura’s hellfire will descend anywhere within 2 km of 
you. 


No one can leave the hell without your permission. 
No one. 

However, you have to be within the radius. 
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I quietly listened to the skill summary and asked him. 
“Sword Emperor. Don’t you think something’s wrong?” 
-Sheesh, this is so frustrating. What’s wrong! 

“The last section.” 

[No one can leave the hell without your permission. ] 
[No one. ] 

I spoke. 


“Tt says no can can escape from the hellfire trap without the boss monster’s permission. No one. Then 
just how were the players who challenged the 10th floor able to escape from it. 


-Huh? 


Bae Hu-ryeong blinked. 


-...Huh? Fuck, yeah, why? 
There was a guild called Black Dragon. 


The person who controlled them was the Rank 2 hunter. The Black Witch challenged the 10th floor 
countless times. Everytime she did, she failed. The Rank 2 failed, but all the hunters came back alive. 


They all came back alive. 

“Tt doesn’t make sense.” 

I put some strength onto my arms. 
It slowly opened. 


“Tt says escaping itself is impossible if the boss doesn’t let you go. That’s the skill...and they escaped 
perfectly fine even without killing the boss. Everyone. So it doesn’t make sense.” 


-Then...what happened? 

“Shit. There’s only one answer!” 

Creaaak. 

The door opened like it was welcoming me with its arms wide open. 
“The boss let them do it! Escape!” 

The 10th floor boss. 

The stage that humanity hadn’t been able to subjugate. 
The mansion of hellfire prison came to view. 

[You have entered the boss stage. ] 

[The challenger is hunter Kim Gong-ja. 1 person. ] 
[May luck be with you. ] 


“Can’t you tell seeing how she let them escape? The boss, these, they never considered the hunters 
enemies.” 


[The boss stage is commencing. ] 

“They just wanted to play with the people who came.” 

Candles. 

All over the mansion, candles tilted over. Fire spread from where they fell over. 
-Giggle giggle! 


Dolls came from flames. They couldn’t move, like they were tied down by something. They just turned 
their heads to look at me. 


-Are you gonna play with me? 

The dolls opened their mouths. 

-Are you gonna play with us? 

-Freeze tag? The flower has bloomed? Hide and seek? 

-The ice melted. The flowers all ripped. Let’s go with hide and seek! 
-Let’s! Play with us! Play hide and seek with us! 

-Hahahahah! 

The flames soared up. 


The chandelier in the 1st floor lobby burned up. The bedroom of the residence’s owner burned up. The 
fancy curtains. And the stone stairs that led down to the basement. 


In the midst of everything, the children, who were now dolls, didn’t burn up. 
I clenched my teeth. 

“Alright. Pll play with you.” 

[Your skill is activating. ] 


The skill I received from my last lie. I used the fire immunity skill on myself. The moment the skill was 
activated, the heat washed away from my body. I could breathe easily. My vision was a bit clearer from 
the smoke too. 


I could see the faces of the dolls. 

-Huh? 

-He’s not burning. 

The dolls’ faces were all different. They didn’t have any expressions, but I knew. 
-Isn’t it hot? 

-Weird guy. 

-Can you play? 

-Are you gonna play with us? 

I nodded my head again. 

“Yup. Hide and seek. Be careful. I never lost hide and seek when I was young.” 
-Giggle giggle! It’s a weird guy! 

-Hide! Everyone hide! 


The dolls all laughed. I told them to hide, but no one moved. Tens. Hundreds. Thousands of children 
laughed. 


-Ready or not, here I come. Ready or not... 
Hide and seek began. 
“...got you.” 


I roamed the mansion. I grabbed dolls while I walked around. When I patted their heads, the dolls’ 
heads creaked up. Then, they opened their mouths to speak. 


-Beep! Not me! 

The dolls disappeared while laughing. 
-Not me! 

-Not me! 

Everywhere I turned, there were dolls. There were so many. I got each and every one of them. 
One. 

-Hey, this is... 

Another one. 

-This is...a memorial service. 

Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. 

Memorial service. 

Comforting the soul of a dead person. 


I quietly walked around the mansion. I saw the chains that wrapped the orphans, and I saw their cuffs. 
Where the chains and cuffs were, there were always dolls there. 


The fire burned up. 

-It’s not me! Not me! Not me! 

-No! Not, me. Me...me...not...me... 
-Not...me... 

Time flew by. 


Eventually, I was in the basement. I had just stepped down the long stone stairs. There were dolls on 
the stairs as well. They were all toppled over. Like they had stopped while trying to escape from the 
basement. 
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I got all the children who had fallen on the stairs, and stood in front of the last doll. 

-Are you gonna play with us? 

The doll was leaning against the wall. 

Around the doll, there were hammers, scythes, and nails. 

I slowly walked towards it. 

And I patted the hairless doll’s head. 

“Got you.” 

The head of the child who made this hellfire was small. Enough to be wrapped around one hand. 
“'.. You’re it now. Kiddo.” 

There was silence. 


The doll raised its head. Like the other dolls, the doll was expressionless. The doll spoke with the face 
that lost its expression. 


-Kind man. 


Its voice wasn’t the only thing it let out. Lips. Skin, Eyes. Her body slid down like paper. The fire 
instantly swallowed the doll, and it continued to speak like a broken record. 


-Thank you. 
And it melted. 
-Thank you. 


The doll burned up. The chains melted down. Cuffs, hammer, scythe, pick, nails, they all burned up. 
Even the trace of starvation. The fire that had lived its life completely disappeared. 


Death disappeared without a trace. 

I stood alone in the middle of the abandoned mansion. 
For years. 

[Congratulations. ] 

For years, humanity hadn’t been able to clear this place. 
[Normal stage clear. ] 

[Hidden stage clear. ] 

[You have cleared the bonus stage. ] 


That day. The tower’s 10th floor was cleared. 


[TN: This chapter was such an emotional rollercoaster. I got a bit teary-eyed while translating it T-T 


& Wherever you guys read this from, I hope these things don’t happen. This is the USA hotline for 
reporting child abuse (1-800) 422 4453 T~T.] 
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Chapter 18 — Trauma Penalty (3) 


Translator: HH 
[The challenger is hunter Kim Gong-ja. 1 person. ] 


[Calculating rewards...calculation finished. ] 

[The reward will be given 24 hours later, once you enter the 11th floor. ] 

Bonus stage clear. 

Something that no one else had done yet. I did that. Me, who wasn’t even in the ranking. 
If this was known, the world would flip around. 

“Haa.” 

But I didn’t feel comfortable. Like I was happy and sad at the same time. 

I stood in the ash covered building. 


-Hey. Why do you look like you ate shit? You even cleared the hidden stage. I can count the number of 
times I cleared a hidden stage on one hand. The reward will probably be pretty good. 


“A psychopath like you wouldn’t know why I’m gloomy right now. Since you don’t have any 
humanity.” 


-Mm. Now that I see, you didn’t eat shit but you’re shitting me right now. 
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It was surprising. My gloominess disappeared with a word from Bae Hu-ryeong. Yeah. Living with this 
crazy geezer, I wouldn’t be able to feel sensitive to things. 


“ ..T was just thinking the world is fucked up.” 
-Hm? 


“You saw in the boss stage just now. Whether it’s our world or another world, fucked up things 
happen.” 


-I guess. 

Bae Hu-ryeong nodded. 

-Places where people live are probably all like that. 

We stood quietly like that for some time. We both looked at the remains of the mansion and shuddered. 


-Alright. Enough. Whew. Things like this don’t fit me! Aside from that, Kim Gong-ja, you were amazing 
earlier! 


“What?” 


-Using a method of your own to subjugate the boss. It was incredible. I’ll compliment you! 
I furrowed my eyebrows. He was probably being genuine, but I got goosebumps. 
“_..What’s with the sudden compliments?” 


-Kid. I give compliments when there’s something to compliment. This was something you overcame 
with not your luck, but your skill. You and I are partners, so we should be happy together. Right? 


I furrowed my eyebrows even more. 
“Weird...” 


-Nah. What do you mean weird. Good job, Kim Gong-ja! You’re so cool, Kim Gong-ja! Let’s continue 
going for the Rank 1 when the 11th floor opens! So what if they all curse you saying it’s a scam. They 
should get a cheat skill if they feel so wronged! 


He laughed cheerfully. Hm? Why was he suddenly being like this? Unless the sun rose from the west, 
or the tower collapsed tomorrow, there was no way Bae Hu-ryeong would be like this. 


It was then. 

[Announcing to everyone. ] 

[Today, the 10th floor’s stage has been cleared. ] 

A voice. 

[Announcing to everyone again. ] 

It wasn’t a voice that only I heard. A voice filled the sky. 
[ Today. ] 

[The 10th floor stage has been cleared. ] 

A congratulatory message that signaled a new era. 
[After 24 hours, the 11th floor stage is being opened.] 


Whoosh...! 
Something exploded in the sky. It was fireworks. First, a purple firework exploded, then red, blue, 
yellow, and all kinds of various colors decorated the sky. 


“Ah...” 


I blankly looked at the sky. The fireworks didn’t disappear even though they exploded. They twisted 
and squirmed, and slowly formed a shape. 


[24:00:00] 
It was the shape of a clock. 
[23:59:59] 


And the clock of the sky started to move. 
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Bae Hu-ryeong and I looked at the atmosphere. 

Then, he muttered to himself. 

-It’s finally the start of the real show. 

I nodded my head. 

“Yeah.” 

-I saw a fireworks show like this when I was alive. 

“Tt’s something I’m also seeing for the second time. But.” 
I clenched my fist. 


“But the past me was in a first floor bar. It was just a spectacle to watch. I didn’t even know what had 
happened. I lost the chance and ended up staying a F Class hunter my entire life...damn. The more I 
think about it, the more stupid I was.” 


-Heehee. 

Bae Hu-ryeong laughed. 

-So. How does it feel being promoted from an extra to a main character? 

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I pulled out my phone. 

It was to see how the online community was reacting to this. 

-what’s this what’s the fireworks 

-There’s fireworks on the first floor. Is it just this floor? 

-im on the 3rd floor but theres also fireworks here 

As expected. 

The fireworks in the middle of the day were burning up the online community. 
-anyone hear the voice just now 

-i heard the 10th floor was cleared but is that true 

-did the black dragon guild clear it? 

-There wasn’t any announcement. What’s going on? 

Online posts. 

-The next assault that the Hunter’s Association announced is 2 weeks later. 


-its def not the black dragon! They’re all in front of the cafe in front of babylon bank on the 1st floor. 
picture attached as proof 


-who cleared it? 


More posts. 

-[Breaking News] 10th floor cleared! 

-Guild that cleared it hasn’t been revealed yet. 

-[Breaking News] Black Dragon, no announcement of clearing. 


With every second, new posts were uploaded on the community. It was just one of them. All hunter 
communities were like this, and this fire soon spread to other communities. 


News agencies in Babylon frantically released one-sentence articles, and gossip sparked the fire again. 
-who is it if not black dragon? 


-im praying at the ten thousand temple rn. its crazy here. seems like the its not the ten thousand temple 
either. 


-yeah! it’s the sword saint! 
-the sword saint cleared it by himself. 100% 
-ah, sword saint can do that 


At first, the fire burned individually. Some pushed for the Ten Thousand Temple. Other places pointed 
at the Sword Saint. Count, Venomous Snake, Crusader, etc. All the greatest hunters were mentioned at 
least once. 


But... 

-what r u talking about. sword saint is drinking milk in a bar? 

-its not sword saint. picture attached as proof 

-venomous snake was teaching training guild members 

-what are you talking about? 

-crusader working in babylon square 

-i asked myself. sword saint said it’s not him 

-wait. It doesn’t make sense 

-this is sanghyun’s executive. I can’t reveal my real name but its not sangryun. 
-why isn’t there a single guild saying they cleared it 

-what the f*** 

The burning communities gathered as one. With one huge question. 
-then who is it 

-does no one know who cleared it? 


-who’s the hunter that subjugated the 10th floor? 


-just who... 


I turned off my phone’s home screen. 

And I decided to answer what Bae Hu-ryeong asked me earlier. 
“My feelings right now.” 

From sometime. 

I was smiling. 

“Tt honestly feels great.” 


It was something I had never felt in my entire life. But I knew what feeling this was without anyone 
telling me. I instinctively knew. 


It was the feeling of being at the top. 
“T feel like I’m on top of the world.” 
-Right? 

Bae Hu-ryeong smirked. 


-That’s nothing more than an illusion. You’re not on top, and you only subjugated the 10th floor. But it’s 
not 100% an illusion. Kim Gong-ja. You’re closer to the top than anyone else in your world. 


“T know.” 
I turned my gaze. 
“Now all that’s left is to really be at the top.” 


The stone stairs who had to pass if you wanted to challenge the hellfire residence. There was one 
person running up the stairs. 

It was the doorkeeper that I had tricked saying I had a terminal illness. 

1” 


“Pant, cough...! Gasp. Hunter-nim... 


The doorkeeper was soaked in sweat. It seemed like he had run immediately over. And he stopped in 
front of me gasping for breath. 


“That...that just now. W, Was it you?” 
“T don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
“T, The 10th floor clear!” 


The doorkeeper shouted. 


“I’m in charge today...and you were the only hunter to challenge the 10th floor today, so....it’s a mess 
right now. The Hunter’s Association keeps on calling me to ask what happened. ..!” 


“Mm ” 


I looked at the doorkeeper. Buzz. Buzzz. When he was talking to me, his pocket kept on vibrating. It 
was probably the calls. Like he said, he seemed like the entire Tower was panicked. 


I smiled. 

“What are you going to do about it if I really cleared it?” 

“Excuse me?” 

“T asked what you’re going to do if I’m really the hunter who cleared the 10th floor.” 
“1, That’s:..” 

The doorkeeper had a flustered face. 

“T wasn’t able to check your ID so...I would do it now.” 


“Naah. Doorkeeper-nim. That’s strange. It wasn’t that you couldn’t check my ID. You even took 100 
Gold from me.” 


“T, That’s.” 
“You go through a lot while working.” 


I softly pat his shoulder. He looked at me with a disoriented face. And I passed him to head down the 
stone stairs. 


I heard a desperate shout from behind me. 


“P, Please wait amoment! Hunter-nim! Even your nickname is alright! Please at least tell me your 
nickname before you leave! Or else I’ll be beat up by my Association seniors!” 


I answered without looking back. 
“T don’t have a nickname.” 
“Work hard. Ah, and don’t follow me. Or I’ Il really run away.” 


Thankfully, the doorkeeper didn’t follow after me. Even if he did, it didn’t matter. I could easily lose 
him since he was tired from the stairs. 


-Hey. His face is a sight to see. It’s like he saw a ghost. 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered looking behind him. 


-Anyways, good job. That’s how you raise the value of your name. Yup. You have to make people find 
you. Even without you telling... 


“Sword Emperor.” 


-Huh? What? 

I stood in front of the transmission stone that was in front of the 10th floor entrance. 
“T, realized.” 

-Realized what? 

“Why you suddenly complimented me.” 

I reserved the one heading down to the 1st floor and spoke. 

“The bet.” 

Bae Hu-ryeong paused. 


“T remembered. You promised to call me Gong-ja-nim if I cleared the boss in 2 Coins, right? Wow, 
what are you gonna do now. I really did it in 2 Coins. Our Sword Emperor-nim is in big trouble.” 


-Hey. Gong-ja...but we’re partners...isn’t that a bit wrong? 
Bae Hu-ryeong pleaded with a face that was about to cry. 


-Think about it. Partners have equal standing. You and me. Equal standing. Someone who dominated 
up to the 99th floor and someone who’ll challenge the 100th floor. Hey, partner! Friend! How beautiful 
is that! 


I brightly smiled. 
“Alright. Now call me Gong-ja-nim when you talk to me.” 
“Forever.” 


It was then, when Bae Hu-ryeong’s face fell in despair. 
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Chapter 19 -The Luxury of a Cup of Coffee (1) 


Translator: HH 


Mumble mumble. 

“So who subjugated the 10th floor for real?” 

“I’ve been watching the news but there’s nothing. Only gossip...” 

“Isn’t the Black Dragon hiding it on purpose? And they’I1l do a big reveal...” 
“Ah. I said it’s the Sword Saint for sure!” 

In the city of the tower’s first floor, people were hectic. 


People were happy that the difficult 10th floor was finally cleared. But they were all gathered in cafes 
to discuss who the secret challenger was. 


How would they react? 

“Mm.” 

If they knew that person himself was sitting right next to them. 

“It’s sweet.” 

I sipped my caramel macchiato. This cafe across Sangryun was the only Starbucks in Babylon. 


I admired that fact that even though you couldn’t leave the tower once you entered it, there were still 
franchises. And there was even the franchise with the red nosed chubby old man as the mascot. 


Ah. The desire of humans! 


“What do you think, Sword Emperor? Isn’t victory sweet? Actually, I feel like even an espresso will 
taste sweet right now. Hm?” 


“Hm. Is this earphone broken? That’s weird. There’s no reply.” 
I tapped the earphone in my ear. Of course, there wasn’t any sound coming from it. 
It was a simple trick of the eye. 


I would seem like a crazy person if I just spoke to myself, so I pretended like I was calling someone. It 
actually worked quite well. No one in the cafe looked at me like I was weird. 


“Sword Emperor-nim? Sword Emperor? Excuse me, Mr.Psychopath. Excuse me, Mr. Crazy Guy?” 


-...what. 


“Ah. Now I can hear you. I thought you were deaf now. Tsk tsk, you made the superior Gong-ja-nim 
worry. Humans shouldn’t do that.” 


“Ah, right. You’re a ghost, not a human. I’m stupid, so I forgot. Oh right! Sword Emperor. Can I speak 
informally to you now? It’s weird if I speak formally to you when you call me Gong-ja-nim. Right?” 


-...fuck... 
Floating opposite of me, Bae Hu-ryeong’s shoulders shook. 


-I’ve never experienced this humiliation in my entire life...emperor...how could someone who was 
called an emperor become like this... 


“Nah. It was just a joke. Even if I’m called Gong-ja-nim, I couldn’t speak informally to such a senior. 
Although I could. I can. I’ll just call you Sword Emperor-nim from now on. How’s that? Satisfied?” 


-Just kill me instead! 
Bae Hu-ryeong cried out. 


-Get a new skill and replace the Sword Constellation slot! You can do that, you son of a bitch! Just kill 
me! 


“Oh no. This person’s saying things he shouldn’t. Aren’t we partners, partner? Forever friends. Best 
friends! Who in the world would kill their best friend? From now on, we’|l be together forever.” 


-Sob sob sob. Whatever...I’m just not gonna say anything. Grandpops Marcus. I wanna go back to 
grandpop.... 


Ah, it was sweet. 

I looked up at the sky sipping my coffee. 

[22:32:50] 

The clock in the sky showed that an hour had passed. 
Just when I was thinking it was time for it to show up. 
-Meow. 

“Mm?” 


A brown cat crawled up to me. It was too clean to be a stray. If there was something special about it, it 
was that there were two gold pieces on its neck instead of a bell. 


Gulp. 
I wondered how I should deal with this situation. 


‘Gold Piece Cat.’ 


-Hm? 

‘Gold Piece Cat. It’s a really famous...ah. People wouldn’t know about it now.’ 
This cat wasn’t a normal pet. 

It would be a well-known mascot of the Tower about 5 years later. 

‘.... didn’t know such a bigwig would come to me.’ 

I supposed I should pretend like I didn’t know anything. 

I calmly looked down at the cat. Controlling my face. 

“Are you lost?’ 

-Meow. 


The brown cat rubbed its head on my legs. I was a bit dumbfounded. If I didn’t know its real identity, I 
would just think it was a friendly cat. 


“Do you wanna stay with me until your owner comes?” 
y' y 
-Meoooow. 


I lifted the cat onto my laps. The cat calmly licked its paws in my lap like that’s what it wanted the 
entire time. It even yawned with a meow. 


‘I can’t believe it’s a person crazy for cats. The acting is incredible.’ 

I rubbed the cat’s head. 

-Meooow. 

As I was listening to the cat purr, a group of hunters came towards me. One of them spoke to me. 
“Excuse me. Is your name Kim Gong-ja?” 

“Mm.” 


Just by a glance I could tell their equipment was expensive. They weren’t just a ragtag bunch. If not 
guild masters, at least executives. A group of those kinds of people were gathered around the cafe. 


I showed my ID to them. 
“T wondered how long it would take. It took exactly 1 hour and 30 minutes I see.” 


“ 1” 


The hunters’ eyes shook upon seeing my ID. They frantically pulled their phones out and started to 
contact others. 


“Yes. I found him!” 
“In the cafe right across the bank...” 


“No. Other guilds are also here...yes. Yes, sir! Understood, boss.” 


“Don’t worry. I won’t have him taken by other guilds!” 

It was the eve of a storm. 

I contentedly watched what was happening in front of me. 

‘I feel like I’m a VIP.’ 

-Well. Most guilds will try to scout you. You cleared the 10th floor by yourself. That’s a real VIP. 


‘Mm. I guess. Even a person who cleared the 99th floor calls me Gong-ja-nim, so it would be weird if I 
wasn’t a VIP.’ 


-Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuck! 

The hunters ended their calls one by one. 

And they all looked at me with nervous faces. 

As I waited for the first guild to speak up, a large blonde hunter took a step forward. 


“T am the HR team leader of the Civil Militia Guild. Kim Gong-ja hunter-nim. As you may already 
know, the Civil Militia is the most honorable guild in Babylon. If you enter our guild...!” 


“Just a moment.” 

I lifted my hand. The HR team leader of Civil Militia paused. 

“Sorry for cutting you off. But let’s speak after two things are clearly established.” 
“First. Let’s not leak anything to the media.” 


I slowly looked at the hunters. I could guarantee that none of these hunters would be a lower rank than 
me. Before I regressed, I wouldn’t even have dared to look at them. But now, I didn’t fall short to any 
of them. 


My performance. 
I had the achievement of being the first person to subjugate the 10th floor. 
This was like a landmark that no hunter could destroy regardless of their level. 


Competent hunters considered performance important. If they were competent, they wouldn’t be able 
to treat me like I was nothing. 


“T won’t sign a contract with any guild that leaks my name to the public. I won’t even associate with 
them. Please be aware.” 


“Uh...u, until when?” 
Another hunt raised their hand to ask. 


“The Golden Newspaper reporters are sticking their noses into all the guilds...Kim Gong-ja-nim. I 
don’t know how long we’|l be able to hide this.” 


“Well, I’m not saying to hide this forever.” 

I pointed at the sky. 

The hunters all looked up at the sky too. 

[22:25:31] 

“Just until today. Until the clock reaches 00:00:00, please keep the ban.” 
“Ah! Alright. Somehow until then...understood.” 

The hunters all sighed in relief. 

I smiled. 

‘I can’t be held up by reporters. Not when I have to run as fast I can to the 11th floor when it opens.’ 
I opened my mouth again. 

“That’s the first condition. And for the second-” 
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The hunters all looked at me with stiff expressions. They were probably nervous about what difficult 
condition I would request. 


I grinned and looked around me. 
“-this is a public area so let’s respect the other customers.” 
“Pardon?” 


“Can’t you see the customers looking this way? They’re surprised because you all suddenly gathered 
here.” 


I was right. 


All the other customers were looking this way. Most of the customers whispered to each other with 
suspicious eyes. There was even a customer who looked like they were filming this. 


“Tt’s a nuisance.” 

“IT know you were all rushed looking for me, but let’s take it slow. It’s not like I'll run away.” 

“S, Sorry.” 

The hunters realized the environment and dispersed. 

“T’m sorry. I can’t tell you the reason but if you could move...” 

“Sir. How much would it cost to rent this cafe for 1 hour?” 

“Everyone, thank you for your understanding! If you come to Chen Mu-mun sometime, we'll...” 


The scale of the large clans’ executives was definitely different. 


It took 5 minutes for them to make everyone leave and rent to the cafe from the owner. The cafe was 
empty after only 5 minutes. 


“Alright.” 
We entered a corner of the cafe and started to speak. 
“Then let’s start the negotiations. State your conditions.” 


Funnily, they all had a cup of coffee in their hands. It was because I said they were being a nuisance. 
How cute. 


“.,.Our Civil Militia offers 10,000 Gold for the contract fee.” 
That was the starting point. 


“10,000 Gold? Dang. You’re showing you’re poor in a place like this. Kim Gong-ja hunter-nim! Please 
sign up with the Adventure League. We promise 20,000 Gold, and an executive position.” 


“Come to Chen Mu-mun, hunter-nim. Our guild grows combat specific hunters and we’|] take you in as 
a trainer with 25,000 Gold.” 


“The position of a trainer is just annoying. Please think well. Kim Gong-ja hunternim! If you come into 
our Ten Thousand Temple, we guarantee an honorary position. To be honest, we hope you promote our 
clan. With 30,000 Gold and a separate pay for other jobs...” 


“Association! Please work as an ambassador for the Association!” 
It was a mess. 


The HR team leaders all pleaded with me. I understood how they felt. All the high guilds probably felt 
pressured by Sword Saint. 


The lone hunter who didn’t register in any of the guilds who was Rank 1! 


Because of that, people probably wondered. If there was really a need to register in a guild. If solo play 
was the best option... 


‘Although it’s because Sword Saint is special.’ 

It still hurt the reputation of the guilds. 

‘And if a new hero that was as famous as the Sword Saint was born?’ 
I smiled. 

‘They would do anything to scout him.’ 

At the very least, block other guilds from taking him! 

Was probably the orders that these team leaders got. It was obvious. 
“C, Civil Militia can give 36,000 Gold as the contract fee...” 


“Sheesh. The poor guilds should step back. Hm?” 


“Are you trying to fight us with thousands? Don’t you understand the situation?” 

“Us Alchemy Castle can...!” 

It was then. 

“Sangryun.” 

A heavy voice came from somewhere. 

“50,000 Gold.” 

The hunters all turned their heads. Their gazes landed on my lap. To be exact, it was the cat on my lap. 


The cat meowed and jumped up. It’s feet were soft paws when it jumped off my lap, but when it 
landed, that wasn’t the case. They lightly landed with shoes. 


“50,000 Gold. I can give it to you here if you prefer.” 

The person looked back. Clang. The 2 gold pieces on their necklace made a clear sound as they shook. 
“And the spot of Sangryun’s vice leader position.” 

Hunter Rank 3. 

The guild master of the Merchant’s Association. Count. 

“50,000 Gold and vice guild leader. How’s that.” 


A woman with the skill of [Metamorphosis] brightly smiled and spoke. Although she was probably 
over 40, she looked to be in her 20s. She was probably drinking elixirs everyday. 


She was the wealthiest person in the tower. 

“Mm.” 

A bigwig that I wouldn’t have met in the past. 

I forced myself to calm down and smiled. 

“Now we’re talking.” 

The first step of negotiating for my body ended. 
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“Hmm. You got guts.” 
Count slightly lifted a corner of her mouth. 


“And you don’t seem to be that surprised that a cat turned into a human...you’re not like young folks 
these days. Ah, this is a compliment.” 


“Thank you. I do have guts. I even see ghosts and stuff.” 

“Ahahaha. You’re even relaxed enough to joke. Amazing.” 

Count started to wave her fan and laughed. Even though he didn’t say that as a joke. 
os Os ered 

“Um...” 


The hunters all peeked at each other. Only the Count laughed. The team leaders who had been loudly 
shouting prices became quiet as mice with the arrival of the Count. 


“Uh, maam. Pardon me, but...” 
The large blond hunter carefully spoke up. 
“Pardon yourself.” 


“Isn’t 50,000 Gold and the vice guild master...too much? O, Of course, subjugating the 10th floor is 
amazing. But...the skills of Kim Gong-ja...are...not known...” 


As he went on, he stuttered more. It was because he suddenly forgot out to speak. The Count was 
covering her mouth with her fan and looking at him. She smiled with her eyes past the fan. 


“ ” 
“Are you done pardoning?” 
Boers ial 


“Then before you pardon yourself more, bring your bosses. Sorry, you guys won’t understand me. Ah, 
it doesn’t matter if you can bet higher than 50,000 Gold. Just sit here comfortably.” 


She was politely telling them to ‘piss off.’ 

And since they were being told to piss off, there was nothing else they could do. They left one by one. 
And after 10 minutes, like they handed the baton over to someone else, new hunters entered the cafe. 
“Fucking Sangryun!” 


Rank 5. Venomous Snake, Guild Master of Chen Mu-mun. 


“Mm. I’m a step behind. I admit it’s our mistake.” 
Rank 4. Guild Master of Ten Thousand Temple, heretic questioner. 


“Mistake isn’t the right word. Our job isn’t to welcome a new hero, but to stop the existing hunters 
from being confused. You were too excessive.” 


Rank 8. Vice Guild Master of Civil Militia, Crusader. 

Rank 2. And even the Guild Master of Black Dragon, Black Witch. 
‘Wow.’ 

I exclaimed to myself. 

“They’re all assembled.” 


I was proud of myself. They were the highest rankers that I only saw in interview videos and such. 
They all sat down in front of me. I was able to realize how much more expensive my body was now. 


“Welcome.” 
Count cupped her chin and laughed. 


“T don’t know how long it’s been since we gathered like this. It feels like yesterday when we 
subjugated the 2nd floor together. Now we’re all old.” 


“Ssangryun. [TN: An extra S on Sangryun sounds like bitch in Korean.] Before I boil you in soup, shut 
up.” 


Venomous Snake growled. 


Chen Mu-mun’s Guild Master, the one-eyed hunter. The person known to be the one to successfully 
clear the 2nd floor had an eye patch on his eye. 


They said it was a scar after challenging Sword Saint. 


“T heard on the way here. What, 50,000 Gold? Vice Guild Master? You always cosplay a beast and even 
your IQ’s been reduced to a beast’s? The 50,000 Gold I could understand since that’s Ssangryun’s 
specialty, throwing money around, but Vice Guild Master my as...” 


“Alright! Let’s order coffee!” 
Heretic Questioner spoke brightly. 


“Tt’s rude to enter a cafe and not even order. Should the people who lead the greatest clans in the tower 
be like this? I’ll order a cafe mocha. Everyone?” 


“Ah, I’d like a warm americano.” 
“A cool cafe latte sounds nice.” 


«hazelnut latte. Hot. Additional shots. Grande.” 


The Guild Masters spoke one by one like they had been waiting. The only person to be surprised was 
Venomous Snake. 


“What? Coffee? Hey. The world’s been turned upside down because the 10th floor was cleared, and 
coffee goes down your throats? Are these bastards suckers for caffeine or...” 


“Chen Mu-mun would like a dark espresso, I see. Understood.” 
“This fucking religious guy...?” 
“Store owner-nim! Please take our orders!” 


Heretic Questioner ignored the Venomous Snake and shouted. Flinch. The barista at the counter 
trembled. She became pale at the fact that she would be making coffee for the highest rankers. 


“W, Would...you like to....order...?” 
“Yes!” 
Heretic Questioner beamed. 


The Guild Master of Ten Thousand Temple. The blonde hunter. The young man who was in charge of 
making sure religious fights didn’t occur in this place where people from all over the tower were 
gathered was famous for speaking formally to everyone. 


I heard he even spoke politely to terrorists he questioned. 


“One tall iced cafe mocha. One tall warm americano. One tall iced caffe latte. One grande warm 
hazelnut latte, with a shot. And one espresso! That’s my order!” 


“Yes! Uh, yes...!” 

“Ah, right-” 

Heretic Questioner turned his gaze. 

“-what would hunter Kim Gong-ja-nim like?” 


All kinds of gazes landed on me. The table instantly became quiet. An amused gaze. A bright gaze. A 
violent gaze. A cold gaze. An indifferent gaze. Five faces and 10 eyeballs silently looked at me. 


Like they were testing my reaction. 
-Don't be scared. 
Then, Bae Hu-ryeong, who had been quiet all this time, spoke up. 


-They’re not much. Just think that they’re not that much! You were even killed by grandpops Marcus. 
None of them are better than grandpops. 


‘T know.’ 
I knew well. 


‘It’s just a mind game.’ 


And it was a twisted, tricky mind game. 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

“Store owner-nim. Do you have a menu?” 
“Sorry?” 


“Maybe because I have a macchiato earlier, I don’t really feel coffee right now. I want to decide after 
seeing a menu...mm. Never mind. Please give me a hot chocolate if you have one.” 


“A, Alright.” 

Composure. 

I had to show a composed attitude right now. 

“These people didn’t randomly come here at once.’ 

Earlier, when the team leaders came, and now, the hunters all arrived at the same time. 
Was this a coincidence? 

“Never!” 

A strategy hidden behind coincidence. 

They were acting. 

‘This is a strategy to make me lose my composure.’ 

It was a high-class strategy, kind of like how gangsters ganged up on one person to threaten them. 
“Well. Even if they’re a bit more scarier than hunters...’ 

It was a frozen and tense atmosphere. 

‘It’s nothing compared to being burned alive.’ 

In other words, it was just a little ice. 


Before I was killed by the Flame Emperor, I would’ve trembled in fear seeing these people...but not 
anymore. I wasn’t scared at all. 


The reason was ridiculously simple. 
“Try to kill me if you want.’ 

Even if they killed me, I would be fine! 
Bae Hu-ryeong nodded his head. 


-Yeah. Like I said. That talent is your strength! Glare at them like they can try to kill you if they want. 
Put power behind your eyes! Like these losers who can’t even kill you are acting tough! 


‘Uh, thanks for the support. But I’m not going to let you off the hook. 
-This damned...! 


Bae Hu-ryeong grabbed his head in despair. 
“Mm.” 
On the other hand, the Heretic Questioner’s expression changed. 


“Interesting. It seems like you didn’t do much before subjugating the 10th floor. A sudden change... 
guess you can’t tell what’s gonna happen to anyone!” 


“He did do something.” 
The Count covered her mouth with her fan and smiled with her eyes. 


“That youngster was chosen as my guild’s lottery winner. He’s got luck. And guts. And I don’t know 
how, but seeing as he cleared the 10th floor, he’s got skills. Luck. Guts. Skills. If a youngster has those 
3, they’ ll succeed.” 


“Haa...so that’s why I said earlier!” 
Venomous Snake sighed from across the table. 


“Don’t do this and that and just scout him! Would the person who cracked the 10th floor be a newbie 
who doesn’t know anything? Tsk. We put on an act even though it didn’t work...” 


“That’s not important.” 
The Guild Master of Black Dragon, who had been sitting quietly stood up. 


“Just because some of our reputations were hurt doesn’t mean all of ours were. We’re all busy. Let’s 
push back blaming others.” 


“Grunt...” 

“Hunter Kim Gong-ja.” 

The Witch looked at me. 

“Tl ask directly. Which guild are you planning on signing up for?” 
A steady gaze. 


“If you’re planning on not registering in any guild like the Sword Saint, let us know in advance. We 
have to discuss how to handle the media if that happens.” 


“And if I’m planning on applying?” 
“An intense auction will start.” 
The Witch calmly spoke. 


“We’ve stayed too long on the 9th floor. It was just tough. But since you cleared the 10th floor, the 
chance to advertise the value of the Tower to the outside world has come again.” 


“A chance, you say.” 


“Yes. Chance. A chance to bring people from the outside who aren’t just war refugees.” 


The barista brought a tray over and served coffee. No one spoke. The Witch just took a sip of her 
hazelnut latte. 


“And most of all. The hunters who were living comfortably on the 1st floor will have a renewed sense 
of adventure with the 10th floor open. What kind of world will be waiting there? Even the realists will 
wonder. 


“The shortage of food will be solved.” 

The Witch looked at me like she didn’t expect what I said. 

“’..you’re quick to understand. That’s right. It’s hard to manage the supply of food with just 9 floors.” 
“I’ve been opening a pathway from the outside world to here 24/7.” 

The Count smiled. 

“T’m not as strong as I used to be. It’s a bit tiring with my age.” 

“We need a new product.” 

The Witch continued to speak. 


“We need to bring adventurers to the land beyond the 10th floor. And we need to find things that can 
only be found past the 10th floor.” 


“Then we need a way to positively appeal to the outside world. Something like [Start of a New Era! ]. 
And you're saying that’s me, right?” 


“_,.Right. Exactly on point.” 
They were all things that would happen in the future. 


That was also the reason why the Guild Masters couldn’t touch the Flame Emperor. To be a hero. Being 
the new icon of the new era. It was because for the tower to keep growing, there needed to be new 
heroes! 


‘But the Black Dragon still tried to assassinate the Flame Emperor.’ 
I thought of the conversation I overheard in the slums. 

-Who ordered you to kill me? Just answer that. 

-Was it the Witch of Black Dragon? 

The Saintess had nodded her head back then. 


If she was telling the truth, then the Witch in front of me had tried to poison the Flame Emperor. I 
couldn’t know the reason why now but... 


“We’ll get along.’ 
Why? 


‘Someone who hated the Flame Emperor can’t be a bad person!’ 
Like the enemy of my enemy was my friend. I felt a camaraderie with her. 


“T understand what you’re saying. You’re saying the guild that successfully catches me can be the new 
symbol of the tower’s growth. And other guilds will probably have to act as lackeys.” 


“Yeah.” 

“T’Il feel bad if that happens...so let’s do this.” 

The hunters focused on my words. 

I pulled out the trump card I had. 

“...a trump card?” 

The Witch tilted her head. 

“Are you saying we should choose by playing a game? The guild you’ll be in?” 
“Yes.” 

“T’]l join the guild of the winner. I don’t even need a position or contract fee. However!” 
I grinned. 

“If I win, I’ll apply simultaneously to all your guilds.” 


its ” 


“Ah. P’ll only be a guild member on the outside. In reality, you have to treat me like I’m on the same 
level as you all. And you can sell my image, so it’s good for you. I’ll be on the same level as the leaders 
of all the greatest guilds. How’s that sound?” 


At that moment, the eyes of the Guild Masters changed. 

“Hahahah.” 

Count burst out in laughter. 

“A youngster who just subjugated a single floor wants to be treated like us?” 
“Yes. If I win.” 

“Amusing. I’m fine with that.” 

The Count put her coffee down and looked around. 

“What about you guys?” 

“As long as there’s no tricks, I’m fine as well!” 


The Heretic Questioner agreed first. 


“_..let’s not use our skills. Then you all have the advantage. If you get caught using your skill, that 
person’s automatically disqualified.” 


Next was the Venomous Snake. 


“Our guild is poor anyway so if we bid on you we’ll lose. Even if I lose the game, I won’t lose anything 
else, and if I win, I’ll gain a lot. Sounds good.” 


And the Crusader agreed. 

Lastly, the Witch nodded her head. 
“Fine. ll accept your suggestion.” 
The gamble was on. 


We decided the rules of poker. The rules itself were simple. The highest rankers neatly checked whether 
there were any tricks on the cards. 


‘Sword Emperor.’ 

And when the cards were distributed. 

-Huh...? 

“You don’t really want to call me Gong-ja-nim, right?’ 
I called out to Bae Hu-ryeong, who was still in despair. 
‘Let’s do this.’ 

-Do what...? 

‘Just call me that until the end of this game.’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong’s eyes widened. 

-Huh? Can I really do that?! 

“Yes. Of course.’ 

I grinned. 

‘Instead, you have to tell me what cards each of these players are holding.’ 
-Yes! Yes! Alright! 

Bae Hu-ryeong jumped up and down. 


-That’s fucking easy! As expected of Gong-ja-nim! Look at this generous guy! I don’t know how 
someone can be this nice! You want to know what cards these bastards have? Yup, don’t worry. I’ll 
even tell you if they’re cheating or not! Sir! 


Alright. 


Time to begin. 





For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 21 -The Luxury of a Cup of Coffee (3) 


Translator: HH 

-Gong-ja-nim! This is a straight. Kill him. 

“Die.” 

-Ah. Gong-ja-nim. He’s bluffing. Ah, you poor thing. Call him out and kill him. 
“Call.” 


-Dang. He has the same cards as Gong-ja-nim. But what can we do? Gong-ja-nim’s two pairs are the 
highest? Heehee. This is fun. Let’s keep on going until we die, Gong-ja-nim! 


“Raise.” 


-Wow. He’s trying to get a full house? Gong-ja-nim. Don’t worry. I just looked under the table to see 
the cards. He won't get a full house. Trust me, and go! 


“All in.” 

About 30 rounds of poker continued. 

The guy opposite of me trembled. Venomous Snake. The one-eyed hunter was burning up. 
“Shit! This is a scam!” 


The Venomous Snake burst up. Boom! The table shook. Other hunters raised their cups like they 
expected this. Fortunately, we were able to avoid spilt coffee. Mm. Good timing. 


“Tt doesn’t make sense! It’s already been 30 rounds but this guy hasn’t lost once. Even bluffing doesn’t 
work. This is a scam! I don’t know if it’s passive, but he’s using a fucking skill! It’s a scam! A scam!” 


“Do you have proof?” 


I sipped my hot chocolate. It was cold now, and became a weak chocolate latte. This was tasty in itself 
as well. 


“T might be an expert at poker. I’ll feel wronged if you accuse me like this without any proof. Look 
upon me nicely, sunbae-nim. [TN: Sunbae-Term for addressing someone with more experience than 
you in a particular subject] 


“Hey, is this really a F Class hunter?!” 
The Venomous Hunter shouted while looking around him. 


“How is this a F Class hunter! I’ ll believe it if you say the Association lied about it after taking some 
side money. He’s at least a B Class!” 


“Wow. How’d you know? That I’m not a F Class?” 
“Right? I knew i....” 


“Actually, I became an E Class Hunter yesterday. But I was busy clearing the 10th floor yesterday and I 
wasn’t able to let the Association know.” 


I smiled. 
“Thank you for judging me so highly. And Mr. Master. You’re out of chips.” 
“Ehias” 


The Venomous Snake turned away and plodded away. To the out zone. It was where the people without 
any more chips sat. 


“Welcome! Chen-mu Master!” 
Heretic Questioner, who had been out first, brightly smiled. 


“T thought it was about time for you to be out. So I ordered another expresso! You don’t need to refuse. 
Drink as much as you want.” 


“T don’t like espresso...” 

“Yes! I know. Being picky is bad!” 

“Fucking zealot...” 

The Venomous Snake sat down in the out zone looking like he was gonna cry. 


Now, there were 3 hunters left in the game. Me. The Witch of Black Dragon. And unexpectedly, 
Crusader. 


“Mim ” 


Crusader looked down at her cards and wrinkled her forehead. She was the vice leader of the Civil 
Militia. A hunter famed for her righteousness. The Civil Militia was a guild established to protect the 
capital of the first floor. They were like the police. And I heard she donated all his wealth to an 
orphanage or something. [TN: I thought Crusader was a guy but we learn she’s a girl in this chapter! 
Korean...tsk tsk tsk. ] 


“T lose.” 

Crusader placed her cards down with a sigh. 

“T thought I had a pretty good poker face. Kim Gong-ja. Do you have a clairvoyant skill?” 
“Maybe. It could be clairvoyance or telepathy. Try guessing.” 

“Newbies these days.” 


The Crusader smiled bitterly. She bowed and moved to the out zone. 


“Hey! How could you give up so easily!” 


The Venomous Snake shouted in anger at her. The surroundings of his mouth were messy, like he 
spilled his espresso. 


“You should stick next to him like a hunting dog even if you think it’s not gonna work! Are you gonna 
leave that con-artist be!” 


“Con-artist. That’s too much to the new hero.” 
“He’s obviously using a skill!” 

Crusader shrugged her shoulders. 

“T knew from the beginning.” 

“Huh? What?” 


“Tt would’ve been weird if I didn’t know. Would a newbie really suggest a game of luck without any 
preparation? The fact that he challenged us to this game means that he was letting us know he could use 
a skill and get away with it without being caught. And we accepted that challenge.” 


The Venomous Snake gaped with his mouth open. 

“T, That’s how it was?” 

“Chen-mu Master...it’s good that you work hard for martial arts, but use your head.” 
Crusader looked at the Venomous Snake pitifully. 


“From the beginning, we had nothing to lose. If we win, it would be awesome. But even if we lose... 
like the newbie said. He’s going to apply to all the guilds here. And that’s a pretty good result in itself.” 


“B, But. We have our pride! How are we gonna be treated the same as...” 
“Does pride feed you?” 

The Venomous Snake was left speechless. 

“Espresso feeds you! Here, Chen-mu Master. Drink up!” 

“Fuuck...” 

In the end, the Rank 2 player was left, the Black Witch. 

And me. 

It was us two. 

The Witch focused on her cards and spoke. 

“Tt’s a relief.” 


“What?” 


“Since you can get us.” 
The Witch bet her chips. Raise. She raised the bar. Was she trying to provoke me? 


“1’m from Ukraine. To be exact, I’m from where Ukraine used to be. With the war, after I lost my 
family, I suffered a lot. As you know. A woman living alone outside or in this tower is tough.” 


“T suppose so.” 
I gladly accepted her provocation. Re-raise. I raised the stakes. 


its ” 


She hesitated for a moment and tapped the table twice. It was that she was accepting victory. The Count 
spread the cards out as the dealer. 


“So what are you trying to say?” 
I rubbed my chin, pretending to contemplate. 


“Everyone in the tower. And especially the first generation. It’s hard to find someone who doesn’t have 
a heart-breaking story. I’m an ordinary orphan as well.” 


My cards was one pair. 
“_..this top is like my hometown.” 
Her’s were a flush. 


“In the tower, people don’t ask where you’re from. No, we made it so it was like this. The fact that I’m 
from Ukraine. That Chen-mu Master’s from China. That you’re from Korea...that isn’t important in 
our tower.” 


“Ts that so?” 


“Yes. Thanks to the blessing of the tower, we can understand each other. Here, we’re all equal. At 
least...more than the outside world.” 


If this went on, I would lose. 

But I raised the stakes higher composedly. 
“People outside consider here a trash can.” 
“Even roses bloom in trash cans.” 

The Witch signaled a call. 


“Kim Gong-ja. The moment the clock in the sky shows [00:00:00], the media will pour out articles 
about you. You’lI start a life different from before. I hope you deal with it wisely.” 


“Sounds good.” 


Another card was flipped over on the table. 


“I’m not bragging, but I like attention. I like it when people compliment me and are jealous of me. It’s 
the truth. That’s all there is to it.” 


Now my cards were two pair. 

“... You’re honest. I guess you’re the exact opposite of Sword Saint.” 
Her cards were still a flush. I had the shorter hand, but. 

“All in.” 

“T’m confident.” 

I lifted my eyes from the card to look at her. 


“T’ll tell you all now while we’re on the subject. I don’t want to be treated like you because I just 
cleared the 10th floor. The 20th floor. 30th. 40th. 50th. And the 100th. I’ll subjugate them all. No 
matter how long it takes.” 


its ” 


“TI know you consider the tower special. I respect that. I don’t plan on uselessly fighting with all of you. 
But I think of you as my opponents.” 


Who would be the first to climb the Tower? 
Who would be called a hero? 


To be remembered by people, to be complement, to receive jealousy. To build the gold tower that 
everyone saw. 


“T want to see the world beyond the tower rather than within the tower.” 
So I was going to climb the tower. 


“Refugees. Famine. I don’t have time to worry about that. Honestly. If you need my name, just use it. 
However many times you want. Just support me in climbing the tower.” 


The feeling of subjugating the tower. I wanted to feel it again. I had only tasted in once...but I felt like 
I was addicted to it. 


Because that’s how amazing it was. 

“... Sight.” 

The Witch sighed after a silence. 

“T thought wrong. You’re not the opposite of the Sword Saint, but exactly the same.” 


The Witch pushed all the chips in. Clatter. They all gathered in the center of the table like a small 
mountain. 


All in. 


“Ts that a compliment?” 

“No, it’s a curse. Greedy people.” 

The last card was flipped. The opponent cards were a flush. Mine were...Full House. 
“Tt’s a compliment.” 

I smiled. 

“Thank you.” 

It was my victory. 

“Then as promised, I hope I’m treated the same as the rest of you.” 

“Can I expect that the more authority you have, the more jobs you’ll have?” 


“Hm? Isn’t the job of a hunter to climb the Tower? Don’t worry. I’ll continue doing the job of a 
hunter.” 


“A lazy newbie...” 

The Witch bitterly smiled. 

-Mm. Kim Zombie is a bit lazy. If there was a skill for laziness, he would’ve reached S Class. 
‘...Are you really going back to Kim Zombie as soon as the game ended?’ 

-Of course, you mutant zombie! Gong-ja-nim my ass!’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong flew around in excitement. 


-Zombie! Zombie! Zombie bastard! Wow, I didn’t know I would miss this so much! I’m never gonna bet 
with you lazy ass again! 


‘Pathetic...’ 

How was the person that was called the Emperor of the Sword this pathetic. 

I inwardly clicked my tongue and stood up. 

“You’re leaving already?” 

“Yes. The 11th floor is opening soon. I have to get ready now if I don’t want to be behind others.” 
“How are you gonna prepare if you don’t know what’s on it?” 

Mm. 

‘It wouldn’t be bad to give them a hint here.’ 


Since I was going to be treated like them, it wouldn’t be bad if they were in my debt a bit. I organized 
my thoughts and spoke up. 


“Tt’s a [Play].” 


“Hm?” 


“The theme of the 11th to the 20th floor is [Play].” 


Everyone looked at me with flashing eyes. It was obvious why. With even the smallest hint, you could 
move faster than others. The information I was giving them right now was priceless. 


“They gave me a hint as a reward for clearing the 10th floor.” 
It was a lie. 


I still hadn’t gotten my reward for the 10th floor yet. I guessed I would get it when the clock hit 
00:00:00. But I still knew what would happen now. 


Knowledge of the future. There was no reason not to use it. 
“T don’t know any more than that.” 

“ .. Thanks for sharing.” 

The Witch nodded her head. 

“T’ll definitely return this favor.” 


I was looking forward to it. 
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[00:00:00] 

The clock in the sky pointed at 0. 
“Zero!” 


The players were all overjoyed. There were people who even threw their hats in the air. Thousands of 
hats soared up. They looked like flowers in spring. 


And before all the hats fell down to the floor- 
[Letting everyone know. ] 

A voice rang out in the sky. 

It was announcing something to everyone. 
[From today, the tutorial is being ended. ] 
That the prologue was now finished. 

[Letting everyone know again. ] 

[From today, the tutorial is being ended. ] 
That it was now the start of the real thing! 
“Woo hooo!” 


People shouted in excitement. Passion. Heat. Enthusiasm. When was the last time hunters were this 
heated up? Even the old man who set up a store and the middle-aged man who gave up on the 2nd floor 
were shouted in happiness in the square. 


Everyone was a hunter at this moment. 
“11th floor! 11th floor! 11th floor!” 
“Open the 11th floor!” 

“Hey, news just came up but...this...” 
And as if responding to their heat. 


The clock in the sky exploded with light. It was a light as powerful as the sun. The hunters shut their 
eyes and looked at the sky through their fingers. I wasn’t an exception. 


[Warriors. Climbers of the tower. ] 


[Congratulations on the crossing over the regrets of the hellfire residence. | 


There was a large human in the air. No, an angel or goddess would be more appropriate. She was 
emitting a holy light, white clothes fluttering in the air. 


It was like something that should be engraved on a temple. 
“Whoa...” 
“Pretty...” 


Everyone in the square let out exclamations. Most hunters were staring blankly up. That was how 
beautiful the image of the goddess was. 


-Zombie. Wake up. That’s not a real goddess. 
But Bae Hu-ryeong was cold. 


Sword Emperor. The one who had cleared up to the 99th floor was seduced by what was in front of 
him. 


-It’s just a system that explains quests to you. 
“ ..Is it like an NPC?” 


-Right. Even if there are goddesses, that’s nothing more than a recorded video. It’s something that 
automatically plays when the 10th floor is cleared. Tsk Tsk. How pathetic. 


I became curious. 

“How do you know that?” 

-Huh? Because... 

It was when Bae Hu-ryeong was about to reply. 


[Warriors! There is a world that needs your help. In this world, there is a scary Devil King. From now, 
you will be summoned as warriors to this place, and you will receive a mission to protect mankind. If 
you want to accept this mission, say ‘Transmit’... ] 


Because she finished, someone jumped into the air. 
“Hup!” 


The hunter lightly stepped on the roof of the building. The 3rd floor. 5th floor. 7th floor. In an instant, 
the hunter arrived at the bell tower of the square. And the hunter flew high midair. 


Sword Saint. 
Marcus Calenberry. 
“Haat!” 


The current Rank 1’s sword technique split the sky. The trajectory of his sword cut past the goddess. 
The image of the goddess was split into two. 


It was a beautiful and quick attack. 


Everyone who had seen the blink-of-an-eye attack dropped their jaws. 
“Huh, huh...?!” 
And that only lasted a moment. 


The split goddess quickly returned. Like how cutting through the ocean was futile, the goddess spoke in 
the same beautiful voice before. 


[...If you want to accept this mission, say ‘Transmit’. Warriors. Then, you’ll take your steps on the 11th 
floor. ] 


The goddess was still shining. 

She had light, but it wasn’t holy anymore. 
Since a god ripped once wasn’t a god anymore. 
“Hmm.” 


Sword Saint lightly landed on a roof. He was wearing the same black suit that I saw in the bar. He 
looked at the sky like he didn’t like something, and slowly looked down at the square. 


The square was silent. 

-Mm. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 

-I did that in the past too. See. NPC, right? 
I was flabbergasted. 

‘...Do you have to check to be satisfied?’ 


-Yeah. I don’t get people who don’t check. Don’t you want to cut it with your sword when something 
big appears? Aren’t all people like that? 


‘Sigh.’ 

He was a psycho. 

I strengthened my vision with Aura and looked at the Sword Saint. Careful not to meet his eyes. 
“Transmit.” 


The Sword Saint quietly mumbled. The same like from the goddess wrapped around the old Sword 
Saint. A moment later, he was gone without a trace. Only White bird poop was left on the roof. 


“Ahahahat!” 
Laughter exploded from the silent tower. The hunters turned their heads. 


It was from the Guild Master of Ten Thousand Temple, Heretic Questioner. 


“T lost again! Ah! It’s a beautiful day today!” 
The Heretic Questioner took off his cap. He politely bowed to the people looking at him. 
“Then I’ll see everyone on the 11th floor! Transmit!” 


A white light covered the Heretic Questioner. The next moment, the Heretic Questioner was gone. 
Looking at his disappearance blankly, the hunters realized belatedly. 


"UR. 

That the Sword Saint and Heretic Questioner had taken a step ahead of them to the 11th floor. 
And that was the starting point. 

“T, Transmit!” 

“Transmit!” 

“Transmit!” 


Countless hunters shouted out ‘transmit’ frantically. The square was filled with light. Everytime 
someone shouted, light poured to where they were. These lights increased in the thousands and lit up 
the sky. 


[Warriors. Climbers of the tower. ] 

In the midst of that, the goddess’s welcoming was still going on. 

[From the 11th floor to the 20th floor, you will be met with a test. A test of faith. ] 
The goddess gathered her hands on her chest. 

Like she was praying. 

[... You will find your answer. Someone will light the way. So you will be able to know yourself... ] 
But there weren’t many listening to her. Everyone was in a hurry not to be behind. 
The small amount of people that were left were filming it with their phones. 
“What a shame.” 

Someone walked up next to me and muttered. 

The Vice Guild Leader of the Civil Militia. It was the Crusader. 

“A shame?” 


“Think about it. Whoever made the tower put effort into making it. That’s also a message for us. But no 
one cares.” 


The Crusader had a sad expression. 


“People should’ve looked at this emotionally. The fact that there’s a tower and we can use skills is an 
amazing miracle...but we’ve become used to everything on the 10th floor.” 


“You’re a touchy feely person.” 

“Mm. I majored in music on the outside.” 

She lifted a corner of her mouth. 

“Do I seem more charming after hearing I’m a woman who did music?” 
“Ah...I think it’ll be hard to earn money.” 

“Oof. You hurt with facts.” 

We both laughed. 

Bae Hu-ryeong crept between us. 

-Zombie, be careful. This human is suspicious. Hm? 

‘Ugh, what again.’ 


-There’s no way someone would approach someone like you. Do you have a handsome face or 
personality? Everything’s disgusting. Kya, I see! This is a con-artist! 100% 


This guy...never mind. Let’s just not. 

“Excuse me!” 

Then, a crowd of people came at us. 

They weren’t reporters, but seemed to be people doing their own broadcasting online. 


“T, The hunter there is Kim Gong-ha hunter-nim...right?” 
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Translator: HH 

“Oops.” 

The Crusader grimaced in annoyance. 

“T guess the attention’s on us cause of me. Sorry, Kim Gong-ja. I’ll be off for the 11th floor.” 
“_..Wait. Did you approach me to do this?” 

I became reasonably suspicious. 

And the Crusader looked a bit guilty. 

“Haha. It’s because I have the ability to read people.” 

The ability to read people? 

Did she mean she was confident in guessing what someone was thinking? 
She mischievously scratched the back of her head. 


“T spoke with you because I wanted to know what kind of person you were. Think of it as a show of my 
interest.” 


“So what kind of person do you think I am?” 

“Mm. Well, I’ll say the answers in your heart. Transmit!” 
Goodness. 

She’s obviously running away. 

Eventually Crusader left, leaving me to the crowd. 
-Whew. See, I’m right, huh? My greatness is never wrong! 
‘Shit. It’s noisy.’ 


People crowded more around me when the Crusader left. I was surrounded by individual broadcasters 
and reporters. 


“Kim Gong-ja hunter-nim! Please say something!” 


“Ts it true that you cleared the 10th floor boss yourself! People are saying this is a scenario you planned 
to apply at the same time to all the large guilds!” 


“There was an official announcement that you were E Class! Many people are very curious if this is 
true. Can you just confirm...” 


“What kind of relationship are you in with the Crusader of the Civil Militia! You looked really close, 
are you deeply involved personally?” 


“Kim Gong-ja hunter-nim!” 

Wow. 

‘Is this the [Unending Request for Shaking Hands] that only the successful hunters get...’ 
Being on the receiving end, I realized why Flame Emperor had been so annoyed with the reporters. 
I wondered how I should react and decided to say just one word. 
“T’ll clear the 20th floor as well.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Then, work hard everyone. Transmit.” 

Whoosh! 

White light came from under me. 

“Ah, w, wait! King Gong-ja hunter-nim.” 

“No! Get him!” 

“Just a few more-” 

Sorry. 

I think the mysterious concept is the best. 

[Climbers of the tower. ] 

And before the light completely covered me. 

The goddess’s voice spoke for the last time to the square. 

[May luck be with you.] 

The light around me faded away. I could start seeing in front of me. 
What came into my sight first was...a large battlefield. 

-Krrrrk! 

-Chiik! chik! 


Monster. Fearsome monsters were running towards me from the horizon. Goblin. Orcs. Ogres. The 
different species that I saw from the 10th floor in the tutorial were running at me as one. 


They looked like a horde of ants. 
“Stop them!” 


“T, It’s impossible! There’s too many!” 


“Don’t step back! If we’re pushed back, our empire is over!” 
There was only...1 line to block the horde. 


Was this from the Middle Ages? The soldiers wearing armor were trying to somehow close the port. 
The human soldiers tried to put the deep lake behind them. 


“What is this?” 

“What in the world is happening...?” 

“Whoa! E, Everyone, be careful of the arrows! They’re flying around everywhere!” 
Hunters summoned to the battlefield were looking around in confusion. 


It wasn’t weird for them to be so dumbfounded. Since they had only experienced safely prepared 
hunting grounds so far. 


But this was common from the 10th floor. 

‘Like they said, the tutorial’s over.’ 

A battlefield where you didn’t know when you would die. 

A fighting ring where you had to risk your life with every floor. 
“Ohoh!” 


Someone approached the flustered hunters. He was wearing quite fancy armor, like he wasn’t just a 
soldier. The general shouted out to us. 


“Thank you! You’ve come to help our empire, warriors!” 
The hunters murmured. 
“Warriors? What does he mean.” 


“Stupid. Didn’t you hear what the angel said in the square? They’ re receiving the attack of the Devil 
King. We’re the warriors.” 


“We can’t hear in the back!” 

“Whoa, is this real?” 

“Are those soldiers real humans or NPC...” 
“Can you be quiet over there!” 


People kept on arriving even while the hunters were speaking to each other. People came on top of each 
other and pushed others. It was pandemonium. 


“Warriors! Please help our empire!” 


Fortunately, a few skilled people including me knew how to use their Aura to strengthen their sight and 
hearing. While a few non-skilled people were just staring blankly ahead, a few hunters listened to what 
the general NPC was saying. 


“This port is the last defense of our empire. For the empire’s capital to continue being supported, we 
need to defend this place. Warriors from another world! Please protect Aegim Empire with us!” 


Then, a voice rang in my head. 

[The quest of the 11th floor is being given. ] 
Messages popped up in front of my eyes. 

+ 

[Supply Route Defense] 

Difficulty: F~A 


Mission task: Calamity has struck the Aegim Empire. The Devil King. A being only seen in legends has 
forced an army. The Devil King is cunning, evil, and strong. He wishes to block the Aegim Empire’s 
supply route. 


Defend the port! 

This fight will become the first step in saving the empire. 

However, loss in the battle will result in the 12th floor being closed. 
+ 

“Quest...?” 

“See. The Devil King did appear.” 

“Where even is the Aegim Empire.” 


The confused hunters began to realize the situation. Some hunters wordlessly pulled out their weapons, 
and others formed teams. 


And some hunters aimed at the goblins. 

“T wonder.” 

Sword Saint at the front muttered to himself. 

Blood was creating a lake where he was. About 6 monsters fell to the ground headless. 
“-T don’t know the exact situation. But you’re saying we should knock them down first.” 
And he jumped into battle. 

Hunters behind him who were frozen all shouted after seeing him. 

“Wooooo!” 

“Nice! Let’s follow the Sword Saint!” 


“Fucking goblin bastards! For the past 6 years, I cut off thousands of your necks!” 


Thousands of hunters jumped into battle with their weapons, and thousands of hunters followed them. 
The defending forces suddenly grew in number. 


And when the battle was turning into a mess. 

“Okay.” 

I was smiling in the back. 

Because I heard a voice that others couldn’t. 

[Welcome, hunter Kim Gong-ja.] 

[The reward for clearing the 10th floor is being given. ] 

A voice that announced my bonus. 

[Normal stage reward. ] 

[Blessing of the War God is being awarded! ] 

[You can view the map of the tower from the 11th floor to the 20th floor. ] 
A translucent map popped up in front of me. It was a mini map. 


Red and blue spots dizzily twisted around each other and dominated the map. Looking closely, the red 
spots seemed like monsters, and the blue spots seemed like the human forces. 


-Tsk tsk...yup. I knew a cheat bonus would come out! 
Bae Hu-ryeong complained with a frown. 


-While others crawl around on the floor you’ll be looking down from the sky, is that it? Sigh. Yeah. 
Don’t think about building up your skills and use your head. This tower is really unfair when you think 
about it. The fed people continue eating and the ones well off keep... 


But Bae Hu-ryeong’s boomer speech couldn’t go on. 

[Hidden Stage Reward. ] 

[Blessing of the Human God is being awarded! ] 

[You can view all NPC’s names and locations from the 11th to the 20th floor. ] 
-... Huh? 

Because that wasn’t the end of the bonus notifications. 

[Hidden stage reward. | 

[Blessing of the Merchant is being awarded! ] 

[You will receive a chosen item from the 11th floor to the 20th floor. ] 


Next to the mini map, lists popped up. One was a directory of all the NPC’s names and locations. The 
other was a directory with items and their effects. 


We were speechless. 
“Kill them! Push them away!” 
“Accck! The g, goblins are throwing spears!” 


The hunters on the front line diligently fought. Orcs cried out and human soldiers spilled blood. In the 
middle of the noisy battlefield, Bae Hu-ryeong and I were silent. 


The silence was soon broken. 

“Ah. It’s a game to get skills...” 

-What kinda crazy game of luck is this! 

With opposing exclamations. 

Theme. 

The tower had different themes on floors. 
Maybe ‘genre’ will help you understand better. 
The 1st floor to the 10th floor was [Tutorial]. 


There was a hunting ground, and a city where you could rest however long you wanted. It was a step 
for beginners to get used to the tower. 


And from the 11th floor to the 12th floor was a... 

‘Devil King attack genre.’ 

Or a Devil King soldier genre. 

Since it was protecting the human empire, even a defense genre could be applied as well. 
‘It’s defeating the Devil King’s forces coming in hordes.’ 

Anyhow, from now, the level of fighting was different. 


Monsters didn’t roam around by themselves like in the beginning hunting grounds. They formed 
groups. Legions. They made an army. 


There were only 2 ways to attack a monster army. 

‘Be a powerful one-man army strong enough to defeat the army by yourself, or—’ 
I looked at the front lines. 

Sword Saint was massacring the monsters with a blue Aura. 

‘—fight with your own army.’ 


I smirked. 


‘The path I pick this time will be the latter.’ 
SInce I got the bonus. 
Wouldn’t it be a waste if I left this alone? 


Of course, I didn’t have any talent leading an army. Since I never did it before. But all you had to do 
was build those talents up. 


I was confident in making a new talent. 

“Status window.” 

It was to check my current status before I actually jumped into battle. 
a: 

Name: Kim Gong-ja 

Rank: E Class 

Skill (5/5) 

1. I Want to be Like You (S+) 

2. Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX) 

3. Sword Constellation (A+) 

4. Goblin High Society (F) 

5. Night and Day Fire Caution (A) 

+ 

Good. 

A smile spread across my face. 

“Excuse me, Sword Emperor. Did you just curse and say it was a game of luck?” 
-Yeah, I cursed! You poop-like zombie! 

“T’ll show why it’s a game of skill.” 

I opened the NPC directory first. 

With the Blessing of the Human God, countless NPCs popped up. 

+ 

[Enju] Position: Scouter / Location: 11th floor port city Kunkur 
[Karia] Position: Ordinary Soldier / Location: 11th floor port city Kunkur 
[Sorrt] Position: Farmer / Location: 13th floor baron’s field 


[Lapa Casabella] Position: Government Official / Location: 14th floor building 


5. 
It was a list of ten thousands, no, of hundred thousands. 

It was a bundle of confusion. 

But. 

“Marking only NPCs on the 11th floor.” 

Like it had understood me, the list moved by itself. 

Other names disappeared and only names that were related to what I requested popped up. 
+ 

[Enju] Position: Conscripted Soldier / Location: 11th floor port city Kunkur 

[Karia] Position: Ordinary Soldier / Location: 11th floor port city Kunkur 


[Cort] Position: Petty Officer / Location: 11th floor port city Kunkur 


of 
I spoke without rest. 

“Order in the ones with the highest skills. Only the top 100.” 
-Gasp. 


Sound escaped from Bae Hu-ryeong’s mouth. He must’ve realized what I was trying to do already. If 
he had only been complaining earlier, he was really frantic now. 


He quickly tried to convince me. 


-Wait! Zombie! I don’t think this is it. Let’s slowly get stronger. Hm? Slowly train, build up skills, and 
learn sword techniques. How nice is that? 


“Tt doesn’t matter if I do that later.” 


-Eek! Even if you’re a weak-ass guy, this is really not right! Aren’t you even embarrassed, doing that 
with the name of Gong-ja (Confucius)! 


“Mm. Yes. I’m not embarrassed.” 


Regardless of what he said, the list moved according to my words. Letters scattered midair and 
gathered again. 


A new list appeared. 

f 

[Rohan Pansaba] Position: Pansaba Knightage Leader 

[Sarbast Aegim] Position: Kunkur Offense Leader 

[Jeshua Kamancha] Position: High Knight of Imperial Knightage 


[Tomunde] Position: Highest Soldier of Defense 


oe 
Alright. It was almost done. 

I ignored Bae Hu-ryeong and shouted. 

“Mark where the NPCs with the legion leading skills are! Only the top 3!” 
-Aack! Aaaaack!” 

Yes. 

I didn’t have the talent to lead a legion. 

But what was the problem with that? 

I could take it from an NPC with the skill! 

4 

[Sarbast Aegim] Position: Kunkur Offense Leader 

[Rohan Pansaba] Position: Pansaba Knightage Leader 

[Sane Carmen] Position: Defense Legion Colonel 

+ 

The directory of ten thousands decreased to three. 

I gave my final orders. 

“Locate them on the map.” 


-You scammer bastard! 


With the [Blessing of the Human God] the names spread out. They changed into a green light, and 
entered the map with the [Blessing of the War God]. It was perfect. The NPCs with the skills to lead 
were on the map. 


“Okay. Marking my current location!” 
And finally, my location. 


“Definitely a game of skill. Look. If people have the basics to apply things, you can make a good bonus 
into an extraordinary bonus. This is all because I use my head.” 


-Funny. Use your head? You’re just using tricks! 
“Hehe. Using tricks is also a talent.” 
It was done. I didn’t have any reason to hesitate. 


I quickly ran to find the NPC closest to me. Thankfully, they were nearby. The general who had greeted 
the hunters with ‘Warriors!’ It was that NPC who had the best leading skill. 


“General Sarbast Aegim.” 
“Mm? Ohoh. Warrior from another world. What’s the matter?” 


The general looked at me from giving orders to his deputies. His mustache was cool. His skill would be 
cool too. 


-Run away! 
Bae Hu-ryeong cried out. 


-Run away, you stupid NPC guy! This isn’t a warrior but a piece of scum! You’re gonna be leached off 
of everything! 


Scum, he said. 

He was completely proficient in speaking the language of our world now. 

“Since you trust me as a warrior, I have something to request of you.” 

“Go ahead! Thanks to you all, there seems to be hope. If it’s something I can do, I’ll gladly do it.” 


“Please kill me.” 





For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 24 — Enter, Warriors! (3) 


Translator: HH 


The general’s eyes widened. 
“What do you mean?” 


“.,. Actually, I have a secret weapon. Like a self-destruct button. If I die, the blessing of a god will 
descend upon the battlefield. If the blessing is activated, the empire can win.” 


I put on a serious expression. My acting was unexpectedly pretty good. Thinking of the moment Flame 
Emperor burned me up, my face instantly hardened and my voice became determined. 


-Ack! It’s a lie! He doesn’t have a self destruct button! 

Huh. 

The loser ghost who died right before the 100th floor should be quiet. 
“T, That kind of blessing...no. But kill you? I can’t!” 


“General Sarbast Aegim. Please think about what’s important. Whether you use your sword or not, [’Il 
kill myself. Since it’s a sure way to guarantee victory for the empire.” 


I spoke with a serious expression. 
“I’m asking this favor of you.” 
“Favor...?” 


“You’re the leader of this port. You want victory for the empire more than anyone. Rather than dying 
by my own hand or by a monster, I want to leave my life in your hands.” 


oc ” 


1 


“There’s no time. Hurry 
The general had a pitiful face. 

“The survival of our empire is at stake, but to take the life of a warrior from another world...” 
-Hey. Hey! You believe this? Shit! You’re gonna believe Kim Zombie, this guy? Seriously? 


“Our world is definitely cursed. The attack of the Devil King from legend, and how the magical 
animals continue to strike. And to take your life, it must all be a curse...” 


-Your brain is a curse! 
“Ah, please don’t forgive our sins, god...” 


The general spoke in a regretful voice like he was the main character of a tragedy. A sharp and elegant 
blade came out. 


“...Pll send you off without any pain.” 

“Thank you.” 

I really was thankful. 

Dying didn’t matter, but I didn’t like pain. 

“Please tell me your name.” 

“Kim Gong-ja.” 

“Kim Gong-ja...I thank you on behalf of the empire. You are a true warrior!” 
Kashing. 

Like what he promised, it was a clean cut. The blade of Aura instantly cut my neck. 
[You have died. ] 

[NPC Sarbast’s skills are being randomly copied. ] 

As I expected, copying an NPC’s skills was possible. 

And when everything became dark, I heard Bae Hu-ryeong shout out. 
-Stop dying you bastard! Do you like cheating like this! 

I answered him in my mind. 

Sit Gong-ja says. It’s lit. 

The exciting day began again. 

They said this. 

Above a running person, there was a flying person. 

And also this. 

Next to a sword-wielding hunter, there’s a dead hunter. 

Gong-ja-nim said that. 

“Hey, what’s that!” 

“Huh? He seems like a hunter judging by his clothes...>?” 


The battlefield. Hunters turned back from diligently swinging their swords. It was a dangerous thing to 
do while battling monsters. But they had a bit slack to do that. 


I made that slack for them. 
“Warrior!” 
The general shouted back at me. 


“Are you sure this is the right way!” 


His body shook. My body also shook. That’s because we were riding the same horse. 
He was holding the saddle while I was behind him. 
My butt felt horrible but I felt amazing. 


“Crystal. If you head this way and turn to the right, that’s where the demon army’s commander is. 
There’s a bit of monsters nearby. Oh well. It’s ok. We can get rid of them.” 


“Oh! Okay!” 

Because behind us, there were a thousand warriors behind us. 
“Army, follow me!” 

He lifted his baton. 

“The warrior of the goddess will protect us!” 


“WOooo0000!” 


The soldiers shouted and followed the general. The soldiers, who had always been on defense, took the 
offense. Goblins and orcs got in the way, but they fell to the side. 


“Hehe.” 

It was the effect of the minimap. 

I advised the general to attack where the forces of the demons were less. 
“Ah. Turn to the right here.” 

“Understood! Warrior of the goddess!” 


Of course, I hadn’t gotten the general’s trust with just the minimap. Should I say it’s because of the 
day’s repeat? 


I needed a lot of preparation. 

I experienced the general’s trauma when I got my skills...but I’ll talk about that later. 
‘Status window.’ 

Because it was time to focus on what was on hand right now. 
First, skills. The techniques I had were like so. 

+ 

Name: Kim Gong-ja 

Rank: E Class 

Skill (5/5) 

1. I Want to be Like You (S+) 

2. Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX) 


3. Sword Constellation(A+) 

4. Goblin High Society(F) 

5. Discernment of the Battlefield (B) 
ES 

‘The new skill I got is related to war.’ 


Like what it was called, it was a skill that identified the battlefield. If our forces had the upper hand or 
not. How to attack the enemies. I could instinctively feel it. 


It made me into somewhat of an expert. 
‘Although that’s not all of the skills.’ 
I grinned and lifted my sword. 


It wasn’t an ordinary sword. It wasn’t what I used to skill myself either. The shining Sword Body. 
There was an image of a lion’s open mouth on it. As the silver light spread everywhere, the warriors 
gaped. 


“Tt’s the light sent from the goddess!” 

The Holy Sword from the beginning....ah, the empire hasn’t been abandoned!” 
“Hurrah for Aegim Empire!” 

Yes. 

This sword was the last puzzle piece for me to lead the army. 

It was what I picked with the Blessing of the Merchant God. 

fs 

[Lefanta Aegim’s Holy Protection Sword] 

Rarity: Legend 


Summary: ‘One who holds the Holy Sword will hold the empire.’ The Holy Sword from ancestors. 
There is a legend that the ancestor who founded the Aegim Empire received it from the goddess. ‘One 
who holds the Holy Sword will be held by fate.’ 


The ancestor chose his successor and left. Did he kill himself? Was he killed by the rebelling forces? 
When legends and history weren’t different, his whereabouts were unknown, and so was the Holy 
Sword’s. Only leaving a line in history. 


“The day fate arrives, so will the one with the Holy Sword.’ 


The one who had the Holy Protection Sword will be absolutely trusted and supported by the people of 
the Aegim Empire. 


+ 


The effects of the legendary item were outstanding. 
“Hurrah for the empire! Hurrah for the warrior!” 
“Goddess, protect us!” 

“Attack! Kill those dirty creatures!” 

The soldiers ran forward 

“Kya.” 


From what the soldiers saw, I was a legendary warrior. The real person leading them was the NPC 
general but...it felt like I was leading them. 


I felt like I was flying. 

‘Good. Ah, good. I feel like I cleared the hidden stage just with this?’ 
-It’s a fucking useless item! 

Bae Hu-ryeong flew up when I was about to fly up. 

-’It’s just a shiny sword that’s slightly strong! 


“Tsk tsk. You’re sentimentality must be weak since you’re a ghost. This is a shiny sword that all the 
NPCs from the 11th floor to the 20th will go ballistic for. Got it? NPCs aren’t just tools to get quests. 


It was a theory of coincidence. 
“They’re beings to help break through them!’ 
And the development actually worked. 


While the hunter players were sweating like dogs, I was breezing through the battlefield with the 
general. 


“W, What’s that...?” 

Everytime I passed a hunter, they were surprised. There were even some who were stunned. 
“Why’s he going around with the general?” 

“Isn’t he an NPC?” 

“Wow. Wait. It looks like he’s giving orders to the general...” 

“No, look at his clothes. He’s a hunter!” 

“Who is that person...?” 

Surprised voices. Suspicious voices. Jealous voices. 

They were reactions for when people looked up at someone who was above them. 

‘Ah.’ 


I was drunk. 


‘This is it. This. Dang, it’s to die for.’ 


-...this psycho isn’t training his Aura like I taught him to but using it to eavesdrop on gossip. Zombie. 
You’re amazing. You’re really like a Zombie... 


“What can I do!’ 

The attack was working. The monsters continued to fall. 

They were even trying to block us frantically but... 

“Hup!” 

Skilled hunters like Sword Saint massacred the orcs at the front, and- 

“Hahaht! Ah, what a touching day! A new battle! A new era! How-.” 

“Shut up! If you have time to blabber on, get another goblin!” 

Members from large guilds like Heretic Questioner and Venomous Snake were at the sides. 


The wings of the enemies were falling off. There weren’t any extra forces to stop us. Clip! Clop! The 
heads of goblins were crushed under the horses of the soldiers, and spears pierced the orcs. 


“We can win!” 
“Follow the general! Follow the warrior!” 
Attack. And attack some more! 


From some point, there was a hole in the enemy forces. We were almost to the commander. The 
minimap marked him as a red spot. 


-Go, Gorrr. 

Past the general’s shoulder, I could see a high king goblin. 

‘Huh.’ 

I scoffed. 

‘I was wondering what the leader of the enemy forces was but it was a high king goblin?’ 


Of course, it was probably stronger than the high king goblin from the 5th floor that I cleared. Since he 
was leading forces of thousands. But it was only a goblin. If his subordinates were swept aside, I 
wouldn’t be hurt. 


More than anything. 

[Your skill is activating. ] 

I had a skill specialized for goblins. 
-Gorrk! Gor! 


As the goblin lifted his cane, the monsters around him came at us. If it was human language, he was 
probably saying something like ‘Stop those humans, fools!’ 


And to that high king goblin, I shouted. 
“Gorrrk!” 

In fluent goblin language! 

-Go, Gork? 

“Gorrrr!” 

-Gorrk? 


He was clearly flustered. As the leader was flustered, so were his underlings. And during that time, our 
forces were fighting. The last hope for the enemies flew away. 


-Gorrrk?! 

The high king goblin fumbled. Then, he realized that he was tricked. 
But it was too late. 

I put Aura into the Holy Protection Sword and powerfully swung it. 
“Tt was a nice gorrk!” 

I cut the goblin like tofu. His head flew off without even a scream. 
“Whoa!” 

The general shouted, slowing down the horse. 

“The warrior has gotten rid of the demon creature!” 


He wasn’t saying it to me. It was to let his soldiers know. The general put Aura in his voice so his voice 
could be heard in the noisy battlefield. 


The people around him understood what he was saying. 
“The demon creature has been cleared!” 
“The warrior of the goddess had gotten rid of the enemy leader!” 


From the general to his deputies. From the deputies to the commanders. From the commanders to the 
soldiers. Voice rang out again and again like an echo. 


“Whoohooo!” 
Flags were waved in the air. Cheers. It was the cheers of the soldiers. 
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I got off the horse and looked around. 


I met the eyes of a flag bearer. He had lost his left arm in the battle. He was waving the flag with his 
right arm. When our gazes met, he smiled happily. And waved the flag even more. 


Sunlight poured onto the flag. 

“Hurrah for the Aegim Empire!” 

We had won. 

“Get rid of the enemies!” 

“Attack! Attack! Don’t let even one escape!” 
The tables were completely turned. 
-Kerk, kerrr... 

-Grrr! 

The beastly monsters started to run away. 
“Huh?” 

“Look at them.” 


The gazes of the hunters changed. A fight between armies wasn’t familiar, but chasing after individual 
monsters was a hunter’s specialty. The hunters smiled, baring their teeth, and ran at the goblins and 
orcs. 


“Kill them all!” 

It was time to hunt. 

The massacre didn’t last long. 

Some time later, a clear voice rang out over the battlefield. 
[Stage clear! ] 

[Today, the 11th floor stage has been cleared. ] 
It was the voice of victory. 

[Letting everyone know again.] 

[Today, the 11th floor stage has been cleared. ] 
Cheers exploded. 

“Woohoo! Is this real?” 

“Aren’t we too strong?” 

“Hurray for Black Dragon Guild!” 


Hunters exploded in cheers this time. Some threw their caps like in the square, and others hugged each 
other. 


The clearing of the 11th floor in less than a day! 

It was an amazing attack. 

[Calculating subjugators...calculation complete. ] 

[It has exceeded the limit. ] 

[The top 10 clearers are being announced. ] 

The hunters looked up. 

Something was being engraved into the sky with light. 
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Familiar names popped up. 

But as the list became complete, the hunters started murmuring to themselves. 
“Huh? Rank 1 doesn’t have a nickname?” 

“Sword Saint is Rank 2?” 

“Kim Gong-ja...” 


It hadn’t been long since my name was released in the media. People looked confused. But someone 
shouted. 


“Ah, the 10th floor clearer!” 
“Oh right! They said his name was Gong-ja!” 


“Someone who hasn’t received a nickname from the hunter is Rank 1 again?” 


“Are they like a secluded master or something?” 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked sour. 

-Ha. Secluded master, my ass. Just a weak ass who plays tricks...” 
‘Do you acknowledge it’s a game of skills now?’ 

-No! Never! 


He whipped around. He seemed to be mad because I didn’t train with my sword. This ghost... 
prioritized basic skills over everything else. 


I bitterly smiled. 

‘T’ll train my sword technique before the 20th floor is over, so don’t be mad.’ 
-Really? 

His ears twitched. 


‘Yes. Of course. I can’t do nothing when I hang out with the Sword Emperor, right? You’re someone 
who passed the 99th floor. I should beg to be taught.’ 


-Right! 
He spun around the air like he was never in a bad mood. 


-Kya. Zombie finally sees my worth. Even though the tower is a bit different, I really climbed the tower 
in my world like there was not yesterday. The 11th floor was a piece of cake...! 


Ah. It’s easy. 

So easy to ease this ghost. 
How could it be this easy? 
“Warrior of the goddess.” 


While Bae Hu-reyong was flying above, the general approached me. His body was dirty with the blood 
of the monster. Only his face was clean, like he wiped it just now. 


“We were able to be victorious thanks to you. Really, thank you.” 
“Tt’s nothing. We all won together.” 


“Ahaha.” 


He scratched his palm like he was embarrassed. 
“T worried for nothing.” 


“Sorry?” 


“A long time ago, we received a prophecy. That when the Devil King came, warriors from another 
world would come, so we didn’t have to worry...but I didn’t believe it. Why would warriors fight for 
their lives in a world that wasn’t even theirs? 


He smiled. 
“But it was just useless concern. Thank you again.” 
He held out his hand. 


Even though it was a different world, it meant the same thing. Was it because people had hands in both 
worlds? 


“T look forward to your accomplishments in the future.” 

“TI work hard.” 

We shook hands. 

[Calculating rewards...calculation complete. ] 

[Rewards are being given to the highest ranks. ] 

Then, a light surrounded me from the sky, along with a voice. 


It wasn’t just me. Light came from the sky onto the battlefield here and there. One, two, three, four. A 
total of 10 rays of light poured from the sky. 


[The highest ranking challengers enter the 12th floor first. ] 


[Until the highest ranking challengers receive their rewards, the remaining challengers cannot enter the 
12th floor. ] 


[Letting everyone know again. The highest... ] 


The people who contributed the most would get the rewards first. I felt sorry for the 11th or 12th 
hunters, but this was a reasonable system. 


Before the light completely covered me, the general spoke. 
“Please, take care of our empire.” 


And we were summoned to the 12th floor. 
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Chapter 25- The Chosen Ones (1) 
Translator: HH 


Bae Hu-ryeong frantically spoke when the light poured down. 


-Hey, wait. If only the 10 ten are summoned, wouldn’t grandpops Marcus be there? What are you going 
to do when he sees you and tries to get you?’ 


‘Nah, you worry too much. It’s ok. The worst I can do is die, right?’ 
-Kim Zombie you... 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s lips twitched like he was about to nag about me. Sheesh. I quickly added on. 


‘It’s ok because I have plans. Don’t you know? I’m Kim Gong-ja. The weak ass that the Sword 
Emperor acknowledged! Trust me.’ 


-You have plans? 

‘Of course! I have definite plans. I’ll show you them soon.’ 
-Ahem. 

He crossed his arms with a doubtful look. 


But it was already too late. The summoning had been started, and the white night completely covered 
us. 


The only thing we could do was meet Sword Saint. 

I closed my eyes and, 

[The transmission is complete. ] 

When I opened my eyes, I was already on the 12th floor. 


It was completely different from the 11th floor. Like the exact opposite. If the 11th floor was a dirty and 
intense battlefield, the 12th floor was an extravagant palace. It was the Imperial Palace of the Aegim 
Empire. 
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I looked around. 
‘Since the politics in the palace are as dirty and intense.’ 


In the reception room, other high challengers were summoned. There were people I saw for the first 
time, but most of them were hunters I met already, like Witch and Count. Of course. They weren’t the 
leaders of the large Guildss for nothing. 


I met the eyes of the other hunters. 
“Oh?” 
“Mm.” 


All of their reactions were different. There were some hunters who were smiling brightly at me like 
they knew I would be here, and there were some with grimaces like they never would’ve expected me 
here. 


“Hunter Kim Gong-ja! You were amazing!” 

The Heretic Questioner was the former. 

“TI saw what you did on the 11th floor! To use the NPCs that way. I was touched!” 
He ran over to me. Because he was so short, he seemed like a tiny puppy. 


“Is the sword on your waist a special item? The NPCs seemed to follow you right away after seeing 
you had this sword. Did you get this as a reward for clearing the 10th floor? 


“Well. I guess...” 

“As expected!” 

He was all smiles looking up at me. 

“You used the 10th floor reward to clear the 11th floor. Your application skills are amazing!” 
“No, well. Not that...” 


“From now, a lot of hunters will be jealous of you. They might even treat you as a lucky parvenu. 
Ignore them! It’s all thanks to your skills!” 


Uh. 

What was this person? 

An angel? 

Bae Hu-ryeong shouted. 

It was different from his usual teasing tone. He was frantic. 

-Be careful! Behind you...! 

Then. Before Bae Hu-ryeong could finish, everything ended. 
“Hm.” 

The first person to react was the Heretic Questioner in front of me. 


His jolly eyes were gone, and they were replaced with narrowed ones. He pulled my wrist back. I 
toppled over, not being able to catch my balance. One step. The Heretic Questioner pulled me back and 
stepped up instead. 


“-Holy Technique, Inner God(/##').” 


He quietly muttered to himself. Then the sound of iron crashing against something else rang out. It was 
simple iron. 


It was an attack with clear murderous intent. 


“Ha.” 

The Heretic Questioner laughed. 

His eyes weren’t laughing. 

“That’s surprising, Sword Saint. When did you become an assassin?” 
“Move.” 

An old man dressed in a suit. Sword Saint spoke coldy. 

His sword was raised at us. 

No. 

Never mind. 

“T’m going to kill that guy.” 

It wasn’t raised at us, but at me. 

Silence descended on the reception room. 

Like there was electricity in the air, my body felt sparked. 

“Mm.” 

Only Heretic Questioner spoke in an attitude that wasn’t much different than before. 
“Excuse me. But by ‘that guy’ are you talking about Kim Gong-ja hunter?” 
“Of course.” 

Sword Saint replied. 

“If you don’t move from there, one of your arms will be cut off as well.” 
The Heretic Questioner had a beaming smile. 


“That’s a bit difficult! I can’t move for you. Hunter Kim Gong-ja has received the acknowledgement of 
the Five Large Guilds, including the Ten Thousand Temple. If I let him die, the reputation of the Five 
Large Guilds will be hurt!” 


“You want to lose an arm I see. Youngster.” 

“Ah, that’s a bit difficult as well! My arms are still useful to me.’ 
The Heretic Questioner tilted his head, still smiling. 

“Can you tell me why you’re targeting hunter Kim Gong-ja?” 

“T don’t have to tell you.” 

“Are you saying you won’t give him up?” 


“Move and stop the nonsense.” 


Sword Saint firmly refused. 


Yeah. In his eyes, I was a slaughterer who killed over 4000 people. Since he didn’t know my skill, he 
would react like that. 


“T’ll say it again, but I’m going to kill that guy.” 

“Mm! Then you’ve left me with no choice.” 

The Heretic Questioner gathered his hands. 

“TI control you here. Holy Technique, Transmission God.” 


Suddenly, light exploded behind Sword Saint. Two hunters appeared from the tight. Chen-mu Master 
Venomous Snake. Civil Milita’s Vice Guild Leader Crusader. The two hunters shouted. Both of their 
weapons were pointed at the Sword Saint. 


“Haaaaaaa!” 
Sword Saint furrowed his eyebrows. 
“These pricks...” 


He clicked his tongue. During the span of one click, he swung his sword once. His blue Aura split the 
air and spilt blood. Two slashes. With just two attacks, the Crusader’s cheek was hurt. The Venomous 
Snake’s arm was bleeding. 


“This, monstrous geezer!” 
It happened in an instant. 


“What does that oldie eat to be that energetic! Please, age! Retire! Because of you, young people can’t 
move up.” 


Venomous Snake gritted his teeth and shouted. 

Sword Saint lightly snorted. 

“Aren’t you over 40 now? Looking at the real young ones, you’re also old.” 
“Funny! 40s are still young! That’s when your real life begi...” 

“Chen-mu Master! You are old! You are almost blind!” 

“That damned zealot is on my side, right?” 

“Sigh.” 

Crusader sighed. 

“Focus on the opponent at hand. We’re at a disadvantage.” 


Even while sighing, Crusader didn’t let down her guard. No, she seemed even more nervous. The 
Heretic Questioner, Venomous Snake, and Crusader. The highest 3 hunters were fighting together, but 
the Sword Saint was still gging. [TN: gg as in go go. ] 


“Mm. We’re definitely at a disadvantage like this.” 
Did the Heretic Questioner feel it too? 

He smiled brightly and requested for help. 
“Count!” 

“What.” 

“Please give me some money!” 

“How much?” 


“Thankfully the Sword Saint hasn’t lost his mind yet. It’11 be enough to control him for some time. 
10,000 Gold please!” 


“15% interest.” 

Count unfolded her fan while quietly watching the fight. 

“3 months time. Is this good?” 

“Haha! You’ve misunderstood me! I didn’t ask to borrow money. I said to give me money.” 
“Huh. Are you asking a merchant to donate?” 


“Yes! That’s it! Isn’t it money you got from dirty deeds anyway? I’ll use it in a good place, so repent at 
the temple and go to heaven!” 


“You’re a worse thief than me...” 

Count shook her head and pulled something out. 
It was a pouch with a snail pattern on it. 

Count untied the gold string at its entrance. 
“Withdraw, 10,000 Gold.” 


The pouch opened its mouth. A bunch of coins fell out. The pouch itself was probably a rare item. As 
gold coins formed a small mountain, Count took her pouch back. 


“There. Take it, priest. It’s exactly 10,000 Gold.” 

“T’ll take it well!” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled exuberantly and gathered his two hands. 
“Holy Technique, Devotion!” 


The gold on the floor emitted a light. A golden light filled the reception room. In the middle of it, 
Heretic Questioner muttered, moving his hands rapidly. 


“Holy transfer, physique strengthening. Receivers, Crusader and Venomous Snake. Time, 300 times. 
Gold will grab our hands. Technique complete!” 


“Mm.” 
“Humph...” 
And something strange happened. All the gold on the floor disappeared like it had never been there. 


Instead, the light from the coins landed on the Crusader and the Venomous Snake. It was like Aura. The 
Heretic Questioner spread his arms apart, saying, “Here we go.” 


“For 300 seconds, Crusader and Chen-mu Master will become noticeably different. Sword saint! Even 
if you’re strong, you can’t bear the attack of the four of us! Me, Count, Crusader, and Chen-mu 
Master!” 
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“And the Count’s treasury isn’t empty. Haha. I don’t know if it ever will! If you want to test whether 
the Count will become bankrupt first, or if your neck will be cut off first, go ahead!” 


Count pouted from far away. 


“Why are you pulling my treasury into this test! I just donated because that zealot told me to. Whew. 
Being a merchant is hard both inside and outside the tower.” 


“_,.and if I added something to that.” 
A cold voice spoke. It was the Witch. The Rank 2 hunter broke her silence. 
She looked at Sword Saint with an expressionless face. 


“Tt won’t end with the four. I’ll show my intent to participate in the fight right now. Because hunter 
Kim Gong-ja has made a deal with the Five Large Guilds. 


Sword Saint frowned. 
“A deal?” 

“Yeah. A deal.” 

The Witch nodded. 


“Hunter Kim Gong-ja isn’t bound to a single place but applied to all Five Large Guilds. In return, we 
promised to treat him as an equal. Sword saint. If you pull your sword towards Kim Gong-Ja, that 
means you’re attacking all of us.” 


“Of course, by ‘us,’ I’m talking about the Five Large Guilds.” 
She pulled out some mirrors. 
“Black Dragon. Sangryun. Ten Thousand Temple. Chen-mu Mun. Civil Militia.” 


The mirrors floated up by themselves. And they started to spin around. One. Two. Three. In total, the 
six mirrors spun around the Witch like they were hunting dogs protecting her. 


“Can you really deal with all of us, Sword Saint?” 

Swish. 

The five hunters all pulled out their weapons towards Sword Saint. 

The old sword wielder was quiet. 

Yes. 

‘Even if the Sword Saint is freakishly strong.’ 

In this moment- 

‘He’s not strong enough to have all of the Five Large Clans as his enemies.’ 
This was why I made a deal with the Guild Masters. 


A day when I was stronger than Sword Saint could come. No, it would. But it wasn’t today or 
tomorrow. So until that day came, I had to have a safety net. 


I inwardly smiled. 

‘Do you remember what I said on the 11th floor?’ 

-What? 

‘That there are two ways to deal with a powerful opponent.’ 
Be a one-man army strong enough to chew your enemy up. 
Or, make my own army and fight back. 

‘The Sword Saint is nothing more than a solo player.’ 

But I was different. 

‘T already have allies.’ 

So if Sword Saint and I fought, it would be my victory. 
‘See? This is my plan. Go ahead, be awed.’ 

-Tsk tsk. What a weak ass... 

Bae Hu-ryeong sighed. 


But his face didn’t look too bad. He seemed pretty satisfied that I came up to the 12th floor with a 
strategy. That ghost, although he didn’t show it, worried about a lot of things. 


I took a step forward. 
“Sword Saint-nim.” 


The hunters all looked at me. And Sword Saint was amongst them. I smiled on purpose to seem 
relaxed. 


And I looked Sword Saint in the eye. 
“Can we talk?” 


Listen well. Because sir Gong-ja is speaking. 
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“)..Talk?” 
“Yes. To be honest, I’m a bit taken aback right now.” 


On the stage of the 12th floor, the palace, we were in the reception room. My voice rang out in the 
middle of it. 


“T don’t know why you’re attacking me. You may be seeing me for the first time, but I used to admire 
your sword technique. Since you’re raising your sword to me like that, it’s really awkward for me.” 


Sword Saint’s face stiffened. 

Even though I was telling the truth. 

‘I guess he would be like that.’ 

There was a reason his face hardened like that. 

The first day he met me, the day that he didn’t remember, Sword Saint had said this. 
-Did you think I wouldn’t know you were an assassin sent from Black Dragon? 

-I don’t know if the Witch sent you, but I’ll do my best to kill you! 

He thought I was an assassin. 

‘And an assassin from the Black Dragon at that.’ 


He was probably thinking the same thing right now. That I was an assassin employed by Black Dragon 
who killed many innocent lives. No, he might be even more sure of himself now. 


‘Or a special assassin from the Five Large Guilds.’ 

-Mm. Right. 

Bae Hu-ryeong nodded his head. 

-From another’s respective, you’re really weird. 

‘Exactly.’ 

The appearance of a new hero when no one was expecting it! 


An E Class hunter had cleared the unclearable stage. And as soon as he did, he made a deal with the 
Five Large Guilds and was promised to be treated the same way as the Guild Masters... 


‘It’s too strange.’ 


-Right. From what grandpops Marcus sees, you’re not a hunter who worked hard to get there. You’re a 
fake hero that the large guilds set up. Tsk tsk. 


Bae Hu-ryeong tsked his tongue. 


-Zombie. How many was your kill count at? 4090? 
‘It’s probably at 4093 now.’ 


-Right. The 4093 grandpops Marcus sees is just the number of people you’ve killed. Because you’re 
not a hunter that moves alone, but a hunter that was created by the large guilds. 


That was the only result that the Sword Saint could come to. 

-And... 

“Yes.” 

The same bunch. 

‘He probably thinks of it as a number that I killed on orders from the large guilds.’ 
The large guilds that ruled the tower. 

That they had killed 4093 humans. 

It was a misunderstanding...but to him, it was probably a dirty sight. 
“Hah.” 

If he was less of a just geezer, he would’ve stepped back here. 
“Babylon is no different from the outer world.” 

But the Sword Saint didn’t know how to step back. 

Even if he did, he denied it. 


“After I entered the tower, you begged of me every day to apply to a guild. But I refused. Do you know 
why?” 


Sword Saint gripped his sword even more. His hands were old. Skin sagged. But the veins that popped 
out weren’t old at all. 


A lion’s teeth weren’t less sharp because of age. 
“T wanted to show that in this tower. That in this new world, you could rule at the top alone.” 
The Sword Saint looked around him with violent eyes. 


“Family, country, where you’re from. Unlike the outer world, you can survive by yourself with a sword 
in this place. If you work hard, you can succeed.” 


“To show that hope to people, I didn’t join a guild until now. But what have you guys done?” 
He lifted his blade. 
“You’re no different from the rotten water riddled with dirt.” 


The Guild Masters squirmed. 


Rage. Humiliation. Hate. 
Emotions swirled in their eyes. What the Sword Saint just said was an announcement for war. 


There were some who just smiled like it was nothing, like the Heretic Questioner, but most of the guild 
masters’ faces didn’t look too good. 


“Sword Saint. I don’t know about others but you...” 


“Ha! You forgot about how you just skipped out when we were subjugating the 5th floor? Seems like 
you forgot because of Alzheimer’s!” 


“Yeah, Mr. Calenberry. If you used your connections from the outer world, we would have more food, 
and Sangryun...” 


They all shouted. 


All the hunters here had known each other from the beginning of the tower. Was it because they had a 
lot of held back emotions towards each other? As emotion clashed against emotion, the atmosphere in 
the reception room soon became dark. 


“If you’re a Rank 1, you should’ve shown the attitude appropriate of it. But you were all good yourself. 
You lived by yourself. Do you know how many hunters we could’ve saved if you didn’t act so 
arrogant?” 


The Witch of Black Dragon spoke like she was cursing him. 


“Tt’s not just the 5th floor. If you helped us on the 7th and 9th floor, we would’ve suffered half the 
damage!” 


The Venomous Snake of Chen-mu Mun showed murderous intent. 


“Someone who was from a rich family in the outside world. If you helped a bit, the tower would’ve 
been more settled. We’re rotten water? Fine. Then you’re a kid that doesn’t have any responsibility.” 


Count glared at him. 
It was a mess. 


Even with the curses and murderous gazes of the Guild Masters, Sword Saint just grimaced. Every time 
he spoke, he made it worse. 


“Be quiet.” 
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“What are you adults blabbering on about...do you think I’m your grandfather? Put it away. If you’re 
gonna attack, attack with the sword.” 


The reception room became uncontrollably violent. 
-Dang! As expected of grandpops. Definitely my one and only disciple. 


Bae Hu-ryeong couldn’t read the mood and just exclaimed in astonishment. 


-There’s nothing more disgusting than players talking about connections or politics. If you have time to 
worry about that, you should fight with your sword instead! 


What he said made sense. 

But... 

I had a regretful heart. 

“Even in a place with just 10 people, you fight.” 
The hunters all looked at me. 

I sighed. 


“Even the NPCs of the 11th floor fought to protect their empire. But look. Hunters like us are just 
pointing fingers at each other saying whose fault it is. Isn’t it embarrassing to be worse than NPCs?” 


“.’,. Hunter Kim Gong-ja.” 

The Witch spoke. 

“Tt doesn’t have anything to do with you. It’s worse than what you...” 

“I know. I get it but...there something that we should do if we’re hunters.” 
I looked around the reception room. 

“Let’s focus on clearing the 12th floor first.” 
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“Tt’s good to give hope to people, and respectable to decrease damage, it’s all good. But please work at 
clearing the stage that’s in front of you.” 


I especially looked at Sword Saint. 


“They’re just NPCs...but their empire is in danger. They want help. If we were summoned as warriors 
and just fight with words amongst ourselves, how pathetic is that.” 


“You ” 
I was being genuine. 


Sword Saint couldn’t threaten my life here anyway. Since the gap in power was too clear. Then my 
only focus was clearing the 12th floor. 


I wasn’t interested in their politics or their emotional qualms. 


“What’s a warrior? Helping others solve what they can’t. Since we cleared the 11th floor, let’s solve the 
other stages as well.” 


“Kim Gong-ja is right.” 


Thankfully, there was a hunter who agreed. 


Crusader. 
The Civil Milita’s Vice Guild Leader stepped up. 


“T don’t understand why Sword Saint attacked Kim Gong-ja. But this isn’t the time for us to fight. That 
one thing is clear. You’re all too tense right now.” 


Crusader stepped to the center. But no one let their guards down. Sword Saint, Venomous Snake, 
Count, and Heretic Questioner were still ready to attack if needed. 


They were too distrustful of each other to convince each other with words. 
Because of the emotions that were held back for a long amount of time. 
“Sigh.” 

Realizing that, Crusader sighed. 

“Fine. Ill sacrifice a little.” 

At the word sacrifice, the hunters looked back. 

Crusader murmured to herself at the center of attention. 

“Skill card open.” 

Whoosh! 


Light soared up from Crusader’s hand. A moment later, a silver card appeared. It was a card that no one 
else could see unless the hunter allowed them to. It was the skill card of Crusader. 


«'.. Vice Guild Leader.” 


The Witch seemed worried about the Crusader. The high rankers didn’t reveal their skill cards towards 
others. It was the secret weapon of a hunter. Showing it to others was like revealing your weakness. 


“Tt’s fine. It doesn’t matter.” 

Then Crusader flipped the card over. 
“Look closely.” 

+ 

[Lie Detection] 

Rank: A- 


Effects: You can tell whether someone is lying or not. It applies to not only people, but NPCs and 
monsters! But what they think of as ‘truth’ may actually be ‘false.’ Trust. Doubt. It all lies in your 
hands. 


><However, you cannot guarantee that others will believe what you say as the truth. 

My eyes widened. 

‘Lie Detection!’ 

It was the skill that the Flame Emperor lied about having. So. Crusader had it, and not Flame Emperor. 
‘It fits the Vice Guild Master of the Civil Master perfectly!’ 


The Civil Militia was a guild that maintained order. Crimes were rampant in the tower. Like this. The 
Flame Emperor or Sword Saint killed people where others couldn’t see. 


It was this kind of world. [Lie Detection] could be used in telling criminals apart. 
“AS you Can see.’ 
The Crusader spoke with the card in hand. 


“T have the ability to tell whether someone is lying. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say this is the 
skill that got me to where I am. Sword Saint.” 


“...What.” 


“If you trust me, ask anything you want to Kim Gong-ja. I'll tell you whether he’s telling the truth or 
not.” 


The Crusader looked at me and Sword Saint with apathetic eyes. 


“Kim Gong-ja. Same goes for me. If you believe me, I can guarantee whether what you’re saying is the 
truth.” 


oc ” 


“Doubt is poison that swallows humans up, and truth is the most powerful antidote. You can’t regain 
the lost trust, but with this, we’ll be able to work together on the 12th floor.” 


“Mm...” 

The Sword Saint was deep in thought, rubbing his beard. 
‘Wow.’ 

And I thought to myself. 

“It’s lit.” 


This was the best opportunity. It was luck that I didn’t expect to come my way. But...this was right. 
The reason why the Sword Saint was suspicious of me was because of his skill. Since a skill had made 
him suspicious, a skill could be used to resolve it! 


“T’m fine with that.” 
I answered immediately. 


It would be advantageous to the person who accepted it first. 


“_..Crusader. You’re the only person who hasn’t hurt anyone here. Fine. I’ll believe you as well.” 
The Sword Saint spoke mysterious words and accepted it. 
Crusader nodded. 


“Then Ill take it that both of you agree. Sword Saint. Ask what you want to Kim Gong-ja. I'l put my 
honor on the line and fairly judge your answers.” 


“Mim.” 
Sword Saint glared at me. 


His face was ready, like he had been waiting for this moment. Was it because he wanted to prove how 
bad I was? His eyes were full of victory. 


-No... 
Bae Hu-ryeong spoke up next to me. 


-Noo, grandpops Marcus. You boomer. This is why I said not to rely too much on your skill. One who 
lives by skills dies by it! Nooo, no. 


‘Please be quiet.’ 


Unfortunately, grandpops Marcus couldn’t hear Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice. This ghost bastard was my 
ghost bastard. 


“Hunter Kim Gong-ja.” 
“Yes.” 


“You killed over 4000 people. Isn’t that true.” 
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Swish! 


He pointed at me with his free hand. What was I supposed to say? He sounded like he was saying ‘How 
do you like it now! Your bad deeds have been revealed to the world!’ 


I smiled. 

“Yes.” 

“Haha, see! You bastards. I’ll report to the world what kind of things you did using this assassin...” 
“False.” 

The Crusader spoke. 

“What?” 

“Not true.” 

The Crusader spoke indifferently again. 


“Didn’t he say ‘yes’ to your question? That answer was false. So to organize things, Kim Gong-ja 
didn’t kill over 4000 people.” 


“Do you have any more questions?” 

Silence. 

While the Sword Saint shut his mouth, Crusader tilted her head. 
“But 4000. Is it possible for one person to kill that many people? I think that’s almost impossible.” 
“T, That...you used this youngest as a special assassin...” 

I brightly smiled. 

“You’re right. I’m a special assassin.” 

“Not true.” 

Sword Saint dropped his mouth open. 

“C, Crusader. I saw you wrong! I thought you wouldn’t lie!” 
“Tf you’ll believe me or not, is up to you.” 


Crusader replied calmly, “That’s why I asked if you would believe me at the beginning.’ 


oc ” 


“If you change what you’re saying now it’s a bit...pathetic. No, it’s really pathetic. Sword Saint. It’s 
unlike how I thought of you.” 


“W, wait!” 

The Sword Saint frantically looked at me. 
“But there’s no way you didn’t kill anyone!” 

“Ah. Yes. That’s right. I did get rid of someone once.” 
Crusader nodded. 

“Tt’s the truth.” 

“See!” 

“But it’s just one person.” 

“What?” 

Crusader nodded again. 

“Tt’s true.” 


“ ” 


“Of course, just because I killed one person doesn’t change the fact that I’m a murderer. But Sword 
Saint-nim. Even though I can’t be clean, I can tell you this. That bastard really deserved to die. Because 
he tried to kill me first.” 


“Tt’s the truth.” 


“No, he would’ve been a gentleman if he just tried to kill me. He massacres people. Massacres. I saw 
him kill someone, but dang, he didn’t even blink an eye as he burned someone to death! That fucking 
bastard!” 


“Tt’s the truth.” 


“Although I don’t know for sure, he probably killed tens, no hundreds of people. Yes. He’s definitely 
someone to do that. I killed someone like that. Curse me as a murderer if you want to. But did you 
know? Even if I go back to the past, I’ll get rid of him. Dang. Shit. I don’t know how someone can be 
as evil as him.” 


Crusader nodded her head. 
“Tt’s all true. 
Sword Saint was silent. 


He slowly looked around him. He didn’t understand the situation, but now, he probably did after 
looking around. 


Because the Guild Masters were all looking at him like ‘...what are you doing?’ 
“Hahahah! Hahaha!” 
Heretic Questioner burst out laughing. 


“Kim Gong-ja, the special assassin of the Five Large Guilds! How funny! It would be nice if that was 
true, but Sword Saint! We met Kim Gong-ja for the first time yesterday!” 


“That’s also true, by the way.” 

The Sword Saint’s silence was deeper. 

-Tsk tsk tsk tsk. One who lives by skills, dies by them. 
Bae Hu-ryeong continued to click his tongue next to me. 
“Mm. Well, I’ve answered everything.” 

I smiled. 

What sir Gong-ja said really was all correct. 


“Tt seems like there was a misunderstanding. It’s a good thing that was it. But Sword Saint. If I was 
really “...” 


“T think a word of apology is appropriate here. What do you say?” 
Crusader nodded her head. 

“Tt’s the perfect truth. Without a single lie.” 

“Quickly apologize to Kim Gong-ja. Sword Saint.” 

The geezer paled. 

“Doless’ 

Sword Saint spoke after a considerable amount of time had passed. 
The hunters were looking at Sword Saint. His lips were dry. 

“I, to Kim Gong-ja...” 

Sword Saint could say a lot of things here. 


He could just not believe Crusader. He didn’t have any reason to. Even though Crusader was famed for 
being just and righteous, she was in the Five Large Guilds. Why did he have to trust her? 


“You’re all trying to trick me!’ 


Could be what Sword Saint said. 


Or...he could reveal his own skill card. The power that showed an opponent’s kill count. But it wasn’t 
wise to show others your skill. However, it was still enough. 


‘I didn’t suspect Kim Gong-ja because I’m a boomer. It’s all because of my skill! What can I do when 
this is what my skill says? Isn’t it obvious that someone should trust their skill before they trust a 
person first?’ 


It was natural for people to excuse themselves. 
‘Or there are psychopaths that just kill others like the Flame Emperor.’ 
Distrust. Excuses. Shutting their mouths. 


The Flame Emperor proved that he was a psychopath by choosing the method of shutting someone’s 
mouth...and Sword Saint would show what kind of person he was from this. 


“Mm.” 

Sword Saint wet his lips. 

And he decided. 

“.,.Did you say your name was Kim Gong-ja.” 

“Yes.” 

“Tf you didn’t kill innocent people like I thought...no. That’s not it.” 


Sword Saint shook his head while he was speaking. Kashing. As he pulled his sword back in, sighs of 
relief could be heard in the reception room. The hunters around Sword Saint looked less nervous. 
Among them, Sword Saint tightened his necktie. 


“T’ll speak again.” 

He bowed his head. 

“I’m sincerely sorry.” 

The old man was apologizing. 


“TI was wrong. I misunderstood...so I almost killed someone. I always thought that I should kill anyone 
I judged deserving to be killed. I killed by my beliefs.” 


He bent his head even more. 
“But from now, that won’t happen again.” 
His low voice rumbled in the reception room. 


“Just apologizing with words is useless. If you want anything, I’ll try to uphold it...It would be nice if I 
could say that but...” 


Self-deprecation was mixed in his voice. 


“Please don’t ask for my life. I ask you. I still want to live. I want to see the top of this tower. ...I made 
a big mistake, and almost killed you. But please forgive this old man and let him live.” 


The palace’s reception room became quiet. 


The old man could’ve made a different choice. He could’ve not trusted the Crusader or excused himself 
with his skill. But he didn’t. Instead, he acknowledged that he might be wrong. 


oc ” 


The Crusader glanced at me. Our eyes met. She nodded her head silently. We didn’t speak, but I knew 
what the Crusader was saying. 


‘It’s the truth.’ 
Everything he said was true. 


His apology, and his promise not to kill people based on his skill. Not only that, but the fact that he 
didn’t want to die. 


That he wanted to live more. 
To forgive him. 


-That boomer. 
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Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. But he didn’t say anything more. He just looked at the old man who was once 
his disciple with eyes mixed with regret. 


Was he trying to say he would leave it up to me whether or not I should forgive Sword Saint? 
“Mm.” 

After hearing his silence, I decided. 

“Sword Saint-nim.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“Teach me the sword.” 

Sword Saint lifted his bent head to look at me. 


“Teach...please accept my sparring request if I ever ask. I did get a teacher, but I don’t have a sparring 
partner. If you do it, that would be nice.’ 


And I had promised Bae Hu-ryeong on the 11th floor as well. 
That before I cleared the 20th floor, I would officially start to train. 
It would be appropriate if I had Sword Saint as my sparring partner. 


I would gain growth and benefits for myself... 


That wasn’t it. 
That wasn’t how I wanted that to come out. 
I shook my head. 


“Sorry. Allow me to rephrase.” 


“To be honest, I can just forgive you. But.” 
I opened my mouth. 


“Tt’s a bit embarrassing. I seem like a nicer person than you. I’m not that amazing a person. I’m just 
happy that I won’t be an enemy to a strong hunter like you.” 


“But it seems a bit embarrassing to forgive you like nothing happened when we all lifted our blades. 
And it’s embarrassing to pretend to be nice as well. I just don’t like it. So teach me something that’s 
most useful out of what you have. A sword technique.” 


For some reason, I was embarrassed. 
No, my cheek was twitching. 


“Then I won’t be embarrassed...and your reputation won’t be hurt.” 


Shit! 
To think that it was this embarrassing to speak your mind! 


Gosh. Sword Saint had asked to forgive him since his life was special to him, right? He looked pretty 
prideful. He was amazing. Dope. Could you really ask someone sincerely to forgive you? Beg? I could 
never. Ever. I’d rather die. 


“~..Goodness.” 

Crusader muttered. 

“Surprisingly...it’s all true.” 

Silence descended on the reception room again. 

It was heavy. 

It was the same silence as before, but it felt completely different. 
“Uh.” 

The Venomous Snake spoke first. 


“Really? You can ask anything of Sword Saint but it’s embarrassing to act arrogant...? So you want 
him to be just your sparring partner?” 


“Tt’s hard to believe but it’s true according to my skill at least.” 
“What the heck. Is that newbie some kind of gift set?” 

Shut up before I cook you into snake soup. 

“_.. how fresh.” 

The Witch spoke incredulously. 


“How should I say this. After seeing children who do anything to get more...it’s been a while since I 
saw a hunter like Kim Gong-ja. I guess they were still living. 


They were dead. Very. 


Specifically, over 4000 times. Good? 
“AwWwww.” 
For some reason, Heretic Questioner was tearing up. 


“Someone who sincerely forgives and someone who is sincerely apologizing! How beautiful. Indeed. 
Humans endlessly fight. However, that is the reason why they can endlessly forgive! What a holy 
miracle this is! Ah, everyone. I-” 


“Shut the fuck up.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

At a word from the Venemous Snake, the Heretic Questioner really shut up. 

It was a surprising miracle. 

“Excuse me. It’s nice to see that it ended nicely. Does this mean that my 10,000 Gold was wasted?” 
No one listened to her. 

I sighed. I was craving some soju right now. 


“Anyways. Sword Saint-nim. I don’t need to train sword techniques now. You can help me when IJ ask. 
Please be my sparring partner.” 


Sword Saint was quiet for a moment. He just stared at my face. Then, he slowly opened his mouth. 
“p» 

His mustache and his lips were shaking. 

“T can’t believe I misunderstood such a kind youngster!” 

“Wha? 


“Oh! You wanted me to teach you the sword. You said you wanted me to be your sparring partner? Of 
course, of course! I’ll be your sparring partner!” 


He grasped my hand. 

“Uh, excuse me. Sword Saint-nim?” 
“Call me grandpa Marcus!” 
“Sorry?” 


“How old is our Gong-ja? Hm. I think you’re not over 30 yet. In the outside world, I left a very kind 
granddaughter outside. She’s extremely kind. If she enters the Tower as well, I’ll appeal for your 
charm!” 


“No. It’s really okay...” 


I wasn’t interested in dating. My hand hurt more than anything. My hand. 

His power was extremely powerful, as fitting of Rank 1. 

“What? You’re not interested in my granddaughter?” 

“Uh. Yes. Sorry, it’s not just your granddaughter but I don’t have interest in dating itse...” 
“Oho! That’s not good!” 

His grip on my hand leveled up. 


“Youngsters should feel the love. You don’t have to marry. But dating is necessary! If you start dating, 
you see things that you didn’t before, and you learn new things! Yup. And you learn how pathetic you 
can become!” 


“Oh. I see...” 


“How important is it to know how pathetic you can become? I’ll tell you my case. When I was 16, I 
used to laugh at the world. But I met her, who was the same age as me...” 


Huh? 

This old man suddenly became extremely annoying. 

His face was too close as well. I could see the pores on his nose, and even the blackheads. 
It was honestly burdensome. 

I hoped he would get off of me quickly. 

-I said he was a boomer. 

Bae Hu-ryeong clicked his tongue. 


-Whether you say it nicely or rudely, he’s a boomer. Do you know what a boomer is? Someone who 
doesn’t listen to others. Grandpops Marcus doesn’t listen to others. Nicely said, it means he’s got a 
backbone. Or it means that he’s backbone is so stuck up that he’s got a stick up his you know what. 


I didn’t know. 
I didn’t even want to know. 


“Anyways, don’t worry. Youngster Gong-ja! From now on, I’ll take care of you well. Ah, do you want 
an allowance? I stacked up so much money in Sangryun’s safe that I don’t even know where to use it.” 


“Uh. I can earn my own money. And an allowance? I’m an adult now too...” 


“Looking at your clothes, it’s too casual! Ahem. A person’s outfit should be neat for their mind to be 
clear. I know a good tailor. How about a suit!” 


What. 


I should’ve been happy to be liked by the Rank 1. But I wasn’t. Rather, I was extremely embarrassed. It 
felt like I was listening to my actual grandfather brag about me. 


Why was I feeling embarrassed? 

‘What should I do? Should I just kill myself and start the day over?’ 
-Crazy bastard... 

It was then. 

[Welcome, hunter Kim Gong-ja.] 

[You have cleared the 11th floor as the Rank 1.] 
A voice rang in my head. 

Like it had been waiting for the fight to end. 

3. 

‘Ah.’ 

I automatically looked around me. 


Most people were sighting in relief. They looked relieved that the Sword Saint had stopped fighting. It 
seemed like no one had heard the voice. 


‘T’m first!’ 
I smiled. 


‘I don’t know why but the information about the subjugation on the 12th floor to the 20th floor was 
extremely limited.’ 


Was it because the media was blocked? There wasn’t any information about the specifics. Before I 
regressed 4000 times, unlike the other floors, information of the 12th to the 20th floor wasn’t that well- 
known. 


Like the large guilds had tried to hide the information on purpose. 
[The 11th floor clear reward is being given. ] 

I was able to see the reason why soon enough. 

[The Goddess of Protection is suggesting a reward to you.] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is suggesting a reward to you.] 
[Choose between the two rewards. | 

‘Huh?’ 

I blinked my eyes. 

‘Pick a reward?’ 

I heard a voice that I hadn’t heard on the stage before. 


As if responding to my surprised reaction, a selection window popped up in front of me. 


+ 
[Goddess of Protection] 


Summary: The goddess who protects the Aegim Empire is touched at your dedication! The goddess has 
decided to appoint you to an important position. 


You can be the chancellor, supreme general, or the grand master. 

If you choose a position, you will also receive the powers that come along with it. 

Warrior of the goddess! Work with your fellow warriors! 

And destroy the core of the Devil King on the 20th floor! 

>< However, if you choose the Devil King’s reward, you cannot choose the goddess’s reward. 
ue 

I slowly read the reward, nodding my head. 

‘It’s the same as I know already.’ 

Role playing! 


Hunters would become members of the Aegim empire. Some could be the chancellor, and others could 
be the grand masters. 


It wasn’t just a position. You would receive the authority and abilities that came with it. 
[The special classes you can choose on the 12th floor are being marked.’ 
And rewards were given to the hunters that were ranked higher. 

The authority to choose before others first! 

+ 

[Chancellor of Aegim Empire] 

[Supreme General of Aegim Empire] 

[Director of Financial Affairs of Aegim Empire] 

[Director of Foregin Affairs of Aegim Empire] 

[Grand Master of Aegim Empire] 

[Head Bodyguard of Aegim Empire] 


Fancy positions were lined up. 

‘Dang.’ 

I exclaimed to myself. 

‘I was only able to choose a role like bodyguard A before...’ 


Even before I regressed, I climbed to the 12th floor. But in completely different circumstances. The 
higher rankers had taken all the good positions for themselves. 


But how was the situation now? 

“The stage rewards are really good I guess.’ 

I was able to pick from the chancellor and the supreme general. 
‘,..but what’s the reward of the Devil King?’ 

I lifted my head. 

Information that I was seeing for the first time was on there. 

fs 

[Devil King of Fall Rain] 


Summary: The Devil King is impressed by you. The Devil King suggests a secret alliance. The same 
things that the goddess offered, along with another present. 


Kill the other top ten rankers! 

If you do, you will be able to use the authority of the Devil King and go straight to the 99th floor. 
><However, only 1 from the top 10 can receive this reward. 

><. If the majority do not choose this reward, it is chosen randomly. 


XX If no one chooses, the offer disappears. 


I was left speechless. 

When I reacted a moment later, two voices overlapped in my head. 
‘What?’ 

-Huh? 

It was Bae Hu-ryeong and me. 

We blinked and read the reward of the devil king again. 


But it was still the same. 


[Kill the other top ten rankers! ] 
[If you do, you will be able to use the authority of the Devil King and go straight to the 99th floor. ] 
It definitely said that. 


I looked around. Sword Saint. Witch. Heretic Questioner. Count. Venomous Snake. And Crusader. They 
were all accomplished rankers. 


i ig 

Kill all these people. 

‘I can go straight to the 99th floor?’ 

I swallowed. 

For the last time, a voice rang in my head. 
[Hunter Kim Gong-ja.] 


[Choose from the two rewards. | 
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We were silent. 


It was a silence between just Bae Hu-ryeong and me. The reward of the Devil King. The 99th floor. I 
read the rewards of the Devil King again and again. The words that I could be sent straight to the 99th 
floor spun around my head. 


-It’s a trap. 

Bae Hu-ryeong cut my thoughts off like he read my thoughts. 

-It’s definitely a trap. Zombie. Don’t fall for it. 

‘I...know. Of course it’s a trap. Of co...’ 

I murmured inside my head. 

It was obvious the reward was a trap. 

Because. 

“There’s no way the Flame Plague wouldn’t have chosen the Devil King’s reward otherwise. 
Since he was the psychopath of the century. 


‘He would’ve definitely chosen the Devil King’s reward. Since he doesn’t care about whether another 
player dies or not. But...he was on the 40th floor and not the 99th floor. So that means...’ 


I tried to calmly think things through. 


‘The reward of the Devil King is a trap. The Flame Plague probably chose the Devil King’s reward and 
regressed after figuring out it was a trap. I don’t know exactly what trap it is but...; 


But. 

‘...To be honest, I want it.’ 

My heart pumped. 

‘This is a chance to get a skill of the 99th floor boss monster.’ 

I was different from Yoo Soo-ha. I didn’t have to defeat the boss monster. 

I would benefit if I was just killed by it. 

‘He’|l be the strongest boss monster other than the 100th floor...’ 

It would be a lie if I wasn’t tempted. 

‘The 99th floor.; 

How long would it take for me to get to the 99th floor using normal means? 


1 year? 5? 10? 


It might even take longer. Since even the psychopath Flame Emperor was only on the 40th floor after 
10 years. 


But all of that. At once. 

-Gong-ja. 

Bae Hu-ryeong stared at me. 

-Dont. 

It was a voice I had never heard before. 
He was seriously looking at my face. 


-Look at me. I’m the Sword Emperor. I went to the 99th floor by myself and failed. I’m telling you, this 
is a trap. A horrible trap. 


-It’s too hard for you to kill the Top 10 Rank players with your skills. Even if you kill them all, you can’t 
climb over the wall of the 99th floor. Give up. 


I was silent. 

Was it because he was the only person to reach the 99th floor in this tower? He seemed credible. 
‘Is the 99th floor boss monster that strong?’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong frowned. 

-There’s none. 

‘What?’ 


-There’s no boss monster on the 99th floor. There’s something that’s worse...bleh. I suddenly thought of 
the past. Anyways, this is a trap! 


He sat with his back to me. He was like a little kid didn’t get his candy. I was a bit flustered. 


‘Wait, just what’s on the 99th floor? You’re scaring me. I’ve never seen you like this before. Is it 
something like a Devil God if it’s not a monster?’ 


-Humph. I’m not telling you! 
I said that wrong. 
He wasn’t like a kid, he was a kid. 


-I don’t want to acknowledge it, but you’re doing pretty well, Kim Zombie. Just keep on doing as you 
are. Then you can clear the 99th floor. 


“Mm ” 


I was deep in thought. I rubbed my sword that was in its sheath. It was the sword that killed me over 
4000 times. It was the sword that I used to kill Yoo Soo-ha. It was nothing more that a cheap sword, but 
touching it comforted me. 


‘Alright.’ 

I came to my decision. 

‘T’ll throw away this regression.’ 
His ears twitched. 

-Throw it away? 


“Yes. I’m going to pick the most safe route for me. Ignoring all things like rewards and benefits. I’m 
going to see how everything turns out first.’ 


-Ignoring rewards and benefits...huh. Are you going to reject the [Reward of the Goddess] too? Why? 
You don’t have to go that far. 


‘It’s okay. I’m taking a step back so I can run forward.’ 
You had to take the longer route the most rushed you were. 
I slowly opened my mouth. 

“Everyone.” 

All the hunters in the reception room looked at me. 

“The rewards of the 11th floor just popped up for me.” 
“Really? That’s nice.” 


The Witch reacted first. Was it because she hadn’t seen the reward of the goddess and the reward of the 
Devil King yet? Her face was as indifferent as ever. 


“T was starting to get bored wondering how long we would have to wait for the quest. If you pick the 
reward first, we can pick according to our ranks after. Choose slowly.” 


“Yes, ma’am. I’ve already decided.” 
I announced in front of all the high rankings rankers. 
“T didn’t choose any reward.” 


The reception room was silent. Heretic Questioner and Venomous Snake, who were playing cards off to 
the side, turned to look at me as well. 3 seconds. 2 seconds. 1 second. After a silence, the Witch 
wrinkled her forehead. 


“What?” 
But it was too late. 


[You have not chosen a stage reward. ] 


[You cannot choose the special class. ] 

[If you give up the reward, you can only choose the roles after the 13th floor.] 
[Are you really choosing this?] 

I answered firmly. 

“Yes, I, Kim Gong-ja, will not choose any reward.” 


The selection window in front of me crumbled to pieces. It wasn’t just that. A holy voice and a dark 
voice rang in my head. 


[The Goddess of Protection is questioning your decision. ] 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain laughs darkly. ] 

The hunters all looked disbelieving. 

“Kim Gong-ja? What did you just...?” 

“Hmm.” 


Then, Sword Saint wrinkled his forehead. His old eyes scanned midair. After me, Rank 1, Sword Saint 
was Rank 2. He was looking at the rewards now. 


“_,..Hm. I understand. You chose the safest option.” 
Sword Saint looked at me. 


“But isn’t there no need to give up the reward? Youngster. This may be an old man’s foolish concern, 
but I don’t think you need to give up like that for your safety.” 


“Thank you for your concern. However, I don’t regret it.” 


“Mmmm. It’s a relief if you don’t regret it but...” 


He trailed off. The other hunters looked at us confusedly. They looked like they didn’t understand what 
we were talking about. 


“No.” 
He shook his head. 


“Just giving up the reward is too mild. Sorry, youngster. I’1l choose the goddess’s reward. And choose 
the [Grand Master of Aegim Empire].” 


Creak! 


It was the moment Sword Saint made his decision. The reception room door opened. A bunch of 
knights walked out. They were wearing fancy shining armor, and they kneeled in front of the old man. 


“Pledging allegiance to the highest sword of the empire!” 


“Oho.” 


Sword Saint looked amusedly down at the knights. 
“So this is how the roles are decided.” 
“Mm? Aha? So?” 


Next was Heretic Questioner. Rank 3 of the stage. He tilted his head, and exclaimed with an “Aha! 
He seemed to have understood the situation now. 


“T see. I understand now! Haha. It’s similar to the mafia game.” 

Other than us, the other hunters still looked confused. The Witch narrowed her yes. 
“_,.] have no idea what you people are saying.” 

“Don’t worry! I'll tell you right away!” 


The Heretic Questioner raised his hands. Words started to be written on the ground. He had used Aura 
to carve letters in the marble. 


“Look, everyone!” 
Hunters crowded around to look at the ground. 
+ 


[Goddess of Protection] 


Summary: The goddess who protects the Aegim Empire is touched at your dedication! The goddess has 
decided to appoint you to an important position. 


ap 
The hunters started to murmur amongst themselves. 
“What?” 

“The 99th floor? Legit...?” 


They didn’t have much of a reaction when they read the goddess’s reward. But their eyes changed 
remarkably at the Devil King’s reward. 


The Witch’s gaze especially turned darker. 
“This...” 


“Yup! It’s similar to the mafia game! For convenience’s sake, I’II call those who chose the goddess’s 
reward [Warrior]s and those who choose the other option [Betrayer]s.” 


He smiled warmly. 


“But there’s a big difference. The [Betrayer] is at more of a disadvantage than a mafia! Because there 
are 9 warriors, but only 1 betrayer. And we have the Vice Guild Master of the Civil Militia!” 


The Heretic Questioner pointed at the Crusader. 
The Crusader was looking at the marble floor with an apathetic face. 


“Think of it! The Vice Guild Master has a Lie Detection skill. Haha. Compared to the mafia game, 
she’s like the police. So even if someone chooses the Devil King’s Reward, it’s okay! Because the 
[Betrayer] will be reported right away!” 


“Mm...you’re right.” 
Crusader slowly lifted her head. 
“If you believe me.” 


“Anyways, this game is advantageous to the warriors! Hunter Kim Gong-ja. Giving up the reward was 
an extreme solution!” 


Heretic Questioner fixed his hat. 


“You didn’t accept any reward even though you defeated the 11th floor as Rank 1. Mm! It’s a very hard 
thing for me to imagine. With respect towards your decision, I’ll choose the [Supreme General of 
Aegim Empire]!” 


Creaaak. 


The reception door opened again. General NPCs entered with their flowing red capes. The generals 
stood in front of the Heretic Questioner and saluted. 


“Allegiance towards the highest flag of the empire!” 

“Ah, amazing. I leave it in your hands as well!” 

The general NPCs lined up behind the Heretic Questioner. 
This was the deciding factor. 


“Tsk. I hate using my head. So you’re saying it’s better to choose a reward, right? Then I’ll choose the 
[Head Bodyguard of Aegim Empire].” 


Venomous Snake. 
“Then me, the [Director of Foregin Affairs of Aegim Empire]. It looks the most normal.” 
Crusader. 


“_..PIl choose the [Chancellor]. Please, don’t choose the reward of the Devil King. It’ll disappear if no 
one chooses it. That’s the most wise decision. Everyone be careful.” 


The Witch. 


“Don’t worry. Hm. Well, of course it’s [Director of Financial Affairs].” 


The Count. 
The rest of the hunters had chosen their rewards. 


The reception room was filled with NPCs. The amount of knightages behind Sword Saint increased, 
and behind the Witch, there were countless emissaries. 


-Wow. 
Only one place in the reception place was empty. Behind me. 


-You were really the only person not to get a reward. Are you going to be okay, Zombie? I know you’re 
throwing this regression away, but isn’t this too bad? 


‘It’s fine.’ 

I was sure. 

It might’ve been my instinct as a hunter. 

“This is the answer.’ 

When you had to attack the target. When you had to step back. 

L- 

[The calculation of the rewards is finished. ] 

Felt that this was the time to step back. 

[The highest rankers have completed their choices. ] 

[Kim Gong-ja, Sword Saint, Heretic Questioner, Venomous Snake, Crusader, Witch, Count... ] 
A voice rang in the reception room. 

The hunters quietly exchanged glances when their names were announced. 
[Disclaimer of the Reward, 1 person. ] 

Everyone turned to look at me. Of them, I was the only person to announce that I gave up the reward. 
The hunters made expressions like they couldn’t believe I did that. 
[Receivers of the goddess’s reward, 8 people. ] 

And soon, their faces hardened. 

[Receiver of the Devil King’s reward, 1 person. ] 

The hunters all looked at each other. 

[Total 10 people. ] 

[All the highest rankers have finished making their decisions. ] 


[Letting everyone know again. ] 


There was silence. 

[Disclaimer of the Reward, 1 person. ] 

[Receivers of the goddess’s reward, 8 people. ] 

[Receiver of the Devil King’s reward, 1 person. ] 

[All the highest rankers have finished making their decisions. ] 
It was a long silence. 


[May luck be with everyone. ] 





Only this chapter is split into two cause it is very large as compared to other chapters. 
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Chapter 29 — Fall Rain is Blood (2) 
Translator: HH 


Crunch. 

The first sound to break the silence was someone clacking their teeth together. 
“You foolish...!” 

The Guild Master of the Black Dragon, and Rank 2. It was the Witch. 

“T said not to pick the Devil King’s reward! But you still...stupid!” 


A murderous aura swirled around the Witch. Her face wasn’t emotionless like it always was. Hate. 
Fury. She looked around, face crumpled in anger. 


“Well. I guess words wouldn’t work on a stupid fool. Fine! I’1l make a proclamation as the master of 
Black Dragon here. I don’t know who dared to betray us, but I’ll present to them the most painful 
death.” 


“Hm. Surprising.” 
Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. 


“This is a game that’s way disadvantageous to the betrayer. But you still chose it...as the Black Dragon 
Master said, it’s a foolish choice! Haha. Well, it’s definitely human-like to make such a foolish 
decision” 


“Ah...fuck.” 
The Venomous Snake scratched the back of his head. 


“Ah, I know. I know. This atmosphere. It’s like when we first challenged the tower...my back and my 
neck feel fucking cold. Some people are gonna die today.” 


“T know, right? It’s like when the Five Large Clans were the Ten Large Clans.” 

The Count opened her fan. She had a lazy tone. But her eyes behind her fan were as sharp as a beast’s. 
“A lot of people died then. And killed a lot too. Isn’t that right?” 

“Shut up! Everyone be quiet. It’s not the time to think about the old times right now.” 

The Witch’s face was twisted. 

“Crusader!” 

“Mm.” 


“Question everyone here with Lie Detection. Don’t leave anyone out! If someone doesn’t answer you 
or lies, I’ll kill them right on the spot!” 


Everyone knew she wasn’t just saying that. She emanated a murderous aura, and it rode her on coattails 
like Aura. It was a black color. It was the color that cursed everything in the world. 


“T was planning on doing that even if you didn’t say it.” 

Crusader quietly nodded her chin. 

“First, I'll reveal that I’m not the betrayer before I question everyone.” 
And she turned her feet. 

The first person she stood in front of was...none other than me. 
“Hunter Kim Gong-ja.” 

“Yes.” 


“You’re not on the suspects because you gave up the reward. You probably don’t even need to be 
tested. But I’ll still ask. Did you choose the reward of the Devil King?” 


“No.” 

The reception room was dead silent. 

Every hunter was watching us. 

After a few seconds of silence, the Crusader nodded her head. 
“Tt’s the truth.” 

Sighs of relief could be heard from everywhere. 

The Crusader didn’t stop and headed straight for the next person. 
Click clack. 

Because the ground of the reception room was made of marble, every footstep rang out. 
We followed her feet with our eyes. 

“Sword Saint.” 

“Speak.” 

“Did you choose the reward of the Devil King.” 

Sword Saint crossed his arms. 

“T swear on my honor. It’s definitely not me.” 

“Tt’s the truth.” 

Click clack. 

“Heretic Questioner.” 


“Yes! Please ask whatever you need to!” 


“Are you the person who chose the Devil King’s reward?” 
“Sorry.” 


In the midst of all the silence, Heretic Questioner laughed. The sound of laughter echoed on the marble 
and slid over the armor of the knights and the generals. 


“But it’s not me! I don’t want to die by the Black Dragon Master yet!” 
“Tt’s the truth.” 

Click clack. 

“Venomous Snake. Did you choose the reward of the Devil King.” 
“Fuck. It’s not me!” 

“_..it’s the truth.” 

Click clack. 

“Count. Did you choose the Devil King’s reward?” 

“_,.It’s not me either.” 

“Tt’s the truth.” 

Click clack. 


The atmosphere of the room turned downhill. When I was revealed not to be the betrayer, there were 
sighs of relief. But one by one, as everyone’s truth was declared, the reception room was filled with 
silence and not relief. 


Like how sleep crept up. 


The silence crept up to our chins. 


The Crusader and the Witch looked at each other. 


Every other hunter except for the Witch had been questioned. This was the last. In front of the leader of 
the most powerful guild in the tower, and the hunter second only to Sword Saint, the Crusader took a 
deep breath. 


“Black Dragon.” 


“ ” 


.. Ves. 
“Did you choose the reward of the Devil King.” 
There was silence. 


“No...it’s not me.” 


The silence was continued. 

The Crusader slowly opened her mouth. 
“_,.It’s the truth.” 

And for the last time, silence descended on us. 
No. 

We descended on the silence. 

“Wait...what?” 

The Venomous Snake looked around. 

“Who is it then?” 


Sword Saint looked at the Witch. The Witch looked at the Heretic Questioner. The Heretic Questioner 
looked at the Count, and the Count looked at Venomous Snake. The Venomous Snake looked at the 
Crusader like he was hanging onto her, and the Crusader silently looked at me. 


Everyone looked at each other. 

“Why is everyone saying they’re not it...?” 

But no one answered. 

“Fuck! Who betrayed us?” 

No one. 

No one answered. 

Amidst the silence, a voice that wasn’t ours rang out. 

[The Goddess of Protection sighs at the foolishness of the warriors. ] 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain laughs amusedly. ] 

It probably wasn’t a voice that only I heard. Everyone’s face darkened. 
And the Crusader spoke with much difficulty in that silence. 
“...Calm down.” 


No one opened their mouths even though she said to calm down. How were they supposed to speak? 
They looked like they were all seriously in thought. 


“Don’t be taken aback. Yes. Maybe the betrayer has the skill to hide their lies. And there might be 
someone with a split personality. Everyone has their secret weapon, right? So it’s not impossible...” 


“Or.” 
Sword Saint spoke up. 


He was looking at the Crusader coldly. 


“Or, you might be the dirty betrayer.” 
The reception room became silent. 


Gazes sharper than knives were exchanged. Just now, the Sword Saint and Guild Masters had been 
about to fight. The heat and sweat of that hadn’t cooled down, but it was beginning to waver again. 


The Witch narrowed her eyes. 
“Are you doubting us right now?” 
“Yes.” 

Sword Saint admitted it directly. 


“Even if Ms. Crusader isn’t the betrayer, she could’ve lied to us. You all. You were all close as the 
controllers of the Five Large Guilds since a long time ago. A crow hides with other crows. Aren’t you 
protecting each other?” 


“Sigh, you’re really...” 
“Of course!’ 


The Crusader shouted out frantically. Sword Saint and the Witch stopped arguing to look at her. She 
tried to speak calmly. 


“Of course, logically speaking, it could be me. Yes. I could be the betrayer.” 


“But we all have to keep our cool. It’s alright. We’ve faced many dangers before. Isn’t that right! So if 
we just trust ourselves we can...” 


“Hahaha.” 

Someone laughed. 

“You’re quite innocent. No, naive.” 
It was the Heretic Questioner. 


“Trust. Mm. Trust. It’s beautiful! But we need time to trust each other. Us Five Large Guilds have spent 
10 years working together. But that also means...” 


Heretic Questioner took adjusted his cap. 
And he shook off his clothes. 
“Tt’s hard to trust those other than us Five Guilds.” 


its ” 


“And it would be inefficient to take 10 years to stack up trust with everyone. Yes, it’s a waste of time!” 


“... Wait.” 


The Crusader’s face was frantic as well. I couldn’t feel her relaxedness back when she asked me if a 
girl who graduated with a music degree was charming. 


“This isn’t the time to talk about efficiency. Heretic Questioner. Please...” 
“Holy Technique.” 

The Heretic Questioner gathered his hands. 

“Divine Body.” 

White light surrounded his hands. 

“Venomous Snake. You take care of the 10th.” 

The light spread around. 

“T’Il kill the 8th and 9th.” 

“Heretic Questioner! You can’t!” 

“Holy Technique, Divine Transmission.” 


The Heretic Questioner and Venomous Snake disappeared. In the blink of an eye, the Heretic 
Questioner was holding someone’s back. It was the hunter who finished as 8th. The hunter instinctively 
looked back. 


“__Huh?” 


It was an extra who had quietly been standing to the back, surrounded by the Guild Masters. No, saying 
he was an extra seemed too mean. Since he was standing here with his contribution in the last stage. He 
was a much more powerful hunter than the old me. 


But his future didn’t last for too long. 

“Sorry!” 

Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. In his weaponless bare hand, there was pure white Aura. 
Swoosh! 

“Huh, ah...?” 

Blood soared up. 

The hunter’s body tilted. 


The hunter that wasn’t bound to any guild, had the immense power of Sword Saint, or had an alliance 
with the guilds like me, the hunter that had climbed to where he was with his own power, died just like 
that. 


Simply. 


[A warrior has died. ] 


[He is not the servant of the Devil King. ] 

Voices rang in my head again. 

[The Goddess of Protection thinks it’s a shame. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain laughs snidely. ] 

It was a murder that had happened in the blink of an eye. 

“F, eek!?” 

A hunter that had finished 10th screamed. But the hunter’s scream didn’t last for too long. 
Crunch! 


The hunter’s body fell to the ground, halved, by the Venomous Snake who was transmitted by the 
Heretic Questioner. 


[A warrior has died. ] 

[He is not the servant of the Devil King. ] 

Blood flowed on the marble floor. 

[The Goddess of Protection shuts her mouth. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain explodes in laughter. ] 

Kashing! 

From somewhere, the sound of a sword being unsheathed rang out. It was the Sword Saint. 
“You bastards are finally showing your real selves!” 

The old man’s face was crumpled in anger. 

“Disgusting! You’re not the slightest bit different as before! Stop this instant. If you don’t stop, [’Il-” 
“Holy Technique, Divine Transmission.” 

With a flashing light, the Heretic Questioner disappeared. 


The hunter who was 9th ran away as soon as they saw the 8th and 10th hunter die. But the moment he 
tried to leave, the Heretic Questioner appeared right in front of his nose. 


“Ah,” 
The hunter stretched his hand out. 

“W, wait-” 

“Yes!” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled from ear to ear. 


“Sorry!” 


The hunter’s head exploded. The hunter fell over with one arm extended. Plop. The headless body 
lightly fell over. Blood and flesh that burst with the explosion was spread out everywhere. 


[A warrior has died. ] 

[They are not the servant of the Devil King. ] 

[The Goddess of Protection is silent. | 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is clapping his hands. ] 
“Mm.” 

The Heretic Questioner pulled out his handkerchief. 


His face was red with the blood of the hunters who died. He lazily wiped his face. With just three 
wipes, the handkerchief was soaked in blood. 


“So it wasn’t the three!” 
It was silent. 


“This is tricky. I thought the betrayer would be along the 3! Haha. Then that means that betrayer is 
among us. Seems like the trust of 10 years will disappear in a moment!” 


He threw the red handkerchief to the ground. 

It fell in a puddle of blood and floated like a paper sailboat. 
“T said wait...” 

The Crusader’s shoulders were shaking. 


“T said to wait. I definitely said so...didn’t I ask you to wait! I asked you to be calm, Heretic 
Questioner, and like the past...! 


“You’re being strange. Vice Guild Master! I’m calm right now.” 
The Heretic Questioner smiled. 
Like it wasn’t enough, he pulled out a handkerchief with his right hand. 


“T calmly came to the decision that the three were most likely to be the criminal. Although it was 
wrong! Let’s be on the positive side and think that we got rid of the three most suspicious people. Ah. If 
the media saw, it would’ve been bad, but no one was filming so-” 


It was that moment. 
The handkerchief flew in the air. 


The clean white handkerchief that hadn’t wiped blood yet floated up. Before it fell, something that was 
heavier fell first. 


It was the right arm of the Heretic Questioner. 


“Ah.” 


It might’ve been a relief it was just that. 

If the Venomous Snake didn’t stop the attack of the Sword Saint, it might’ve been his head. 
“Fuck...!” 

The Venomous Snake cursed and stood in front of the Sword Saint. 

“Hey, zealot! Let us know if you’re going to kill someone beforehand!” 

“Ahh.” 

The Heretic Questioner looked down. The handkerchief landed a moment later. It quickly turned red. 


“This is difficult now, not just tricky. I can’t help without both hands. Sorry, everyone! I can’t be of 
help anymore!” 


“Ts...that...the...problem now...!” 

The Venomous Snake looked like he was struggling against the Sword Saint’s attacks. 
“Someone...fucking....help me! I’m gonna die! Seriously!” 

“Kim Gong-ja!” 

The Crusader shouted. 

“I’m leaving everything to you! You can even take my life!” 

It was more of a scream. 


“Only you didn’t receive the reward! Others might be the betrayer, but only you’re not! You 100% not 


“So please, I’m asking this of you! Stop the Sword Saint!” 


The sounds of swords clashing against each other filled the room. The Witch and the Count were 
helping Venomous Snake. Only the Crusader was looking at me. 


I momentarily looked at the fight in front of me. 

‘Sword Emperor.’ 

-Hm? What? 

‘...Am I destined to be loved by psychopaths or something?’ 
I had expected something like this would happen. 


I thought they would raise their swords at each other if a betrayer came up. So I had given up the 
reward. 


But. 
‘T didn’t think it would become like this...’ 


I sighed. 


“Ah, that’s good! It’s not a bad idea!” 


Heretic Questioner popped up between me and Crusader. He was holding his arm to stop the bleeding. 
Surprisingly, his face didn’t seem pained. 


“In these cases, a lot of people only get in the way. So it’s better to focus on the person who’s not the 
betrayer.” 


“So you’re saying...” 

“Yes!” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. 
“T’ll give all judgement to you!” 


“Mm, I thought the criminal would be from the 3, but nothing can be done about it anymore! I don’t 
trust myself. Hunter Kim Gong-ja. I’ll do what you say!” 


Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. 


—Yes. Yeah. I think you’re destined to be loved by psychos. Guys like this aren’t common. There was 
only about 1 of them in my tower. 


I really didn’t like this fate. 
‘T even got all authority from the Vice Guild Master and the Guild Master...’ 
-You’ve been promoted. Wasn't this why you gave up the reward? I was impressed by you right now. 


‘I knew it would become a mess but not like this. What should we do about those poor people? I guess 
I’ll have to regress...’ 


I glanced at the Crusader behind me. 

She was gripping her head. 

“Uh. I have a question.” 

See ALeGs 

Did she already know what I was going to ask. 
“He was already like that.” 

‘He’ was the Heretic Questioner. 


“When we first entered the tower, it was pandemonium. Everyone believed in different religions, and 
they split and made up again. Then, the Heretic Questioner appeared and...” 


“And?” 
“..Killed them all.” 


She sighed again. 
“He completely killed everyone who fought because of religion. That’s the only way he knows...” 
“Wow.” 


I thought he had peacefully settled things with everyone, because that’s what the media said. But to 
think such a massacre was behind all of it... 


“Save....me!” 

The Venomous Snake screamed a bit over where I was. 

It felt like the octave increased with every minute. 

“Dying! Fu...ck! I’m really dying! The Chen-mu Master is going to die, you bastards!” 
“Hahaha.” 

The Heretic Questioner fixed his cap with his left hand. 


“I’m sorry for making this mess. Kim Gong-ja hunter! Can’t you please stop the Sword Saint with the 
condition of my authority!” 


“Sigh. You...never mind.” 
I shook my head. 


“Let’s talk about you later. Very deeply. But I’1l take care of this right now because I think Venomous 
Snake will really die right now.” 


“Yes! Thank you!” 

“Well. It’s nice to be able to control Ten Thousand Temple and the Civil Militia if only for a bit...’ 
I convinced myself. 

There was an intense fight going on. To join it would be suicide. 

But I knew the magic word to stop the Sword Saint. 

“Sword Saint-nim!” 

There was no reply. 


“Sword Saint-nim! Since you already bowed your head to me once again, please listen to me! Let’s 
stop fighting and talk!” 


There was still no reaction. 

Ah. There was no other choice. 

I took a deep breath, and shouted. 
“T’ll ask your granddaughter out!” 


Pause. 


“If your granddaughter enters the tower. Yes, I’1l meet her once. I don’t know if we’ll go out, but since 
I might be your grandson in law, please listen to me!” 


He quietly looked at me. 
“...[’m not forgiving them.” 
“Yes.” 


“I’m not stopping because of what you said. I just thought that it might be better to find the betrayer 
and kill them after. Right?” 


Why are you asking me- 

Was what I stopped myself from asking, and I nodded my head instead. 
“Ah, yes you’re right. You can kill them after.” 

“Mm.” 

The Sword Saint pulled his sword back. 

Opposite of his, the Venomous Snake was panting hard. 

“Everyone. Please calm down.” 

I spoke looking at the hunters. 


“T don’t know who’s the betrayer. We might not find out. But that’s another problem. We can defeat the 
problem even without finding them.” 


“....How?” the Crusader asked. 

“The fact that they accepted the reward means they can stab us in the back any moment.” 
“Look at this.” 

I pointed at the marble ground. What the Heretic Questioner had engraved was still on there. 
“Tt says the Devil King’s Core is on the 20th floor.” 

I looked at each of them one by one. 


“Don’t focus on finding the betrayer, it’s a trap. Don’t fall for it. The betrayer might be scared out of 
their wits right now, and they might have been forcefully picked by the system. Who knows?” 


“Let’s get rid of the Devil King first.” 
It became silent. 


“If we get rid of the Devil King, his reward will disappear as well. It’s simple. No matter what kind of 
ridiculous test the tower offers, the solution is simple. 


Voices rang in my head. 


[The Goddess’s eyes are shining. ] 

[The Devil King clicks his tongue.] 

I put emphasis on my words. 

“Let’s climb the tower.” 

This was my answer. 

“And let’s destroy the Devil King’s Core on the 20th floor.” 

This wasn’t my answer only towards the hunters, but to the tower. 
And there was a reply to my answer. 


[The quest of the 12th floor is being given. ] 
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Chapter 30 — Fall Rain is Blood (3) 
Translator: HH 


[The quest of the 12th floor is being given. ] 

As soon as the voice could be heard, something poured on the window. 
Drip. Drip. 

It was rain. 


Rain slid down the fancy window in the reception room. For a moment, we turned out gazes to look 
outside. It wasn’t because we were surprised by the sound. There was something else that made us 
surprised. 


“Uh, uhhbhh...” 
“Nightmare! The rain of nightmare is pouring down again!” 
The color of the rain. 


It was as red as blood. No, it might’ve been actual blood. The NPCs who were with us started to hold 
their heads and groan. 


“Goddess, please don’t abandon us!” 

“W, What? Why are they suddenly being like this...?” 
The exhausted Venomous Snake looked around him. 
“Tt’s the Devil King...” 


The NPCs wearing armor muttered. They were crouched down on the ground with trembling shoulders. 
Like the trembling was infectious, groans started to come from everywhere. 


“Tt’s the end of the empire now...” 
“The Devil King is coming...” 
“Your Majesty....where is our emperor...?” 


All of their faces were dark. Despair. Acceptance. Exhaustion. Their faces were no different than actual 
humans. 


The Venomous Snake gulped. 

“T, They’re funny. Hey. This is all acting, right? What happened now?” 
“The quest has begun.” 

I spoke quietly. 


“We won’t fight if we stay still. If there’s arguments between us, they’1] have no choice but to attack 
us.” 


“Attack? Who?” 

“Who do you think?” 

I looked outside the window.” 

“The being that caused these arguments between.” 
Laughter flowed in my head. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is agreeing with you.] 


The rain poured down harder. The sound that was like someone knocking instantly became even more 
quiet. Tens of red drops covered the window. 


I approached the window. I couldn’t see outside from here. Because the rain was too bad, the entire 
window was red. I broke the window with my sheath. 


Red rain poured into the reception room. I saw clearly down what was happening outside. The palace. 
The city beyond the palace. The great wall beyond the city. 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain is manifesting. ] 
It was beyond the city walls. 

-Pitiful things. 

It whispered quietly. 

Yes. It was a whisper. 


Just a whisper climbed over the walls, the city, and flowed into the reception room through the broken 
window. 


-Did you think humans summoned from another world would be your shield? Did you think they would 
be your heroes? 


The rain endlessly poured. 


-Come at me. Come at me as much as you want. Summon as many as you want. Call for thousands of 
warriors and knights. It’s pitiful you can’t realize that they’re only humans like you. 


The voice rang through the pouring rain. It rang in the walls. It rang in the palace’s walls. It rang in the 
reception room’s wall. It laughed. It was a loud laughter. The laughter echoed and echoed, ringing our 
ears. 


“Agh...” 
The NPCs bent down further. They gripped their heads like they were in pain. 


We were better off than them. It was our first time hearing the laughter. It was bearable. If we had to 
listen to that voice for over a year, the story would change. 


-Things who don’t see humans as humans. 
It was then. 


On the map that only I could see, red spots suddenly started to appear on the map. One. Two. Three. 
The red dots that were slowly appearing, grew exponentially. 


Hundreds. 

Thousands. 

Ten thousands. 

Soon, the entire horizon turned into red. 

-Be swallowed by your evil. 

It hailed. 

The sky and the earth suddenly became pale, and the things between it showed themselves. 


It was the monsters that were the red dots. 


The hunters shut their mouths. It was a monster army incomparable to the one on the 11th stage. A 
colossal army was heading towards us. 


-Kirir. 
-Kiek, kek! 


The monsters cried out. They bared their teeth. They twisted their necks. Rain poured down the 
goblins’ twisted faces. The blood rain was probably holy water for them. They looked at the sky like 
they were looking towards a god, and they saluted the red rain. 


“...I said so.” 

I gripped my sword. 

“Tt’s not the time for us to fight.” 
And letters appeared in front of me. 
ef 

[Defense of the Empire’s City] 
Difficulty: A~SSS 


Mission goal: Warriors! You have decided to fight bravely against the Devil King. The Devil King has 
joined the war himself after sensing danger. He can summon monster armies wherever. He is aiming for 
the heart of the Aegim Empire, the Imperial city, Hakamenia. 


Fortunately, the Devil King is weakened from manifesting here. 

Stop the Devil King! 

However, loss in the battle means the 13th floor will not be opened. 
+ 

It was silent for a moment. 

“_..became weak?” 

The Venomous Snake murmured. 

“That?” 

What he said reflected what everyone was thinking. 


“This...is unfair. How are we supposed to clear it? This isn’t a quest that we can solve. Even if up to 
the 10th floor was only a tutorial...this is too different. Things like this.” 


“That’s enough. Let’s be calm.” 

I turned to look at the reception room. 

There were the hunters. Behind them, the NPCs were in despair. 
“We can do it. The tower doesn’t give quests that can’t be cleared.” 
“But, how do we defeat those many monsters...?” 

“So that’s why I’m telling you to be calm.” 

I pointed at the NPCs. 


“We’re not just hunters here. Did you forget? Venomous Snake. You’re the Head Bodyguard. You have 
to lead them.” 


“We can’t break through this stage with just hunters.” 

Yeah. 

“Convince the NPCs. Raise them up to fight. Lead them. Lead them into war like they’re real people.” 
That was how the 11th floor was subjugated as well. 


“We can’t fight each other here. Sword Saint-nim. You’re the Grand Master of knights. A Head 
Bodyguard and Grand Master fight? How can we defend against outer forces?” 


“Did you think it was beneficial to get the reward? It is. But you have responsibility as well. We 
received the roles, and it’s time to role play.” 


I turned my head towards the Crusader. 


She was looking at me with a serious face. 
“Director of Foreign Affairs.” 
“Mm.” 


“This is the reception room but the Emperor isn’t in sight. He’s probably somewhere in the palace. 
Please search for the Emperor with the NPCs. If the leader isn’t here, the NPCs won’t follow us.” 


The Crusader nodded. 
“Understood.” 
“Supreme General.” 


I looked at the Heretic Questioner. Even though he lost an arm, he was still smiling brightly. Rather, he 
was looking at me like he was amused. 


“Yes! That’s me!” 


“T hate hunters like you. Really. I felt that I needed to see the end of things with you after seeing what 
you did. But, you can’t forget that you’re the Supreme General now.” 


“Haha. I’m starting to like you more and more!” 

“Since you gave me authority, please shut up and listen to me.” 
I looked at the map and spoke. 

There wasn’t a lot of time. The red wave was getting closer. 


“There’s probably a lot of soldiers at the city walls. Monsters are getting closer to them like hail, but 
there’s no way they’re feeling normal. Please go to the city walls yourself and assure the soldiers.” 


“Mm! It’s noblesse oblige!” 

“Please defend the city walls no matter what. If they fall, this stage is over.’ 
“Don’t worry.” 

Heretic Questioner smiled. 

“T’ve never broken a promise since I was born. I’ll guard it with my life!” 
“Okay.” 

I looked around me. 

“Then Ill be off first.” 


It was time for war. 
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As soon as I left the palace, the remaining hunters were being summoned. 

“Whoa. Where’s this?” 

“Good thing it’s not a messy port.” 

The hunters looked around like they were tourists. 

“Huh, is this holy rain? The color is...” 

“Go under the roof! Quickly!” 

“Hey. It says to choose a role as my reward.” 

“Role? What’s that?” 

The hunters didn’t understand the situation. Was it because they arrived later than us? 
‘Even the highest rankers suspected and fought each other.’ 


3 people had died just because they were doubted. How bad would it be for the remaining hunters! Not 
much could be expected from the hunters who just entered the stage. 


“There’s no time to convince the players.’ 
Because the Devil King’s Army was coming even now. 
“We need to stop the attack with NPCs first!’ 


I ignored the hunters and ran down the street. It became even more crowded. But thankfully, I had to 
mini map with me. I took the fastest path to the city walls. 


“Kim Gong-ja.” 

It was when I left the palace. Someone appeared next to me. 
“Witch?” 

“Call me Black Dragon Master. I don’t like my nickname that much.” 


Witch. The Rank 2 hunter and I were running together. Did she have Aura on her feet? She ran the 
streets like she was sliding on it. 


“Why did you suddenly come here?” 
“it’s my skill. I can teleport to where I can see.” 
It was a damn cheat skill. 


-Hey. Zombie. You should die by this guy once! Teleportation Transference is lit! I don’t know about 
anyone else, but if it’s by this guy, I’ll acknowledge it. Quickly die! 


I ignored what Bae Hu-ryeong said and asked. 

“Then what are you doing here not at the city walls?” 

“TI came to get you. Obviously.” 

She answered emotionlessly. We were running, but she didn’t look tired at all. 


“T saw on the 11th floor. You have a sword that works on NPCs, right? I don’t know what kind of 
sword it is, but it can raise their morale. What they need isn’t me, but you.” 


She looked at me. 

“Agree.” 

“What?” 

“Agree that you’ll teleport with me. If not, I can’t teleport you. That’s the limit of my skill.” 
I was a bit taken aback. 


“Wait. Teleportation Transference has gotta be at least an S Class skill. Is it ok for you to reveal its 
limits like this? It’s your secret weapon.” 


“Funny.” 


She wiped her forehead. Above us, the red rain was endlessly pouring. Hair was stuck on her white 
forehead because of the rain. 


Her black eyes looked at me. 


“Like you said, I’m the chancellor of this empire. Isn’t it natural for a chancellor to reveal their secret 
weapon?” 


“There’s no time. It doesn’t matter how you do it, so agree quickly.” 
I nodded my head. 
“T agree to the use of the Black Dragon Master’s skill.” 


It was an instant. The Witch held my right hand. Grip. The wet hand covered mine. Her fingers 
intertwined with my fingers so as to not slip from the rain. 


“Huh?” 

“-There’s another limit.” 

The Witch whispered while holding my hand. 
“Transference.” 


In the blink of an eye, we were on top of the city walls. 


Like I expected, it was a mess. Monsters were coming, but the soldiers weren’t fighting back. No, they 
couldn’t. They were hiding behind the walls or praying to their god. 


“Tt’s the end...” 
“God. Please pity us and...” 
“Sob, sob...” 


NPCs were no different than people who were alive. Even if they were illusions, the fear they felt was 
real. 


“Black Dragon Master. Thank you for bringing me here. From now...” 
“Wait.” 

The Witch sighed. 

“T can’t just leave like this after showing my junior a pathetic side of me.” 
“Sorry?” 

“T didn’t become the Guild Master for nothing.” 

She took a deep breath and opened her mouth. 

“-Soldiers of the Aegim Empire!” 

Black Aura exuded from her body. The black was a bit darker than the red. 


“Rise! What are you doing here? Are you thinking the walls made of stone will protect you? Don’t you 
know what’s protecting the empire isn’t that pile of stones, but you all?” 


The soldiers crouched behind the wall lifted their heads. 
“Chancellor...?” 
“Tt’s the chancellor.” 


To them, the Witch was a chancellor. Someone recognized the chancellor, and what he said quickly 
spread like the rain that was pouring. 


The Witch nodded her head. 
“Rise!” 
The Witch looked mad. She looked angrily down at the wall, and the soldiers followed her gaze. 


“Rise, soldiers of the empire! The last wall of Aegim! Grab your shield! Lift your swords. Until you 
aren’t able to! Rise for the empire, and for you!” 


The Witch grabbed my hand. 
“The goddess is protecting us!” 


She raised my right hand. 


I realized what I had to do. 

Kashing! 

The Holy Sword came out from its sheath. 

I lifted the sword up high. It shined down to the city walls on the soldiers’ faces. 
“The sword of the beginning...” 

“Tt’s the Holy Sword. The Holy Sword that the goddess has proved!” 
And. 

[The Goddess of Protection expresses gratitude at your choice. ] 

[The Goddess of Protection musters out the last of her power. ] 

There was light. 
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No one knew. Just where these things came from. 

-Pitiful things. 

Only, when it appeared, it rained red rain. 

-Things that don’t see humans as humans. 

Blood flowed where the rain was. 


-You kill humans after being born as humans. Do you say that that’s the fate of humans? I think that’s 
the accomplishments of a wild beast. What is the reason why I shouldn’t kill beasts? 


Rain of nightmare. 


I saw the trauma of the general when I was killed by the NPC general on the 11th floor. In the 
nightmare, the general was screaming. 


Not only the general, but civilians. 

-Turn back! 

-Rain, again... 

-Run away to where the rain doesn’t pour! 
The small countries in the rural lands fell first. 
After that, empires started to fall. 


Other small countries and empires fell soundlessly. Every time a land collapsed, the safety zone of 
humans decreased. The history of humans became shorter when a king disappeared. 


Only the rain poured. 


-Where it doesn’t rain... 


The rain poured. 

-It’s the end. The finish. 

The rain poured. 

-Goddess, please don’t abandon us... 
And the rain poured. 


Eventually, there was only a small strip of land for humans, and only a piece of human history left. The 
historians used their pens preciously. They accepted that they would write ‘And humans went extinct.’ 


Only the empire was left on the continent. 

-Pitiful things. 

The owner of the nightmares. 

The king of all demonic creatures. 

And the last historians gave it a name. 

-Be swallowed up in your evil. 

Devil King &=. 
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The rain poured. 

Light shined. 

It rained on the ground, and light soared up to the sky. 
“Whoa...” 

Where the light shined, the blood rain stopped coming down. 
The soldiers looked up at the sky with bloodied faces. 
The rain had stopped. 

“Goddess...” 

That was it. 

The blood had stopped pouring. 

And it wasn’t like it had completely stopped. 

It only stopped where the Holy Sword shined. 

It was a light rest. A small light. 

“The Goddess...” 


“The god is protecting the empire!” 


However, there were times when small things excited people. 


It happened to people who only had small things left. 


This land was the only safety zone for the people of the empire. It was the last page of history books. 
The citizens of the kingdom knew, the generals knew, and the Directors of Security and Education 
knew. 


That was why there hadn’t been any NPCs in the reception room. 

Because the chancellor had quit politics. 

Because the Supreme General had quit the army. 

Because the bodyguards didn’t guard the Emperor anymore. 

Because the knightages didn’t do the duty of knights. 

It was an empire that everyone had abandoned. 

That was why the tower had chosen the empire as its stage. 

Like an estate of the 10th floor with children that everyone had abandoned. 
“Rise!” 

The Witch of Black Dragon shouted. 


The soldiers all stood up. There were some who gripped the wall to stand up. There were some who 
barely stood supporting themselves with their spears. There were some who raised themselves with the 
help of their comrades. 


“Rise!” 


The Witch ordered them for the last time. Yes, they would be the walls of the city. They all echoed her 
command like they were enchanted. 


“Rise!” 

“The chancellor is here! With us!” 

“The sword of our ancestors is protecting us!” 

And so the city walls became the city walls, spears became spears, and soldiers became soldiers. 
“Rise, quickly rise!” 

“What are you doing in front of the chancellor!” 


The higher-ups smacked the backs of the soldiers. The soldiers all came to attention. They fixed their 
helmets. 


Red rain poured on their heads. But the rain didn’t cover their eyes anymore. They looked forward. 


“Sigh...” 
The Witch quietly sighed. 


The black Aura from her body slowly faded away. Did she go overboard? There weren’t just drops of 
blood rain on her forehead, but also sweat. 


“...What?” 

“Ts it you’re first time seeing an Ukrainina give a speech?” 

“Uh,” 

“In our country, reds do it.” 

The Witch lifted a corner of her mouth. 

She realized too late that she was smiling. 

“T don’t like communists, but they’re good at speeches. There were things I could learn.” 
“Pardon?” 

“’..Never mind.” 


The Witch’s face became expressionless again. Huh? I didn’t understand what the Black Dragon Master 
just said. 


-Wait. 

Bae Hu-ryeong inserted himself in the conversation. 

-I think she’s just embarrassed that her dad joke didn’t work. 
‘Eh. That was a joke?’ 


-I don’t know. Seeing the atmosphere, it seems like it. But if you react like how you did...never mind. 
Zombie. Don't plan on getting along with any higher ups in an organization. Just be a hunter like you 
are. Okay? 


I didn’t know what he was talking about. 

I didn’t know, but one thing was clear. 

“Kim Gong-ja. What are you going to do from now?” 
The situation had somewhat gotten better with her speech. 
“We’ll have to hold up at the city walls.” 

“Right.” 

I narrowed my eyes at the red horizon. 


Countless monsters were around the Devil King. Even if the Witch’s teleportation skill took me there, 
there wasn’t any guarantee I would be killed by the Devil King. 


First, there needed to be a 1:1 confrontation with the Devil King. 


“We need to bring hunters while the NPCs hold up. Then we won’t fall back on fighting. If the Devil 
King tries to put more monsters in by forcing them in the city walls...” 


“The city walls?” 

“Teleport the Devil King in front of me.” 
The Witch openly peered at my face. 
“Commando.” 

“Yes.” 


“Are you planning on dying?” 
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What she said was reasonable. 


I was still an E Class hunter. The continent wouldn’t have fallen if the Devil King was able to be 
defeated by an E Class hunter. 


I was at a huge disadvantage. 

But death didn’t mean loss to me. 

“T plan on winning.” 

Death was a step to winning for me. 

“T have a secret weapon too. Trust me.” 
The Witch sighed. 


“Ok. Since all hunters have a secret. I hope your sword will be as sharp enough to pierce that boss 
monster.” 


That’s what I was planning on. 
-You’re playing a fun game. Goddess. 
It was then. 


-You’re last resistance is pitiful. Light. What can light do for those who don’t know if they have a 
future. Even you’re pitiful now. 


The Devil King’s voice split the battlefield. 
-Then show me light as well. 
There was a large sound. 


The Witch and I didn’t let our guards down. We were watching the Devil King’s movements, so we 
knew the identity of the sound. 


It was a sword. 
Slowly. 


The Devil King slowly pulled out his sword on the horizon. Time seemed to slow down. The sword of 
the Devil King seemed to be on a different time than us. So it seemed like he was trying to cut time. 


But the Devil King cut time. He cut the sky. The trajectory of the sword was red. 
It precisely aimed for the walls, and pierced it. 


A storm rised. 


The Witch and I subconsciously closed our eyes. While we closed our eyes, dust covered us, and we 
could hear screams. It was the screams of the soldiers. I heard something break. 


And a moment later. 
“Gasp, cough...!” 


When the dust settled, we looked towards where the screams were coming from. It was painful because 
the dust entered our eyes, but the shock was greater than the pain. 


The Witch swallowed. 

“ ..Is he really weaker?” 

The walls of the empire were broken. 

The Devil King whimpered. 

-Poor things. 

Red rain poured from the dusty sky. 

Laughter echoed from where the Devil King was. 
-Is this really still your empire? 

3 

It wasn’t just the broken city walls. 

The red trajectory of the sword crushed streets and buildings. Even the palace was in its path. 
Boom! 

[One warrior has died. ] 

A voice rang from nearby. 

[They are not the Devil King’s servant.] 

A voice that announced death. 

The Witch and I looked at each other. 

“_..It was where the reception room was.” 

The Witch spoke first. 


“Heretic Questioner, Sword Saint, and Venomous Snake aren’t in the reception room, since they’re 
bringing the soldiers here. Crusader’s looking for the Emperor on your orders. Then, the person that’s 
left it...” 


Count. 


“_..Dying first.” 


The Count wasn’t the betrayer. 

“Rude.” 

The Witch quietly murmured. 

That was it. 

She didn’t say anything else and just shook her head. 

I wondered if it was her way of saying farewell. 

“Black Dragon Master. If the Count really passed away then with the outside world...” 
“Right now.” 

The Witch spoke in a low voice. 

“Right now, let’s focus on what’s in front of us.” 

The 2nd strongest hunter in the tower was glaring at the prey in the horizon. 


“Even the Devil King won’t be able to continue attacking like that. Kim Gong-ja. Help protect the 
broken city walls with me.” 


The red spots on the map changed. 

The monster army was approaching us like a wave before. But now, the red spots were pointy. 
Were they trying to exhaust us? 

“Yes, maam.” 

The points were heading towards the city walls. 

It was the crack where the red trajectory had split. 
“T was thinking the same thing.” 

The Witch grabbed my hand. 

She nodded her head. 

“Teleportation.” 

We moved towards the broken city walls. 

-Krrrrk! 

-Kiek, ke! Kekeke! 

-Gwoooo! 


The monsters were right in front of us. Arrow flew. They were from the soldiers above the city walls. It 
wasn’t enough to stop the red wave. Goblin, ork, skeletons, and other monsters ran at us. 


There was only about 2 minutes before the first wave arrived. 


-Zombie. 

I heard Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice. 

-Even a minute is ok. No, 30 seconds. 

Tens, hundreds, of monsters were flying through the clouds. 

And tens times that number was rumbling the ground towards us. 
-Endure it yourself. 

There weren’t any allies stopping me. 

-To win this battle, you must become hope to these people. 

So I was standing at the very front alone. 


-Endure it by yourself. Even 30 seconds is ok. It’s important that you show you can stop those monsters 
by yourself. You don’t call a human who lived for 30 years a hero. The 30 seconds that everyone needs. 
The human that provides those 30 seconds is the hero. 


I dropped my backpack on the ground. 

-Be a hero. 

Bae Hu-ryeong pulled out a glass bottle. 

It was what the future Lord of Alchemy Castle made. 
It was the glass bottle with the elixir. 

-I’[l help you. 

One gulp. Two gulps. Three gulps. 

I gulped down the elixir. 


-I promised I would teach you sword techniques before the 20th floor, right? It’s a bit early, but here’s 
some lessons. 


Thump. 

My heart beat faster. 
-Take a step back. 
My heart beat faster. 
-Look ahead. 

I did. 


-There’s two goblins in front. They can’t see that well because of the dust. Quickly swing your sword 
before them. 


My heart beat even faster. 


Each second felt slower. 


-The Holy Sword shines, but it can take away sight as well. Take your opponents eyes with your sword, 
and get time from your opponent. 


And so a second for me was faster than my heart. 

-They’re here. 

My sword would be a second faster than me. 

-Let’s go. Partner. 

Bae Hu-ryeong stood next to me. 

-It’s time to be a hero. 

I swung my sword. Blood flowed everywhere. 

The goblin screamed. In my second, the scream didn’t stop. 
-One down. 


Blood scattered in the air. It was the same color as the rain. I gripped my sword even tighter. And 
swung it. 


-Keeeeeeeeeea! 
Two. 


Before the 1st goblin tied, I cut the second goblin. It was an instant. Blood flowed from my right and 
left. The monsters shouted without even being able to see my sword. 


I killed one, and another. 

-Aeeeeee! 

-Aaaeeeeeeeee! 

Before a monster could finish screaming, another monster screamed. 

The screams around me didn’t end. 

The orchestra of my sword. 

I directed them with my conducting stick. 

-1 second has passed. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 

-Don’t cut off your sword when you swing. Gong-ja. Don’t divide each attack, and connect them. 


I swung my sword. 


-Cut from the top to bottom. Think. It’s no different from music. When a tone pitches down, it can be 
pulled back up. 


Screams rang out. 
-Connect! If your sword is low, bring it back up again. That’s how your sword can continue to connect. 
Another second passed. 


-A sword is a fight of time! If it’s swung once, it’s over. But a more skilled person can control 5 
seconds. 


Enemies let out blood. 

And I let out my breath. 

-Don't lose time! 

Before the blood poured. And my breath faded. 


-Don’t waste anything! Just because you cut your opponent, it’s not over. You have to know where to cut 
next! Don’t throw away a second. Live it. 


A blade swung between my breathing and the blood of my enemy. 

-A sword user lives by their sword. 

I swung my sword. 

-Do you think it’s easy to live a second? Do you really want to leave? 
I swung my sword. 


-People aren't alive when they spend time. Gong-ja. You are a sword user. So you need to live by your 
sword. 


I swung my sword again. 
-Burn it up! 


A goblin scratched me and blood spilled from my arm. Ah. I felt dizzy. Even in the pain, I swung my 
sword, and looked forward. 


-Knrir,kr... 
-Kwoooooo! 
Countless monsters. 


Monsters were pouring from the dust cloud. Countless enemies, and countless evil. They were all 
trying to kill me. 


-10 seconds now. 


This was 10 seconds. It had only been 10 seconds. 

-Burn more, Gong-ja. Don’t spill your life, and burn it up. 
I tightened my grasp on the sword. 

-It’s time to show who you are. 

I shouted loudly. 


In the cracks of the city walls, my shout rumbled. The soldiers on top flinched. The monsters coming 
from far away paused. 


-Yeah. Fuck, this is it. 

Bae Hu-ryeong giggled. 

-Now you’re not that much of a zombie now, huh! 

I ran forward. 

-Gwo...? 

I attacked the foot of the goblin who stopped first. Before he could react, he was dead. 
The goblin’s head flew up with its mouth open. 

I swung my sword. 

-Krirr, rrr 


And next was an orc standing blanky next to it. Before it could raise its club, I bought my sword down 
on it. Blood poured out like a fountain. 


I swung my sword. 

‘Just a bit more.’ 

Skeletons. 

‘Just a bit more.’ 

And more goblins. 

‘More.’ 

Countless orcs. 

‘More! Just a little bit more!’ 
At the immeasurable amount of monsters. 
‘Look!’ 

I swung my sword. 


‘Look at me!’ 


I was alive. 

I was alive when I swung my sword. 

-KOooo000! 

An ogre appeared from the red dust cloud. 

Once. Twice. Everytime the monster moved, the wind moved around it. 

In the ogre’s dust cloud, a goblin entered. Then, it died with the sounds of its bones crunching. 
Yes. That was right. They didn’t have any camaraderie. Nor any pity and love for each other. 
So they were beasts. 

Disgusting beasts. 

-ROoooo000! 

The beast fiercely cried out. 

It bared its teeth to me. 

‘Come.’ 

And here, there was a hunter. 

There was a hunter chasing after a beast. 

‘T’ll show you.’ 

Boom! 

The ogre toop a step forward. 

The city walls started to crumble. 

Boom! 


The disgusting beast took another step forward. Everytime it took a step forward, the ground shook. 
The city walls crashed down. The ogre shook the ground, heading this way. 


-Root your feet in the ground. 
However. 

-And look forward. 

What I had to do didn’t change. 
-Cut your enemy with the sword. 
I ran at the monster. 


Boom! 


The giant beast stepped forward. I aimed for that moment. When it lifted its club to hit me, I twisted 
my sword in front of it. 


White light. 

The light of the Holy Sword entered the eyes of the ogre. 
-Gwoooooo0! 

The ogre’s body was already stumbling. 

It was hard for the ogre to change his direction. 

‘Why.’ 

When I was attacking the ogre, I was thinking of something. 
‘Why did you give an EX Class skill to a bastard like that.’ 
Of Yoo Soo-ha. 

Of the tower that gave him that...rare skill. 


‘Tt didn’t have to be a saint. Just someone that was a bit more normal. If it was given to someone like 
that, it would’ve been fine. But why. To that psychopath.’ 


The ogre’s club flashed by my nose. 
It missed, because it was blinded by the light. 
Thankfully, there was a blind spot. 


‘Oh...so that was it?’ 
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Tran. 

‘Did you think you couldn’t control the Tower without Yoo Soo-ha? Did it have to be him?’ 
The ogre widened its eyes seeing me in the air. 
The monster tried to use its club. 

But it was too late. 

‘Don’t make me laugh!’ 

I would show them. 

‘T’ll clear the 20th floor stage instead of Flame Emperor.’ 
And not just the 20th floor stage. 

‘The 30th too.’ 

Even the 40th. 

‘And the 50th.’ 

The 60th, 70th, 80th, and the 90th. 

Even the 99th floor. 

‘Until the 100th!’ 

Until I was at the top. 

‘T’ll show you!’ 

[Your existence is becoming clearer. ] 

I swung my sword. 

[Hunter Kim Gong-ja’s level is growing. ] 

The blade precisely cut the ogre’s neck. 

Blood splattered everywhere. 


The leather was pretty firm, but not sharper than my sword. The monster’s lifeline was thick, but not as 
much as my Aura. 


The ogre whipped his arm even in the last moment. Did he feel wronged? I didn’t need to feel 
surprised. I attacked again. 


[Your skill slots are being increased. ] 


[Now your hunter rank is D Class. ] 

The ogre’s neck split apart. 

A moment after that, the monster’s body fell down. 
[May luck be with you.] 

Red dust flew up. 

-Krrrrir... 


I could see monsters. The monsters that had been running head first into the broken city walls has 
begun to hesitate. They were scared after seeing the large monster fall. 


Silence. 


Other than the sound of rain pouring down, it was silent. The soldiers on the city wall looked at me, 
and the monsters of the Devil King squirmed. It was dead silent. I was standing all alone by myself. 


-Congratulations. 

Bae Hu-ryeong grinned. 

-It’s been 30 seconds. 

Then, someone passed by me. 


I could tell who it was just by looking at their back. The strongest hunter in the tower pulled out his 
sword. 


Tens of goblins lost their necks, and tens of orcs lost their backs. And tens of streaks of blood poured 
down as one. 


One second. Two seconds. Three seconds. 
It was only a moment, but I saw it. The blood streaming from the sky was darker than the rain. 


Sword Saint slowly looked back at me, turning his back towards the pools of blood he created. He 
opened his mouth. 


ts ” 


I didn’t understand what he said. 

My time was still slow. 

“Mm.” 

Did he realize that my condition wasn’t normal? 


He smiled, and spoke with Aura this time. 


“it was amazing.” 

The old man lifted his sword. 

It rained. 

The rain was red, so after the water poured down, the sword was red as well. 
“My name is Marcus Calenberry. Youngster.” 

I realized that he was trying to be polite. 

I closed my mouth. 

This was the second time a Rank 1 hunter told me his name. 

The first time was when I was on the 1st floor. 

The Flame Emperor tilted my head back and whispered. 

-My name is Yoo Soo-ha. 

-Farewell. 

I died that day. 

I heard a name for the second time today. They were different names and different people. 
Suddenly, it occurred to me that I was different as well. 

And I was able to do something that I wasn’t able to do the first time. 
“My name is Kim Gong-ja. Sir.” 

Today. 

I spoke my name. 

4. 

The rain poured. 

The fire burned everything in its way, and the rain had to fall from the sky. 
“Mm.” 

The rain poured. 

There was an old man standing in the middle of it. 

He nodded his head at me. 

“Let’s fight together, Youngster.” 

The Rank 1 hunter. 


Sword Saint. 


Grand Master of Knights of the Aegim Empire. 

Alliance. 

“-A hahaha!” 

The rain poured. 

“Mm! Sorry I’m late!” 

With the sound of puddles being splashing, laughter approached us. 
“T could’ve come faster. I guess it’s not easy to lead a legion!’ 


The speaker had one arm. It was a road where everything was damaged. The one-armed man stood 
firm. 


“Thank you. Hunter Kim Gong-ja.” 

The Heretic Questioner fixed his cap with the hand he had. 

The rain poured. 

Far away from behind the Heretic Questioner, something crowded over to us. 
“We’ll take over the time that you got for us.” 

Thousands of soldiers. 


The soldiers of the empire were jumping over holes past the puddles. No, there were even those who 
weren’t soldiers. They were citizens who didn’t have any armor. 


“Tt’s the order of the Supreme General. Everyone.” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled. 

Thousands of soldiers and ten thousands of citizens shouted. 
“Defeat the bastards who bared their teeth at the empire.’ 
The Rank 4 hunter. 

Ten Thousand Temple Master, Heretic Questioner. 

The Supreme General of the empire. 

“Whoooooooo0!” 

The rain poured. 


The monsters who had been coming like hail, stopped. They hesitated. The tables were turned. Water 
started to flow backwards from where the city walls were broken. 


“The god is with us!” 
The rain poured. 


“Hurrah for the Aegim Empire!” 


The rain poured. 
‘Ah.’ 


I couldn’t know when I had started to flow with the water. It was probably because of my Aura. I was 
running as a small drop in the water. 


Refugees from other countries raised their spears from my left. Farmers from the empire raised their 
rakes to my right. When I looked backed, hunters like me were running. 


A hunter I saw raised their sword. 


They were continuing to say something, but, 


“ 1” 


I didn’t understand them. 


Was it because of the rain? Or the people shouting? Oh, was it the screams of the monsters? Because 
time slowed down? Was it because I became a small drop of water flowing with them? 


Or, was it because I was swinging my sword. 


“ 1” 


Forward. 


oc ” 


Even more forward. 

Until water covered everywhere the fire was. 
Just a bit more forward. 

“-hey.” 


Something touched my shoulder. It pierced through the ten thousands of voices and said something to 
me. It was one-eyed. 


“Good job. I should’ve come earlier. I was late because I was bringing out guild members. But don’t 
worry. We’ll show you why we’re called Chen-mu mun from now on...” 


Pause. 
It stopped speaking. Why? It stopped, and looked into my eyes with its one eye instead. 
“You’re not listening. Are you immersed? Nice. I like it.” 


It laughed. 


“Hey, my name is Liao Fan. You can’t hear, but it doesn’t matter. ... you saved my life in the reception 
room earlier. I can’t forget about a debt as the Master of Chen-mu mun, right? Just run with your eyes 
forward. I’ll take the left. This is a huge benefit.” 


It raised its sword. 

“No one who stood on my right ever died.” 
The rain poured. 

“Go. Holy Technique.” 

I swung my sword. 

“T’Il protect you.” 

The water became even more violent. 

It flowed violently. 


“Sorry I’m late! I was busy looking for the Emperor. I found him, but he had already committed 
suicide. It'll be hard to use his authority. Sorry.” 


“Tt’s fine. We don’t need to gather any more people. Ms.Crusader, you should fight too.” 
“Of course. Hm? Why is Kim Gong-ja hunter...” 

“Don’t bother him.” 

The rain poured. 

“That guy. Is having the time of his life.” 

The rain poured. 

-Pitiful things. 

-Even if time is given, did you think it was for you? 


-Even the power of the goddess protecting you is gone. There is no god in the empire anymore. What 
did you expect? Will you prove yourselves? Fine. 


Laughter came with the rain. 

-Look. 

A red light. 

However, there were things blocking me. 
And there were a lot. 

“Hey, Witch! Get rid of them quickly!” 
“TI know. I won’t let them go twice.” 


“Geezer! You and I should cut them when the Witch scatters them!” 


“T can do it by myself.” 

“They’re starting to come, everyone!” 
The rain poured. 

“-scatter.” 


Six rays of light shined. It was the light of mirrors. The red light slid against the mirror. The first, 
second, and third mirror broke. But the 4th mirror continued to reflect the red light. 


“Sword Saint! Venomous Snake!” 

Something shouted. 

“Hup.” 

There was the sound of intaking breath. 

“Yaaaaaa!” 

And the sound of it being exhaled. 

The sky split. 

Even the red light split. It was light the ocean was being split into half. 
Five different voices chattered on. 

“Look! Look! I’ve still got a while before I die!” 

“You’re continuing to blabber on.” 

“This is the time!” 

And a voice whispered amongst them. 

“T’]l transport you next to the Devil King. Everyone get around me!” 
“Quickly! If the Devil King summons monsters again we’ll be back at the starting point!” 
Five voices overlapped. 

They gathered into one place. 

And. 

“Kim Gong-ja!” 

Someone extended their hand. 

Rain was dripping down their face. 

“Hold on!” 


“Hurry, there’s no time!” 


At that moment. 

The time that seemed like forever was released. 

I could see the people around me. 

I could hear the sounds around me. 

That wasn’t all. Memories of where I was and how I got here flooded inside my head. 
It was the middle of the battlefield. 


The soldiers and citizens were pushing away the monsters. Hunters endlessly poured from the broken 
city walls. 


“Kim Gong-ja hunter!” 

We were at the very front. 

From here to the Devil King, it was empty. The monsters would come soon, but not now. 
“Hurry!” 

It was a bit ironic. 


The Heretic Questioner was on Venomous Snake’s back. Venomous Snake was holding Sword Saint’s 
arm. Sword Saint had his hand on Crusader’s shoulder. Crusader was holding the Witch’s hand. 


‘...it would be awesome if I took a picture of this and put it online.’ 
While I was thinking those thoughts, the Witch shouted. 
“Hurry! If you don’t grab on we’re leaving you here!” 
The Witch was extending her hand towards me. 

‘Ahh.’ 

And I realized. 

This scene would be gone soon. 

Even the argument Sword Saint and I had. 

How the Sword Saint pulled back his sword. 

And how he bowed his head towards me, apologizing. 
How Heretic Questioner had killed those innocent hunters. 
Them fighting each other. 

‘Tt’ Ll all disappear.’ 

Everything. 


Like the rain that was pouring. 


“Those people won’t remember.’ 

However. 

-What are you doing. Partner. 

That was okay. 

-You have to go get the monsters, kid. 

It wouldn’t disappear just because it wasn’t remembered. 
I had a sword. 


This place had someone who died on the 1st floor. There was a ghost who died on the 99th floor. No 
one knew about their deaths. But we two were still here. 


“...0kay.” 
If we returned, nothing would be solved. 


Sword Saint would doubt me, and the hunters would suspect each other when it became time to choose 
rewards. 


“Let’s go.” 


But I was a bit stronger. I wouldn’t let innocent people die. I wouldn’t watch by while the Count died 
and our connection with the outside was cut off. Now I even somewhat knew who the betrayer was. 


I was sure. 

I would do better. 

“Good!” 

The Witch tightly held my hand. 
“Teleport!” 


The next moment, we jumped down from mid-air. The five of us landed at the same time. In front of us, 
the Devil King was standing with his sword. 


-Amusing. 

The Devil King was a sword. 

He was like a shadow in the form of a human. 
-Warriors of the goddess, I see. 


He had a face but no expression. He had arms, but no hands. He had legs, but no feet, and it seemed 
like he would fall over any moment. 


No. He was actually falling. The Devil King’s body continued to flow down. 


The owner of nightmares. 


The moving shadow. 


-Warriors. Did you know there’s a betrayer among you? You know, but you’re still trying to trust each 
other. 


Was there any reason to listen more? 

As far as I could see, there was none. 

I ran with my one sword. 

“Kim Gong-ja?!” 

I heard a surprised voice behind me. 

“No! Wait! You can’t go by yourself! Everyone has to work together to-” 
Sorry. 

I’ll see you in my next life. 

Although you won’t remember today. 

-Oho. 

The Devil King smiled at me running alone at him. 
-How foolish. 


It was a strange smile. There weren’t any eyes or mouth on his face, so it seemed like he was flowing 
from his skin. 


-Did you come to kill me, warrior? 

He swung his sword. 

It was something I never would’ve been able to block. 
Before the sword arrived at my neck. 

“No.” 

I didn’t pretend to block the attack. 

It was unnecessary. 

Instead, I politely raised my middle finger. 

“T came to be killed. You son of a bitch.” 

I’ll see you in my next life too. 


It was short, but I definitely saw the Devil King’s smile harden. 


“ 1 


oc 


a 


Soon, I didn’t hear anything. 

My consciousness faded away. 

All my senses were paused. 

I only felt the rain on my face until the last moment. 

Then. 

[You have died. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s skills are being randomly copied. ] 
Alright. 

[Skill cards are being created. ] 


It was time for round 2. 
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Chapter 34 — My Death Is (1) 
Translator: HH 


Yeah. I was back. 

I now referred to being ‘back’ to this place. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s skills are being randomly copied. ] 
My prison. An abyss of consciousness. 


People called me a loser. I was. And this was the place that gave me a chance. When I was burning up 
by the fire of the Flame Emperor, I didn’t miss the last chance the Tower gave me. 


Why? 
[The skill cards are being created. ] 
Why did the Tower give me such a skill? 


It was the same question as ‘Why was it given to a psychopath like Yoo Soo-ha?’ Why? Why was it 
presented to a good-for-nothing person who surfed the Internet like me? 


-I saw the skills. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 

-Do you want me to read them now? 
“Yes, please.’ 

-Okay! 


Listening to Bae Hu-ryeong speak, it occurred to me that the tower might’ve been regretful. Because 
they were disappointed in the attitude of the hunters. 


+ 
[Hate Flows Like Rain] 
Rank: S- 


Effects: You don’t look. You can’t see. People consider what they can’t see as not there. ‘Blind fools.’ 
Right. ‘Ignorant.’ 


Then, show them. 


Show them how many lives have been lost due to ignorance. As much as blood has been spilled in this 
world, the sky will pour down red rain. 


><However, only the blood you have seen will become rain. 


+ 


The Flame Emperor Yoo Soo-ha had definitely cleared through the 10th floor stage. 


Not in a good way. 

He had probably ignored the despair and hate of the dolls and just cleared through them. 
Wouldn’t the tower have considered that a shame? 

Wouldn’t it have been disappointed? 

“What’s the next skill?’ 

-This. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 

+ 

[The Heart Cries Echoing] 

Rank: A+ 


Effects: Your emotions will strengthen your Aura. The stronger your emotions, the more your Aura will 
react. Revenge. Detestation. Sadness. It can be whatever emotion. The fire will burn regardless of the 
firewood. 


However, you slowly become addicted to that emotion. 


Right. The tower definitely would’ve been disappointed. 

‘All floors have a hidden quest.’ 

Like there had been a quest to comfort the dolls in the hellfire residence. 
Perhaps...there could be a hidden quest on the 12th floor as well. 

I focused on Bae Hu-ryeong’s words. 

ns 

[Hundred Ghosts Summon] 

Rank: SS 


Effects: What you killed will be summoned as monsters. The dead cannot use their abilities from when 
they were living. They can’t remember it either. They’ll be summoned as goblins, orcs, zombies, 
skeletons, etc. 


>< However, you can only summon them once a week. 
+ 
Other than this, there were a lot of skills. 


But these three stood out to me the most. 


*...Nice.’ 

I nodded my head. 

‘I decided.’ 

What skill to use, and how to clear the 12th, no, the 20th floor. 
‘T’ll go with this.’ 

-Huh? 

Was my choice unexpected? 

Bae Hu-ryeong tilted his head. 

-You’re going with that? Mm? I don’t know. 

‘No. This will be the best, until the 20th floor at least,’ 


-I don’t know...well. Do whatever you want. I don’t know what you’re thinking. You’re probably just 
playing tricks again. 


‘Look forward to it.’ 
I paused while stretching out for the card. 
‘Sword Emperor. You know well about the Sword Saint’s daily schedule, right?’ 


-Huh? I do. Grandpops Marcus’ schedule is already determined from when he wakes up at dawn and 
goes to sleep. He’s a total grandpa. 


‘Tell me his evening schedule. I have somewhere to use it.’ 
-Alright, I guess. 

I grabbed the card. 

A voice rang in the dark. 

[Selection complete. The skill is being copied.] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours before. ] 

And like that, I returned back to a day. 

[Your current hunter class is D Class. ] 

[There is a penalty from your skill. ] 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
Of course there was a penalty. 

I ended up seeing the trauma of the Devil King of Fall Rain but... 


I needed to solve the problem of the 12th floor right now. 


[The extremity of the penalty is Mid-level.] 

[The penalty is Hungry Ghost Road. ] 

Let’s talk about the penalty later. 

bg 

Bae Hu-ryeong taught me the importance of a second. 

That it was hard for most people to properly live out a second. 
I deeply felt that this time. 

“—Leaving already?” 

In the cafe. 

The Witch looked up at me from the chair. 

It wasn’t just the Witch. All the ladders of the large clans looked up at me with various expressions. 


Even the Count, who had died from the Devil King’s attack on the 12th floor, was faintly smiling at 
me. 


I had returned to the cafe on the 1st floor, where I made a deal with the guild masters. 
‘A day.’ 

I realized how long 24 hours was. 

It was vertiginous. 


We had begun a new age, cleared the 11th floor, and fought against the Devil King on the 12th floor in 
a day. But holy cow. It had all happened in less than a day. 


“~..yes. The 11th floor will open in a bit.” 

I was a bit choked up. 

I lightly coughed, and spoke. 

“T have to start preparing now if I don’t want to fall behind.” 

“How are you going to prepare when you don’t know what the 11th floor is like?” 
There wasn’t any problem on the 11th floor. 

It started from the 12th floor, when the Devil King began to interfere. 

There, you guys will split up. 

Someone will betray you, and someone will fall apart from that betrayal. 


There’s even someone who dies. 


“,. Kim Gong-ja?” 

The Witch furrowed her eyebrows. 

“Are you alright? Your face turned strange. Are you feeling okay?” 

“Mm. I’m alright. It was just a bit touching to be here with amazing people who lead guilds.” 
I casually answered her. 

Bae Hu-ryeong silently watched me. 


“Anyways, yes. You’re right. Everyone. I know what the 11th floor is like. Not only that, I know what 
the quest is.” 


The look in their eyes changed. 


Information was as important as someone’s life. I had basically said, ‘I know something about your life 
at stake.’ It was understandable they would pale. 


“T was given the information as a reward for clearing the 10th floor.” 
“_..and the reason why I’m saying that now.” 

The Witch opened her mouth to speak. 

“Can we take it that you’re going to share it with us?” 

“Of course.” 

I lifted my forefinger. 

“However, there’s a condition.” 

“Go ahead. We’ Il gladly listen to it.” 

“Please do me a favor when I ask for it sometime.” 

I looked at each of the hunters sitting around the table. They all looked like they were deep in thought. 
A favor. It was something easy, but also hard. 

“What kind of favor is it?” 

“T can’t tell you right now.” 


“However, I can assure you that it won’t put your life in danger. It’s not about money either. I won’t ask 
for you to take someone’s life. If you think this is impossible, just refuse me then.” 


“Mm.” 
Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. 


With the right hand that was cut off by the Sword Saint last time. 


“Sounds fine to me. To be honest, I really like that condition! Ahaha. There is almost nothing that can 
take you by surprise if you have information about it beforehand. I agree!” 


“Hm. If we can refuse...I also agree.” 
The Heretic Questioner and the Count approved. 


When the other hunters all finished organizing their thoughts, they promised that they would accept my 
condition. 


‘Nice.’ 
1 thing done. 


“Then I’ll say it now. From the 11th floor to the 20th floor, it takes place in a world called the Aegim 
Empire. It’s receiving the attack of the Devil King, and the 11th floor is...” 


My voice quietly echoed in the cafe. 
The guild masters all started to murmur after hearing what I said. 


“ ..Hm. It was a tutorial up to the 10th floor. And we’ll be thrown into a large scale fight from the 11th 
floor.” 


“Tt’s priceless information, I see.” 
“Yup! The fight will also be different now!” 


“T should give this information to our guild members. Whew. But our Sangryun kids aren’t talented at 
all in fighting and...” 


The hunters shared their opinions. 

I nodded my head. 

‘The 11th floor will be clear more easily with this information now.’ 

It was already changing. A lot of things had changed since the beginning of this regression. 
But it still wasn’t enough. 

“Then I’ll take my leave now...ah, Crusader.” 

“Mm?” 

The Crusader turned her head. She was sipping her third Americano now with a straw. 
“Why did you call for me?” 


“You’re the Vice Guild Master of the Civil Militia. Would you like to walk with me? I have something 
to discuss with you.” 


“Hmm.” 


The Crusader looked around and shrugged her shoulders. 


“Well. I was planning on getting up soon anyway. As long as it doesn’t take too long...” 
“Tt won’t take that long. 30 minutes is enough.” 

“Then fine with me.” 

The Crusader put her coffee cup down. 

“T’Il accept the date request.” 

3. 


In the city bustling with people, hunters talked about the 10th floor in benches next to the fountains, 
outdoor restaurants, and in markets. 


“Seeing as how there hasn’t been any announcement, it was cleared by a nameless newbie!” 
“No way. The higher guilds are controlling it.” 

“Seriously, who did it...” 

“T want to clear a stage too.” 

To those who’s tomorrow was canceled, the subjugation of the 10th floor had just happened. 
It felt like I alone was walking in deleted time. 

-Hey, Zombie. 

Well, to be exact, I wasn’t alone. 

-He’s following us. 

Since I had Bae Hu-ryeong. 

‘Are you sure?’ 

-Definitely. And don’t look back. 

To safely clear the 12th floor, two things were needed. 

One was the alliance with the leaders of the large guilds. 

And the other...was for Sword Saint to not be hostile towards me. 

‘It’ ll be too late to do it on the 12th floor.’ 

I had felt it this time. 

‘Is has to be solved before climbing the tower.’ 


The relationship between Sword Saint and the guild masters was horrible. If betrayal was added on top 
of this? We would be taking the shortcut to destruction. 


-Dang, I can hardly tell. Look at his stalking skills. You probably won’t be able to tell even if you 
turned back. He has a skill related to this. 


‘I got it, so please just check if it’s following us.’ 


I was baiting the Sword Saint right now. 


I had heard about the Sword Saint’s schedule from Bae Hu-ryeong already, and purposely got noticed 
by him. After he saw me walk by the outdoor restaurant where he normally ate, he began to follow me. 


Of course. 

“Kim Gong-ja. Where are we going?” 

The Crusader next to me wouldn’t now. 

“There’s only dark and creepy neighborhoods if we go this way...” 
“There’s a shop I want to recommend to you.” 

“Shop?” 


“Yes. It’s a shop that a nameless pharmacist runs. It’s amazing. If her name was known, it would get 
famous right now. But it’s not working out. If you think it’s good, please help with their sales.” 


“Mmmmm...” 

The Crusader looked at my face. 

I knew what she was doing. 

‘She activated her Lie Detection skill.’ 

The Crusader opened her mouth. 

“Is what you said true?” 

“Yes. Of course. Why would I lie to you?” 

I really was going to introduce her to the store so it wasn’t a lie. 
“Are you planning something suspicious?” 


“I’m trying to receive help from you. Even if something happens, my life will be in danger, not yours. 
Trust me.” 


“Hm.” 

She slowly nodded her head. 

It was all probably registered as the truth. 

“Sorry.” 

She smiled. 

“T hear that I’m really doubtful of things quite a lot. Let’s continue.” 


Nice. Pass. 


We passed the street and arrived at the pharmacist’s store. She was moving something that seemed 
quite heavy. At first, she tilted her head looking at us approach her, then she smiled brightly when she 
saw my face. 


“Ah! Sir!” 

“Are you open now, Store owner-nim?” 

“Ahaha. It’s closed, but always open for you! You’re my first regular. Hup!” 
She put down what she was carrying. 


She had looked pretty dirty just a few days ago, but she was completely neat now. She gave off the 
impression of a store owner now. 


“Whew. Ah, sorry. This is...>?” 


“She’s the hunter that’s working as the Vice Guild Master of the Civil Militia. You’ve heard of her, 
right? Her name is Crusader.” 


“_..pardon?” 

Her eyes shook beyond her glasses. 

“T, the Vice Guild Master of the Civil Militia?!” 
“Yup.” 

“She’s so high up!” 

This was the normal reaction for hunters. 


“W, why is such a person at this lowly ship...gasp!? Drugs?! Is this to crack down on drugs? I, I didn’t 
make any! I’m working in a place like this, but I didn’t touch drugs at the very least, no, I didn’t make 
even a gram of anything bad!” 


“T lived conscientiously! And I’Il continue to do so! So please don’t investigate!” 
She bent over flat on the ground. 

This wasn’t a normal reaction. 

“Mm...” 


The Crusader had an awkward face. Since the Lie Detection had probably said that it was all true. She 
seemed to be considering whether she should think of the pharmacist in front of her as a psycho or a 
conscious business woman. 


“Here, here. Store owner-nim. Don’t worry.” 
Tap tap. 


I patted her shoulder. 


“T didn’t come here to tattle to the Crusader. You’re such a nice person.” 
“Then...2?” 


“Sales aren’t equal to the quality of your work. So I wanted to introduce it to the Vice Guild Master 
here.” 


The pharmacist lifted her head and dropped her mouth open. 
“I, Introduce...?” 


“Exactly what it means. Try giving the Crusader different potions to test out. Who knows? She might 
make a contract with you if she likes it.” 


“Wouldn’t it be easier for you if the Civil Militia uses your potions?” 
The pharmacist blinked. 

It seemed to take her a while to understand. 

A moment later, she grabbed my hand. 

“A, Angel-nim...!” 

I wasn’t an angel-nim but Gong-ja-nim. 


“You helped me when my store was almost sold away, ordered a huge stock, and uh. Uh. Now you’re 
even helping my sales. You’re an angel... How can I repay this...?” 


And when the future Lord of Alchemy Castle’s eyes were shining. 


Someone stepped into the quiet street. The footsteps were pretty heavy, so the three of us all turned our 
heads to look. 


“-there.” 

The owner of the footsteps was wearing black formal attire. 
“Could everyone else except for that guy step aside?” 

And he glared at me coldly. 

Sword Saint. 

He was the old man of this regression that didn’t believe me yet. 
His low voice rang in the alley. 

“T want to speak with that person alone.” 

Fine by me. 


It was time to clear the second condition. 
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“Sword Saint...?” 
The Crusader frowned her forehead. 
“What are you doing here?” 


She probably didn’t expect to meet him in this small alley. It was an unexpected place and person. It 
didn’t seem to be a coincidence. 


“A young lady is already having problems with hearing.” 

The old man was exuding a murderous intent towards me. 

“T’m sure I said to move. I have something to do with the guy over there.” 
“Are you saying that you want to speak alone with the Kim Gong-ja hunter?” 
“Huh. I’m not interested in his name.” 

The atmosphere of the alley changed. 


The Crusader didn’t frown anymore. She was expressionlessly glared at the Sword Saint. Her guard 
was definitely up. 


“Move.” 
Sword Saint spoke. 
“T already said to move 3 times.” 


“What doesn’t make sense three times wouldn’t make sense even after 30 times. Sword Saint. Did you 
lose your sense with your age?” 


The Crusader grabbed her sword. 


“Kim Gong-ja hunter already joined the five guilds, along with the Civil Militia. | don’t know what 
you’re thinking but...don’t think that the Civil Militia will stay still.” 


“Hal” 

The Sword Saint snorted. 

“T knew it. The guilds were all working together. I knew it.” 
“_,.working together. I don’t know what you’re trying to say.” 


The atmosphere became worse as time passed. 


“Sword Saint. I know because it was already reported that you hunt humans. Of course, if it’s 
something according to your morals, I won’t say much. But it’s different if you’re planning to do that 
right in front of me.” 


“Different?” 

“T’l stop it with my life.” 

“Are you confident you can do that?” 

“No.” 

The Crusader looked at the Sword Saint expressionlessly. 


“T’m going to fight with all my strength, and die. And the moment I die, you’! be someone who killed 
an innocent player. Sword Saint. If you want to live the rest of your life as a murderer, be my guest.” 


“The life that you don’t have long to live. I’ll show you.” 
The Sword Saint’s old face crumpled. 


It was already evening. The sun set quickly in the alley. I could feel people walking here and there 
along the alley, but no one was here except for us. It was silent. 


“Yeah.” 

I brought the Crusader here to make this kind of silence. 

‘Sword Saint is weak to innocent people.’ 

And Crusader was probably the only innocent people of the large guilds. 


When the Sword Saint tried to kill me in the last regression, the Crusader got in between Sword Saint 
and me. 


-Ms.Crusader. 

-You’re the only person here who hasn’t hurt anyone. Fine. I’ ll trust you. 
It was what he said in passing. 

That meant. 

‘The kill count of the Crusader is [0].’ 


Even the Sword Saint had violent morals...no. Because he had those standards, the Crusader would 
seem like an even better person. 


‘The Sword Saint won’t ever be able to hurt Crusader.’ 
To evil people, he was a murderer, but to good people, he was a harmless old man. 


And... 


‘It’s not just the Crusader.’ 


Someone walked next to us. It was the pharmacist. At the appearance of the Sword Saint and Crusader, 
she was hesitating, and she spread her arms out. 


“E, excuse me.” 


The pharmacist spoke. Even her chin was trembling probably because she was so nervous. She bit her 
lips several times and finally managed to speak. 

“T don’t know what it’s about...but the c, customer here! He’s my savior!” 
The future Lord of Alchemy spoke as fiercely as she could. 


“Tt’s not like there’s laws in Babylon like the outside world but...protecting a customer is 0, obvious... 
and even though you’re the Sword Saint! I can’t forgive you if you touch a customer here!” 


“A few days ago gangsters made a mess and I was in trouble! Sorry, but please leave from here!” 


The pharmacist shouted. If she went against the Sword Saint, she would’ve died in a second. But he 
was still weak to her. 


It was for the same reason. 

‘Saintess. Crusader. Lord of Alchemy Castle.’ 

These three hunters were famous for being kind. 

‘Even when the Flame Emperor was in the slums, the Lord of Alchemy Castle arrived first.’ 
Kind people. 

They were always on the short side, and received more stress than other people. 
But the only people who could stop Sword Saint were...kind people like them. 
“What are you going to do?” 

The Crusader spoke. 

“If you want to make a mess, go ahead.” 

The Sword Saint hesitated. If I was right, the result was already decided. 

And, I was right. 

Not too long after, the old sword user pulled his sword back. 

“_..Today’s not the day.” 

The Sword Saint took his murderous aura back. 


Even when he was walking back, he was glaring at me. 


“T hope we don’t meet again. If he didn’t have anything to do with you, his head would be on the 
floor.” 


Good. 
Stage 2 clear. 


With this, the Sword Saint wouldn’t swing his sword at me anytime. Even if he killed me, I would have 
the opportunity to speak. 


“Sword Saint!” 
Before the old man completely turned away, I shouted. 
“T’Il be waiting in the empty field tomorrow morning!” 


“You can come if you want to. I’ll be waiting. Really! If you want to know what kind of human I am, 
come tomorrow morning!” 


The old man turned his head around to glare at me. He examined my face with his blue eyes. But that 
was it. Without any particular response, he headed back out of the alley. 


Once his heavy footsteps couldn’t be heard anymore, the Crusader sighed. 
“Whew! That was close. To meet a murderer tonight.” 

Murderer. 

“ .is the Sword Saint famous for being a murderer?” 

“Not famous. But the five Guild Masters know well.” 

The Crusader shook her head. 

“T heard he lost his daughter to a murderer outside of the tower.” 


“Because of that, the Sword Saint doesn’t let go of murderers. He’s ridiculously tough. Well, we didn’t 
have any evidence, so we were just watching...mm. And this is obviously a secret.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong got in front of me. 


-Yeah. Grandpops Marcus told me that once before. His daughter and son-in-law were killed by a serial 
killer. His grandchildren barely survived. 


‘Why are you saying that now?’ 
-Huh? What are you talking about? You never asked. 
Bae Hu-ryeong spoke shamelessly. 


Yeah. He was always like this. 


“Well. It’s not like I don’t understand the Sword Saint.” 
The Crusader looked around bitterly. 
In the empty alley, the evening sun cast shadows of the buildings. 


“Working at the Civil Militia, you meet murderers. Sometimes, there are times when you think that 
they were justified in killing...even I’m tempted sometimes as well.” 


The Crusader mumbled. 


“All the guild masters have a behind story. Kim Gong-ja. Since you’re with us now, you’!I see that 
there are disgusting bits about us. How you’ll react...mm.” 


She shook her head. Was it because she thought she said too many things to an outsider? 
“We got off subject.” 
She intentionally spoke in a brighter voice. 


“So, how much is the potion here? The Civil Militia is also not funded well so it’s a bit tricky if it’s too 
expensive but...” 


4. 
The next day. 
I looked at my phone by myself in the empty field. 


There was really not a single soul here. It was obvious. The hunters of Babylon were all in the square 
having a festival. 


It was similar to the last regression. 

‘But there’s something that’s different.’ 

I looked at the news popping up on my phone. 

-[Breaking] 11th floor, guild attack? Black Dragon gathering all their members. 
-Guilds creating teams to clear... 

-Heretic Questioner interview! “You have to have a team for the 11th floor.” 


-Source of the information is a puzzle... 


That was right. 
The world had changed a little. 
Because of me. 


And it was going to change again. 


“Hmm.” 


Sword Saint walked in from the other side. The sky behind him looked extra blue. People were 
shouting from the direction of the city. 


[00:01:31] 

The clock of light was floating up in the air. 

A blue sky, people’s voices, and a clock of light. 

Sword Saint was walking towards me with all that behind him. 
“You’re really alone.” 

Sword Saint stopped. 


“Ts this the confidence to be able to stand against me by yourself? Well, I guess if you’re a murderer 
that did all that, you would be confident.” 


His eyes when he was looking at me felt completely new. It was completely different from last time. 
It was because there were acknowledgment and respect in his life last time. 
But right now, there was none of that. 

Enmity. Hostility. 

It was like he was looking at a murderer. 

-Zombie? 

-Are you alright? 

I nodded inwardly. 

‘I’m good.’ 

I was just a bit hurt. 

“Sword Saint.” 

I folded my thoughts. 

“T have something I want to say to you.” 

“Go ahead. If it’s your will, I’ll listen to it.” 

“IT know why you’re being like this.” 

The Sword Saint lifted a corner of his mouth. 

“T see. You know your own fault.” 


“Tt’s because of the skill you have.” 


The Sword Saint’s face hardened. 

“How do you...?” 

“Please believe what I’m going to say.” 

I thought of how hard it was to get someone’s trust as I said that. 


Everyone had their stubbornness. For the Sword Saint, it was his [Detective’s Insight] skill. The skill 
that showed someone’s kill count. The Sword Saint looked down at you if his skill said so. 


That was why it was his stubbornness. 

He lived according to that stubbornness. 

The moment he threw away that stubbornness, he would throw away his lifestyle. 
“You have to convince people like that.’ 

And I had to make him trust me. 

I needed to make him ignore the lifestyle that he lived until now. 
Thinking about it now, I realized how hard it was. 

‘But..I can do it.’ 

I clenched my fist. 

‘I can just put my life on the line as well.’ 

I opened my mouth. 

“Sword Saint-nim. I’m a prophet.” 

“What?” 


“T have a skill that’s similar to prophesying things. That’s how I know you have that skill. If I stay like 
this, you’ ll kill me, and I’ll ask why you had to kill me.” 


“Then, you said that you have a skill called [Detective’s Insight], and there’s a number called [4093] 
above my head.” 


It was a small lie. 

But I needed to convince him even by lying. 

[00:00:00] 

The clock in the sky was turning to zero. Fireworks exploded. I could hear cheers. 
The old man and me. 


We just looked at each other. 


After a silence, the Sword Saint spoke. 
“-suess.” 
“What?” 


“I’m hiding my left hand behind my back. And I’m holding up some of my fingers. Tell me how many 
fingers I’m holding up. “ 


Okay. 

So that’s how he was coming out. 

I expected this. 

“If you can’t guess, I’1l know that you’re ly...” 

The Sword Saint was probably getting ready to attack. 

But he didn’t expect something like this. 

Before the Sword Saint could speak, I got out a dagger. Without any hesitation, I cut my throat. 
“What?!” 

The Sword Saint’s eyes widened. 


He had only attacked others his entire life. He wouldn’t have expected that I would cut my neck. 
Because of that 1 second, I was able to kill myself. 


And. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 
1 second was enough for me. 

Again, I started my day. 


I went down from the 10th floor stage and met the large guild members. The Crusader and I walked 
into the alley. We met the Sword Saint. 


[00:00:00] 

And time was in this moment again. 

“guess.” 

It was the same test as my last regression. 

But my reaction wasn’t the same as last time. Instead, I spoke like I had expected it before. 


“You’re trying to hide your left hand behind your back.” 


“You’re trying to ask me how many fingers you’re lifting up. It’s easy to kill me here. But you can’t 
clear the 12th floor stage like this. A lot of people will lose their lives.” 


“Wait.” 

The Sword Saint spoke. 

“This isn’t enough. You could have another skill...” 
Fine. 

Once wasn’t enough. 

I had already expected this. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are being regressed to 24 hours ago. | 

Of course it wouldn’t be easy to convince someone. 
“That’s not enough evidence. It could be...” 
“You’re thinking it could be another skill like clairvoyance or something else.” 
But it was okay. 

If he wanted to test me, he could continue to do so. 
[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

He could suspect me as much as he wanted. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

It didn’t matter if it took a week or a month. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

I was confident I could convince him. 

My death is longer than your life. 

Then, the Sword Saint closed his mouth. 

All his suspicions had been answered. 

I spoke calmly. 


“Sword Saint-nim. Please trust me.” 


“You can’t kill me here. Countless innocent people will die on the 12th floor stage. Really. I’m not 
telling you I’m innocent, and I’m not telling you to save me forever.” 


“... Then?” 
“5 days.” 
I lifted my fingers. 


“Please don’t just kill me for the next few days. Following me, you can judge with your own two eyes 
if I deserve to die.” 


The Sword Saint was silent. 

I knew that he was hesitating. 

The last final blow was needed. 

And I knew what the ‘last blow’ was. 

“You still don’t believe me.” 

“You say something to me in the future. You know that I’m really a prophet if I say this.” 
“ ..what’s that?” 

I answered. 

“Sword Emperor.” 

The old man’s eyes widened. 

I continued to speak, regardless. 

“T don’t know who that is, but you said you would believe me if I said that.” 

It was silent. 

Cheers were still coming from the city far away. I could even see the image of the goddess descending. 
When the goddess slowly began to fade away, the old Sword Saint spoke. 

“5 days. Youngster.” 

“Yes.” 

“Fine.” 

The Sword Saint looked into my eyes. 


“I’m going to follow you for 5 days. I’ll be observing you say and do without missing anything. After 
that, I’1l decide whether you’re a prophet or not.” 


“Ts this good?” 

Very. 

“_.. Yes. Good. That’s enough.” 

I bowed my head. 

“Thank you, truly.” 

All the conditions were cleared. 

First, getting the promise from the Guild Masters. 

Second, stopping the Sword Saint from killing me right away. 
Third, having the Sword Saint trust me for a while. 

‘Finally.’ 


Now, finally, even if we climbed up to the 12h floor, the Sword Saint and the Guild Masters wouldn’t 
clash. 


Nor would the innocent hunters die. 
“Then, Sword Saint. See you on the next stage.” 
I barely managed to speak through my tight throat. 


The Sword Saint was looking at me strangely, but I couldn’t worry about that right now. I had to do 
what I had to do. 


“Transmit.” 

White light surrounded me. 

Feeling my heart beat faster, I thought to myself. 
‘Now all that’s left is to hunt the Devil King.’ 
The world changed. 

“Wait. Devil King.’ 


And it was going to change a bit more. 
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The white light settled down. 

When I opened my eyes, I was already in the middle of the battlefield. 

I confidently walked in at the familiar scene. 

-Krrrrr, kiiiiek! 

Monsters were crying out and soldiers were getting injured while fighting them. 
Thousands of monsters ran to destroy the port. 

The 11th floor. 

The first battle to protect the Aegim Empire had begun. 

“Thank you! I see you’ve come to help us, warriors!” 


The general NPC who greeted us was the same as the last regression. He wore the same armor, had the 
same expression, and said the same lines. 


“Warriors! Please save our empire and...” 

But it was only up to there. 

That was the end of the similarities. 

At the general’s words, the way the hunters reacted was different. 
“Gather, Black Dragon!” 


A cold voice pierced through the battlefield. It was the owner of Black Dragon, the Witch. Just like in 
the battle that only I remembered, the Witch shouted after gathering her Aura. She had something about 
her that pulled people’s gazes. 


“Black Dragon will take the directing right in this war from now!” 
The Witch looked at the battlefield. 


“Chen-mu mun! Civil Militia! Do whatever you need to at the left! Ten Thousand Temple and 
Sangryun take the right! Black Dragon will take the center. If anyone has any complaints, let me know 
after the battle! If you have time to complain right now, get another orc instead!” 


The world changed. 


“OQooowwwwwoo0o000!” 


The shouts of the hunters were proof of that. 


The large guilds moved about in a hurry. Was it because I shared information that this was a team 
subjugation? 


There wasn’t any hunter who stood around blankly. 
“Kiddos, follow me! If someone dies before me I’ ll kill you!” 
Even the Chen-mu mun that the Venomous Snake was leading. 


“What are you...never mind. Everyone, back Chen-mu mun up! We have to help those idiots when 
they start taking it overboard again!” 


Even the Civil Militia, led by the Crusader. 

“Ahahaha! Acting individually immediately gets you a death sentence. Everyone! Move as a team!” 
Even the Ten Thousand Temple, led by the Heretic Questioner. 

“Everyone’s so passionate. Let’s take it slowly.” 

And Sangryun, led by the Count. 


There wasn’t a single blind spot amongst the guilds. Everyone focused on what they had to do. Hunters 
specialized for battles swung their swords, and hunters who specialized in support casted magic from 
behind. Like a tsunami, hunters were pushing the monster army behind. 


“Ohbhh...!” 
The general NPC exclaimed in astonishment. Was he touched looking at the view in front of him? 


“Clearly the god hasn’t abandoned us! Look! The warriors from the other world are pushing back the 
monsters! Soldiers of the empire! We should also fight back! Soldiers, follow me!” 


The leaders of the squadrons all shouted and ran. 

I stepped aside and watched them. 

Yeah. 

What people needed was just a little bit of relief. 

Even if I just changed a little, if I moved secretly just a bit, the scene of the stage changed like this. 
Just then, Bae Hu-ryeong spoke in a low voice. 

-Zombie. Are you alright? 

‘Hm? What?’ 

-You’ll stand out less this way. 


Bae Hu-ryeong was frowning. 


-There’s no one who likes to stand out more than you. You go crazy for attention. Isn’t the attention 
going your way going to decrease like this? 


“Well. I guess.’ 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

‘But this isn’t too bad either.’ 

-Hoho? I guess you grew a bit. 

“What do you mean, ‘grow...’ I’m still gonna take what I can get!’ 

Then, I felt a gaze on my back. 

When I tured around, I saw the old Sword Saint looking at me. 

“Uh.” 

I was a bit flustered. 

“What are you doing there...sir?” 

“T was watching you.” 

The Sword Saint spoke like it was obvious. 

“You said so earlier. To decide if I should kill you or not in 5 days. That’s why I’m watching you.” 
“ ..Uh. Mm. You’re not really planning on watching me 24/7 for 5 days, right?” 
“What a strange question. Of course I am.” 

Goodness. 

What the heck. Was he a stalker? 


“Wait, you have to get monsters too! The next stage’s rewards will be given based on the level of 
contribution!” 


“Hm.” 
Sword Saint lightly swung his sword. 


Blue Aura clawed around the entire battlefield. About 20 goblins screamed and their heads fell off. 
Blood bloomed everywhere. 


The Sword Saint turned back to me. 

“Don’t worry, I’m planning on using my sword occasionally as well.” 
“Do whatever you have to do.” 

As expected, he was super experienced. 


His level was completely different. 


“Ahew. This.” 


I shook my head and headed towards the Witch of the Black Dragon. Their guilds members stopped 
me, but paused when they saw Sword Saint following me. When the Witch realized that we were 
approaching her, she waved her hand and cleared our path. 


“What’s wrong? Hunter Kim Gong-ja. And even the grandpops.” 
She threw a fit with her forehead wrinkled. 


“I’m busy directing our guild members. I don’t have the time. If you could say what you need to in 30 
seconds I’d be grateful.” 


“T don’t really have any business with you.” 
The old man spoke casually. 
“T just followed this youngster.” 


“What? What the heck does that...never mind. Not interested! I don’t have time to be focused on you 
right now. This is a request, so if it’s not important, please leave. Hey, you! Team 4!” 


Even while rebuking the Sword Saint, she busily gave orders to her guild members. 


“Stop going forward stupidly and stay there! If you don’t want a spear to land in your ass, stay there! 
What’s Team 12 doing? Do you think we’re here for a walk?! Hunt properly!” 


“S, Sorry! Black Dragon Master!” 

“If you have time to be sorry, use your sword in that time instead!” 
She really did look busy. 

I quickly got to the point. 

“Black Dragon Master. I have the reward for clearing the 10th floor.” 
“Of course you do. So what?” 


“This mini map is the reward. I can see the entire battlefield with this map. And allies and enemies are 
marked. I can even see where the enemies’ forces are.” 


Then the Witch turned her head to look me right in the eye. 
“Really?” 

“Why would I lie. It’s real.” 

“Then why didn’t you tell me sooner!” 

She grabbed my right hand. 


“Speak! Where is the boss monster! ?” 


I guess this person showed her real self when she was super busy. 
“Mm. There.” 

I pointed in the direction that the mini map marked. 

“Tt’s surrounded by monsters but there-” 

“Say that you agree to the use of my skill! Quick!” 

“Uh, I agree with the use of Black Dragon Master’s skill.” 
“Teleport!” 


The next moment, the Witch and I were floating in mid air. To be exact, we were falling. In the middle 
of the battlefield, monsters and humans were busily fighting. 


The Witch’s black hair flew in the air as she shouted. 
“Where! 2” 

“There!” 

I shouted because of the sound of the wind. 

“Where I’m pointing-” 

“Teleport!” 


Everytime the Witch shouted for her Teleport skill, we rapidly became closer to where the boss monster 
was. I hugged the Witch tighter in the air. It didn’t mean much. I just thought that if only our hands 
were touching I’d immediately fall from the sky. 


Like she understood, she didn’t object. And she shouted with her eyes narrowed. 
“Are you confident in using your sword?!” 

“Enough to kill the boss monster here!” 

“Then I’ll send you on top of the boss monster! So in one! Okay!?” 

“Yes, ma’am!” 

I knew well what she was saying. 

“Teleport!” 

When the last teleportation was finished, we flew right above the boss monster. 
There were about 10 meters left to go. 


Around the boss monsters, goblins were shouted annoyingly. It was hard to believe that was how they 
directed their monster army. 


“Kim Gong-ja!” 


“Yaaaaaaaaa!” 


I covered my body with Aura and shouted. Did they hear us? The head goblin that was directing the 
monsters tilted his head to look up. 


-Korrrk? 
The head goblin and I made eye contact. 
But it was already too late. 


My blade landed right on top of the head goblin’s head. His body was split into two. He was a boss 
monster, but he couldn’t even fight back. He just looked at me until the very end like he felt wronged. 
Well, I guess since he had been killed by me twice, he would feel wronged. 


-Kerrrk... 
-K, rr...? 


The monsters who had suddenly lost their leaders looked at me blankly. It seemed like they couldn’t 
understand what had happened because it had happened so fast. 


I grinned at them. 

“What?” 

Stepping on the body of the head goblin. 
“You want to be cut into half too>?” 

The monsters belatedly screamed. 
-Korrirk! Krrr!? 


Unimportant little things like goblins and orcs quickly scattered. When one ran away, the other quickly 
began to run away, and soon, 30 of them were running away. They began running away like they were 
dominoes falling apart. 


“Let’s go!” 
Next to me, the Witch clenched her small fists. 


“Good job, Kim Gong-ja! Goodness! It seems like we’ll be able to clear the stage in less than an hour! 
Less than 50 hunters will probably have died. Maybe even 30... Ah! It can’t get better than this!” 


It was the first time I saw the Witch so excited. 


Was the reason why she was so expressionless in the last chap because...a lot of hunters had died at the 
beginning because they didn’t know what to do? And she was happy because the damage was less this 
time? 


‘She’s unexpectedly quite simple.’ 


Someone who was sad or happy based on the number of sacrifices. 


I smiled. 
“Now now, you’re too excited right now. Calm down a bit.” 


“You have to be excited when you’re feeling excited! [’1l compliment you again. Good job, Kim Gong- 
ja! There’s never been a case when the sacrifices to clear a stage have been this low. You can brag 


1” 


about this all you want 
The Witch smiled fancily. 
It wasn’t just lifting the corners of her mouth, but she was genuinely smiling. 


“You might’ve wanted to take the clear reward for yourself. It’s really...a relief that the new hero is 
someone like you. I’m so relieved.” 


“All the media in the tower will be fighting to get to you, so get ready!” 
She was purely happy. 

“Yeah.” 

The Witch held out her hand to shake. 

‘That’s it.’ 

Grabbing her hand, I thought to myself. 


‘Getting attention from normal people...getting it from a lot of people is indeed nice. It feels great. 
Being envied by people and treated like you’re the best. It feels damningly good.’ 


However. 

‘Not as good as being acknowledged by these people.’ 
People who had lived with rigor. 

Those who could be able to confidently say that they did their best. 
Like the Sword Saint, who got to the top with just one sword. 
The Witch, who created the largest force in the tower. 

And countless other people, who had put everything into this. 
bigest 

I tightly held the Witch’s hand. 

‘I want to live being acknowledged by these people.’ 

And it wasn’t just that. 

‘I want to protect these people.’ 


So they couldn’t be played by the Devil King. 


For the people who had lived so busily...not even cursing or teasing anyone like the Flame Emperor. 
Or laughed at others, making them feel small. I just wanted to be acknowledged by them. 


No. 

I wanted to be respected by them. 

Even if it might be impossible. 

‘I want to live like that.’ 

In the slightly changed world, I also wanted to change. 
And that was my deepest desire. 

-Hu. 

Bae Hu-ryeong mumbled. 

-it’s worth watching a fella like you. 

And not too long after, a voice rang out, letting us know that the 11th floor had been cleared. 
Large letters popped up in the sky. 

+ 

[Subjugation Contribution Rank] 

Rank 1. Kim Gong-ja 

Rank 2. Witch 

Rank 3. Heretic Questioner 

Rank 4. Venomous Snake 

Rank 5. Crusader 

Rank 6. Count 

Rank 7. Sword Saint 


+ 
As much as the world had changed, the ranking had slightly changed as well. 
The Sword Saint slid down to rank 7. And the Witch, who was Rank 6, was at Rank 2. 


[The top subjugators are entering the 12th floor. ] 


[The remaining subjugators cannot enter the 12th floor until the top subjugators have received their 
rewards. | 


[Letting everyone know again...] 

And it was finally heard. 

The voice that opened the 12th floor. 

“We might be able to clear the 20th quickly at this rate.” 

The Witch spoke with a slightly red face. 

“T thought at least 5,000 would be sacrificed...but the first step is good. Very.” 
No. 

Left like this, a horrible sacrifice would be taken from us on the 12th floor. 


And the person necessary to communicate with the outside, the Sangryun Master would be lost. The 
moment that connection was cut off, the economy of the tower would break apart. Everyone would be 
confused. The sacrifices could exceed 5,000, and even get to 500,000. 


‘So.’ 

And so. 

‘I’m gonna carry it.’ 

A blinding light surrounded us. 

When I opened my eyes again, I was there. 

The reception room of the empire. 

The marble floor was still white, not dirtied by blood like last time. 
“Oh?” 

“Mm.” 


The hunters were summoned one by one. The looks on their faces were different. There were some 
hunters who smiled like they expected me to be here, and others looked angry that I was first again. 


Like in the last regression. 
“Kim Gong-ja hunter! You were amazing!” 
Heretic Questioner coming up to compliment was also the same. 


“Working together with the Black Dragon Master! Ahaht. Was knowing the location of the boss 
monster a reward of the last stage? It seems like...” 


“Just a moment.” 


Unlike the last regression, the Heretic Questioner couldn’t continue to compliment me. I lifted my hand 
to stop him. He tilted his head. 


“Sorry?” 
“T have something to say to everyone first.” 
The hunters all looked at me. 


The Witch still looked flushed. The Venomous Snake had a frowning face. The Crusader looked 
indifferent, and the Count was fanning herself. 


In the midst of receiving all the hunters’ gazes— 
‘What about the Sword Saint?’ 
I checked the old man’s movements first. 


He was standing by himself in the corner of the reception room. Even though our eyes met, he didn’t 
react. He just quietly looked at me with his arms crossed. 


‘Tt worked!’ 

It was completely different from how he immediately lifted his sword to look at me. 
‘Tt finally worked!’ 

The frustrating fight at the beginning of the 12th floor was gone now. 
I made it disappear. 

I was successful in stopping the hostile relationship for a moment. 

I could feel my heart beating as I spoke. 

“Yesterday. I told you something.” 

“Yesterday?” 

“The favor.” 

I answered the Heretic Questioner’s question. 

“T asked for you to do me a favor sometime.” 

“Ah, yes! Of course I remember!” 

“Tt would be nice if you could do that favor for me right now.” 

I slowly looked at the hunters. 

The Guild Masters were all listening closely at the word ‘favor.’ 


“5 days from now. Please stay here for 5 days without doing anything.” 


“Then.” 

I took a deep breath. 

And I opened my mouth. 

“T’ll clear up to the 20th floor in 5 days.” 
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In the last regression. 

It was when the tutorial of the tower was finished. 
-Warriors. 

-Those climbing the tower. 


The hunters had counted down with all their might in the square. And the goddess had descended in 
that square. The goddess spoke seriously like she was an apostle praying. 


-From the 11th floor to the 20th floor. 

-You will be met with a test. 

-A test of faith. 

The hunters didn’t listen to the goddess’s voice. 
A new era. A new stage. 


They were excited because a new stage was opened, and immediately left for the 11th floor. There was 
even a hunter who had tested if the goddess could be cut with a sword. 


-You will find the answer. 

However. 

-The answer you find will reveal who you are. 

I didn’t do that. 

I stayed until the end. 

-And so that’s how you will know yourself. 

Thinking back now, we had already received a sign of what would happen starting from the 12th floor. 
-Climbers of the tower. 


The question wasn’t which award we would choose, or who we would suspect. The tower just let us 
know that our answer would be of importance. 


-May luck be with you. 

The goddess was quietly praying. 

At this moment, I arrived on the 12th floor again. 

I lifted my head, thinking of the scene in the square back then. 
And I spoke. 


“T’ll clear up to the 20th floor in 5 days.” 

Of the answer that I had chosen. 

2; 

It was dead silent. 

The first person to speak was the Black Dragon Master. 
“Wait. 5 days...?” 

She looked confused. 


“Did I hear something wrong? I think you just said that you would clear up to the 20th floor in 5 days. 
If that was supposed to be a joke, that wasn’t funny, so take it back.” 


“No, you heard right. And it’s not a joke.” 
The Witch shut her mouth. 


The silence in the reception room turned to low murmuring. The faces of the hunters changed. Some 
looked like they were flabbergasted, some looked like they couldn’t believe it, and others looked like 
they didn’t know how to react. 


‘This kind of reaction is obvious.’ 

I calmly took in all their gazes. 

Because it was an announcement that didn’t make sense even if you thought about it logically. 
“_..That’s impossible. Kim Gong-ja.” 

A moment later, the Witch spoke. 


“You know. It took us years to clear just until the 10th floor. Of course, since we cleared the 11th floor 
in less than an hour, you might be flowing with confidence but...it’s too much. You’re overconfident. 
Aren’t you a bit too excited?” 


“Black Dragon Master.” 
I bowed my head. 
“It’s my request.” 


“T cleared the 10th floor. I didn’t do it for you. I cleared it because I wanted to succeed. However, I still 
shared the rewards of the 10th floor with everyone.” 


Information that this would be a team battle, and the location of the boss monster on the mini map. I 
shared information, and the damage to the guilds was lessened. 


“-everyone benefitted, not just me.” 


So I could speak with confidence. 
“T have the qualification to ask this of everyone.” 


“T’m not telling you to wait until I clear the 20th floor. 5 days. Whether I succeed or not, please just 
wait 5 days. This is my last request.” 


Silence swirled around the reception room. 

It wasn’t a silence that was disadvantageous to me. 
Maybe that was the reason why. 

[Welcome, hunter Kim Gong-ja.] 

[You have subjugated the 11th floor as Rank 1.] 

[The rewards for clearing the11th floor are being given. ] 
The notifications popped up more quickly than last time. 


Last time, only after the fight with Sword Saint was finished was the reward given. It had taken a long 
time. On the other hand, this time was different. As soon as I spoke, information about the reward flew 


up. 
‘Hello.’ 

Like it was frantically trying to get my attention. 

[The Goddess of Protection is suggesting a reward to you.] 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain is suggesting a reward to you.] 
The sounds of the notifications rang consecutively. 

I didn’t select either reward. 

I just grinned inwardly. 

‘Are you feeling anxious because we didn’t fight, Devil King?’ 


Soon, the rewards of the goddess and the Devil King slid up. Glance. I gave it a single look. I didn’t 
show any interest or amusement. 


[The Devil King of Rall Rain advises you to choose a reward. | 
A voice rang in my head. 

[The Devil King hints that you can even give up a reward. ] 
Again and again. 

My attitude didn’t change. 


‘I don’t care what you say.’ 


I was firm. 

I didn’t look at the roles of the goddess’s reward, or at the conditions of the Devil King’s reward. 
I ignored them. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is bewildered. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain cannot understand your intentions. ] 

That’s fine. Don’t rush me. 

Since while you’re confused I’ ll go find you. 

“Mm...” 


The silence continued in the reception room. The Heretic Questioner looked around and laughed with 
an ‘aha!’ He seemed to have decided to speak first. 


“Tt’s simple! Kim Gong-ja has shared information about the 11th floor with us. In return, he asked us to 
do a favor for him, and we promised to do it as long as it’s not impossible!” 


The Heretic Questioner beamed. 


“All of us waiting here without doing anything. It’s not a simple favor thinking of what the media will 
say...but it’s not impossible! So I agree!” 


“Tt’s not impossible but...” 

“A promise is a promise, Black Dragon Master!” 
The Witch’s face turned dark. 

She opened and closed her mouth, then sighed. 
“Fine. A promise is a promise.” 

She was saying she agreed. 


The other hunters all agreed as well. The Witch and the Heretic Questioner. The influential hunter and 
the most psychotic hunter had agreed. Even the hunters who weren’t Guild Masters ended up agreeing 
and promised 5 days of silence. 


“T never agreed to that kind of promise.” 
Except for the boomer who was ranked the highest. 


“There’s only one promise that I made with this person. That I’ll watch this youngster for 5 days. Other 
than that, I don’t have to do anything.” 


“If you’re leaving to clear the 20th floor, I’ll just follow you like our promise.” 


“Mm ” 


I nodded. 
“Yes, that’s fine.” 
From now on, I was going to go up against the Devil King alone. 


I was confident but...if the Sword Saint was behind me, it would be like I had an army of thousands. I 
had no reason to stop him from following me. 


I looked around the reception room. 

“Thank you for listening to my request, everyone.” 

I slowly turned to move. 

“See you in 5 days.” 

Creak- 

I opened the large door of the reception room and left. 


There was a large palace beyond the door. Past the palace, there were high walls, and beyond the walls, 
there was the city of the Aegim Empire. 


It was the same as last time. 

-Huh? 

But it was different. 

-Huh? The NPCs are all standing still? 

Bae Hu-ryeong and I looked here and there while walking together. 
Bae Hu-ryeong was right. 


The knights guarding the palace, and the NPCs selling fruit in the market. All the NPCs in the city were 
still. 


‘It’s because the quest hasn’t begun yet.’ 

Time was paused. 

I walked down the paused street. 

Far behind, Sword Saint was coming too. 

-Quest? 

“Yes. No one has chosen their [Role] yet.’ 

In the empire right now, there was no chancellor or grand master of knights. 
Even though they were important figures that were needed. 


This was the quest of the 12th to the 20th floor. 


‘As soon as we entered the 11th floor, the quest was given. That’s probably the right order. But didn’t 
we already arrive here some time ago? Why would it take so long for the quest to be given?’ 


The quest opened after the roles were chosen. 
That meant. 


‘If no roles are chosen, the quest won’t begin, either. The Devil King’s attack won’t begin, and the 
empire soldiers won’t fight against it.’ 


That was why the NPCs were still. 

And they would continue to be like that. 

‘In this world, we don’t choose a role.’ 

It was a kind of trigger. 

When the highest subjugators chose a role, the quest would begin. 
‘But you know that, Sword Emperor.’ 


I crossed the streets. Because there were passersby, I twisted around them to move by them. It was like 
walking through a maze. 


Even while walking through the maze made of people, notifications continued to ring in my head. 
[The Devil King of Rall Rain advises you to choose a reward. | 
I ignored it. 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain advises you to give it up if you aren’t going to choose a reward. In that 
case, the ability to choose a reward moves onto the next subjugator. ] 


I ignored it and continued to walk. 

When I left the city, there was a large field in front of me. 

‘If. What happens if the Devil King dies in this state?’ 

-What? 

I could see it. 

A sparkling red dot that was clear on the half-transparent map. 

There was only 1 red dot at this point when no monsters were summoned. 

‘I said, what do you think will happen if the boss monster dies before the quest starts.’ 
The Devil King. 

‘Simple. No one will be able to choose the reward of the Devil King.’ 


‘Of course, there won’t be any betrayer. He’s just out before he can try anything.’ 


I crossed the field. I headed straight for the red dot. Not too long after, the red dot was right in front of 
me. If I went just a bit further, it would be where the boss monster was marked. 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain is furious at you! ] 

Did he understand what I was trying to do now? 

Another voice that was slightly different rang inside my head. 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain is manifesting! ] 


The sky in front of me swirled with black. Like a black hole, a pitch-black hole was opened, and 
something like wastewater flowed out. 


One drop. A stream. A clump. 

It gathered to make a figure, and a voice leaked out from the figure. 
-You dare. 

The Devil King was red with rage. 


-Take the proper steps, warrior of the goddess. It’s rude coming here without choosing anything. Only 
those who received the qualification of the empire can take my sword. 


“What kind of bullshit is that?” 

I gripped my sword even tighter. 

“T picked the right thing.” 

-What... 

“Look. This is the best choice.” 

In this time when the quest didn’t begin yet. 

And the city wasn’t attacked by the Devil King yet. 
So, it was a world where no one had died. 


“Devil King. I’ll kill you before the quest begins. Then not a single hunter will die, and nor will anyone 
from the empire. There won’t even be a betrayer either.” 


“Did you understand? It’s a happy ending without any sacrifices.” 
I smirked. 


“T never really liked bad endings. Is it because of my personality? I like happy endings more. You were 
continuing to fuck with us, and so we couldn’t get a happy ending, so please die.” 


-You dare... 


The figure of the Devil King squirmed. 


-You dare to try to stop me by yourself? Without even the help of the empire?! 
“Yup.” 

I pulled out my sword. 

I precisely aimed the blade at the black figure. 

“Help, my ass.” 

In the middle of the paused field. 

I became a part of my sword and targeted my enemy. 

I opened my mouth. 

“A warrior is supposed to fight alone.” 


The 5 days of forever began. 
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The day it rained, it opened its eyes. 


It didn’t have a name. It didn’t have a figure. It could’ve been called a shadow. The day it was raining, 
it could’ve been called a shadow, and when it opened its eyes, it saw the first form of life. 


-Ribbet. 


It thought of what it was. There were a lot of things it didn’t know. Just sounds...the sound of rain. He 
continued to hear the sounds of frogs ribbiting. 


There was a delicious scent from the rain. 


Like a snake, although it didn’t know what a snake was, it slithered towards the living thing in front of 
it. The living thing didn’t know that something was approaching it. 


There was a delicious scent from the living thing as well. 


It was over in an instant. The adorably ribbiting thing was swallowed in the blink of an eye. Ribbet! 
The thing didn’t have any teeth, so the living thing’s body wasn’t shredded apart. It just melted. It fell 
in the thing’s stomach and slowly melted. 


The rain poured. 


When the life in his stomach was almost gone, it realized it had front legs. It also had back legs. Its legs 
stepped on the ground, but it wasn’t able to step on the sky. Rain connected the sky and the ground. The 
world became a bit brighter. 


Ah. 

Feeling the touch of the rain through its skin. The feeling of life. 
-Ribbet. 

It opened its mouth to let out sounds of joy. 

-Ribbet. 

The rain poured. 

It wanted to live a bit more. 

A, 

At first, it was an attack. 


My eyes couldn’t even follow the attack, even though I drank the elixir. I extended the second, but the 
Devil King’s attack was faster than my second. 


[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 
A day. 


I drew a 1 on my hand with a permanent black marker. So I wouldn’t forget about this later in the 
future. It was like a number that inmates in jail used to check off how much time had passed since they 
were in there. 


-Zombie. 

Yes. 

-The sword technique of the guy isn’t that amazing in itself. 
This was like a jail. A jail of time. 


-It’s more like he’s just ridiculously strong. That itself is pretty scary. Since he can just break apart 
whatever it has with his strength. But... 


“But, if I know the direction of the attack, I can avoid it.” 

-Right. 

What would have happened if the quest continued like usual at this time? 
How many warriors would have died in this war? 


Every time a warrior died, they would die with at least 20 years more left to live their life. People who 
could live 20 more years would die futilely. If 10 died, that was 200 years. If 100 people died, that was 
2000 years. 


Thinking of that time, I didn’t choose any role. 

I just stood in front of the Devil King with my sword. 
Then, this body. 

[You have died. ] 

[You have regressed to 24 hours ago. | 

Would have to get ready to fight forever. 


-But the problem is that even if you know, it’ll be hard for you to avoid it. You weak-ass! You zombie- 
like corpse bastard! 


“Ugh, quiet please.” 

-Kekekeke. 

[You have died. ] 

[You have regressed to 24 hours ago. | 


When I returned to a day ago, the day repeated. 


It didn’t just repeat, but the fight of the past repeated. 
I reviewed it. 


-You’re still not used to using Aura. That’s a big problem. You can just focus Aura on your feet and that 
would be enough. 


“Tf I move while I’m focusing on my feet, my stance becomes messy.” 
-So you have to make the Aura flow up to your thighs and shoulders. With balance. 
“Easy for you to say...” 

[You have died. ] 

[You have regressed to 24 hours ago.] 

-You can just die if you can’ do it. 

“Fuck.” 

A day. 

Another day passed. 

-You dare. 

How many times had I heard the Devil King’s furious voice by now? 


-Take the right steps, warrior of the goddess. Coming here without choosing anything is rude. Only 
those who... 


“Alright. One-shot!” 
-What? 


I was getting sick of talking to him now, so I just drank the elixir. In the period where time had slowed 
down, I ran at the Devil King. Regretfully, my attack was blocked by the Devil King. 


- You... 

“The warrior cuts the Devil King.” 
[You have died. ] 

“The Devil King has cut the warrior.” 
[You have died. ] 

“What else do you need to say?” 
“Come. Devil King.” 

[You have died. ] 


“T am the sword of the empire.” 


-Fine! 

[You have died. ] 

-Then prove it in front of me! 

[You have died. ] 

-Prove it to me! 

“Sure.” 

[You have died. ] 

“T’ll show you.” 

[You have regressed to 24 hours ago. | 


The world stopped, and the only thing providing me with an indication of time in this paused time 
period, was my sword. 


My sword was the only moving object. 

For a time to flow in this world, a second of my sword had to flow. 

It was only a second from my sword, but this world breathed again with a second. 
I could only live for a second even though I wanted to live forever. 

I lived my life. 

“Good job, Kim Gong-ja!” 

A day. 

“Gosh! It hasn’t even been an hour and it looks like you’ ll clear the stage!” 
Another day. 

“Less than 40 hunters probably died!” 

And, from some time ago. 

“Tt might’ve been less than that...ah! It can’t get any better than this!” 

The Witch’s words started to change little by little. 

The 11th floor stage. 


It was the quest where I teleported to the boss monster grabbing the hand of the Black Dragon Master. 
It was something I had to do to repeat my day. Living day by day, the 11th floor’s circumstances started 
to change little by little. 


Slowly. 


“Good job, Kim Gong-ja! Goodness! We’re about to clear the stage in less than 50 minutes! Less than 
30 hunters probably died!” 


But surely. 

“Less than 40 minutes! Less than 20 hunters have probably died!” 
A little bit faster. 

More efficiently. 


Every time a day repeated, the Witch’s face became a bit more excited. Her voice was brighter. She 
looked happier when she said only 20 people died than the time she was saying 50 people died. 


“Ah...” 
I died day by day. 


“Unbelievable...good job Kim Gong-ja! Like you said, we confronted the golem after healing the 
knight called Joshua, but wow, less than 10 people probably died...To think this was possible. In this 
battlefield, mm. It was...” 


I lived a day. 

-You dare. 

One day, the Devil King asked. 

-Why are you doing that? 

“What.” 

-[’m asking why you’re grinning. 

I smiled. 

“Because I’m happy.” 

My heart was beating fast. 

“T’m laughing because I’m happy.” 
The Devil King lifted his sword. 
-You’re happy even though you’re going to die? 
“You won’t understand. You can’t.” 
-How arrogant, warrior of the goddess. 
“I’m just simple.” 

I swung my sword. 

-Poor thing. 

The sword cut me. 

[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


But I didn’t give up. 

There wasn’t a reason to. 

My sword was faster than yesterday. 
Tomorrow, it would be even faster. 
Because I was living. 

Because I was alive. 

The day came to me without a sound. 


The Witch grabbed my hand. She didn’t know, but there were 100 black marks on my palm. They were 
like wrinkles to me. Wrinkles that told me how much time had flowed. 


“Just now...” 

The Witch’s voice trembled. 

“T just checked. Kim Gong-ja. Not one...” 
The Witch’s hand was trembling in mine. 
“Not one died.” 

Her trembling turned into crying. 


“Even the Ten Thousand Temple was checked and there’s none...there were some stupid fools who 
were hit with arrows, but...but. No one died.” 


Black Dragon. 
A guild that had been at the top ever since the beginning of the Tower. 


Black Dragon was ruled by the Rank 2 hunter. The Black Witch challenged the 10th floor tens of times. 
Every time she did, she failed. She failed, but she always brought back the hunters safely. 


She was such a person. 

“Thank you...” 

That kind of person leaned her head on me. 
“Really, thank you...” 

The Witch was crying. 

She was also laughing. 

I wanted to live a bit more. 

And so. 


Time flowed. 


It flowed in my heart. 

-You dare! 

The moment my heart thumped, I swung my sword. 
-You dare to stop me yourself! Without any help from the empire! 
“Yes.” 

It was a large field. 

In the world where time was stopped. 

I pointed my sword at my enemy with a thumping heart. 
“T said a warrior fights alone.” 

-You fool! 

The Devil King roared in anger. 


It didn’t have a name. It didn’t have a form. It could’ve been called a shadow. The shadow lifted a red 
sword as vibrant as blood. The air shook unstably and I was in the range of the sword. 


It was blood. 

-You...! 

The next attack. 

And the one after that. 

-My shadow is the evil of all you humans! 
That was when it changed. 


The Devil King swung his red sword. At the fourth attack, the sound of a mirror breaking could also be 
heard. The light on the sword glinted. 


“Sorry, King Gong-ja.” 

Someone lightly landed next to me. 

The black hair waved in the wind. 

“T wanted to stay in the reception like you said. But I couldn’t take it anymore.” 
The Master of Black Dragon. 

The Witch lifted a corner of her mouth. 


“T felt like I was going to die if I stayed in there any longer. So I came here wondering what you were 
saying...humph. You were playing fun games all by yourself?” 


“They were warrior games.” 


“Was it fun?” 


I smiled. 

“Fucking great.” 

“T guess. It’s a beast that seems worth hunting.” 

5 mirrors came flying. 

“T can’t let you have all the fun to yourself. Let me join.” 
“Wow. [ had it all. You’re stealing it now?” 

“You didn’t know? Taking someone else’s prey is the tastiest.” 
“T agree with that.” 

-You... 

The Devil King growled. 

The being who couldn’t be laughing right now was probably the Devil King. 
“Sorry. Hey-” 

I lifted my sword. 


“T wanted to take care of you myself. But I think it’s right for warriors to get the Devil King together. 
It’s to brag about history and tradition, right?” 


-How rude you are! 

The wastewater on the Devil King’s body boiled. 
-I won’t use this sword against you anymore! 
Wastewater fell to the ground. 


Like the source was limitless, the wastewater kept on pouring onto the ground, and turned the field 
black. 


It was like a large shadow had covered the earth. 

-Monsters, respond to my voice. 

Brrr. Boil. 

The shadow boiled and coughed up bubbles. 

-Kirrrrk! 

-Keeek, Kiiii! 

In each of the bubbles’ shadows were monsters. Black water turned into forms. 
Some bubbles became goblins, and some became orcs. 


An orc stirred his head. When the bubbles flowed, thousands of monsters were surrounding us. 


-Kwwwooooo! 

The beasts cried out fiercely. 

“This...” 

The Witch frowned after looking around her. 


“This isn’t something we can do ourselves. Sword Saint! What are you doing there staring blankly? Not 
even helping us.” 


“T wanted to watch a bit more. It hasn’t even been 30 seconds since that youngster began fighting. Who 
knew that wastewater would call for monsters.” 


Sword Saint, who had been watching me for about 30 seconds, spoke. 
“That’s correct. I was wondering whether I should ask for help after a minute.” 
I smiled, looking at his face that had been watching me for over 30 weeks. 


“Men...anyway. Kim Gong-ja, hold my hand. We have to get out of here. Sword Saint! Come here too. 
Can’t you see this?” 


The Witch shouted and held out her hand to me. 
“No. It’s okay.” 

But I didn’t grab her hand. 

The Witch frowned, looking at me strangely. 
Instead of answering her, I quietly murmured. 
“Hundred Ghosts Summon.” 

Pause. 

The Devil King was flustered for a moment. 
-You. What did you just...? 

My voice was faster than the Devil King’s. 
[Your skill is being activated. ] 

It was a voice that proved my qualification. 


Soon, the entire field was flipped. 
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It became bigger. 


A frog...yes. It knew that what it ate was a frog now. It knew a lot more than it used to. It knew about 
frogs, snakes, and eagles. 


The happiness of touching rain when it was a frog. 

The happiness when it slithered on the ground as a snake. 

The happiness of leaving its body to the sky when it was an eagle. 
It knew about the happiness of the sky and the ground. 

-Krrrng. 

And it became a lion and realized the happiness of killing. 


The meat of a deer was delicious. Its scent was pleasant. The moment it dug its teeth into the deer’s 
neck, ah, it could happily die like this. 


-Ah... 

If it hadn’t..... 

-Hik! 

.....Met some noisy living being. 

-Kyaaaa! 

The living thing ran away, looking behind its shoulder. 

Instinctively, it chased after the living thing. 

-S, save me...! Dad! Dad! Save me! 

The living being was loud and slow. It even landed itself on the ground. 
What was it doing? 


It didn’t know about the concept of ‘falling.’ He wouldn’t. Since it had flown in the sky and slithered 
on the ground. It was the first time it met a stupid being that fell on its own feet. 


-I don’t want to die! Dad! Help... 


Before the noisy being became even louder, it dug its teeth in. Blood poured in between its teeth. When 
its mouth was filled with blood, it paused for a moment. It was shocked. 


What a delicious scent! 


What was this scent?! 


It became addicted and drunk on the blood. It dug its teeth into the living thing and tried to swallow 
everything up. Blood.....skin....., bone! Even the intestines. Everything was pleasant. The deeper its 
teeth dug in, its back feet became shorter, and its front became longer. 


Its back feet were legs, and its front feet became arms. The mane of the lion turned into hair. 


It all happened in an instant. It calmly ate the remnants of the living thing. When it ate even the last 
pieces, the memories of the living being flowed in. 


Human. 
That was what the living thing said. 


The human was born in a rural village. It grew while receiving the love of its family. It didn’t lack any 
love. But it still lacked something. The human’s health was strained. 


Disease. 


There wasn’t a way to fix the child’s illness in this rural village. Even if there was, they didn’t have 
money. Humans died one by one in its family. And this young human refused to die lying in bed. 


-I want to walk until I can’t anymore! 

-I want to breathe the outside air even if it’s just a little bit. 

It was a mistake. 

The human had come too far. It had tested how far it could travel before it died. 
And it had been greeted with death. In its stomach. 

-Child! Estelle! 

No. 

-You were here! 

It stopped being itself. 


-I said not to leave by yourself! It’s dangerous near the forest. You don’t know when there might be a 
beast. Don’t leave by your...but why are your clothes like that! 


The little girl opened her mouth. 
-Dad. 

She smiled. 

-I think I’m healthy now. 


Estelle. 


That was the first name the Devil King had. 
A voice rang in my head. 

[Your skill is being activated. ] 

The field began to be flipped. 


The beginning of change was under my feet. Shadows. Shadows started to expand under me. My 
shadow covered the blackened field. 


-Gwooooo... 

Something soared out from the shadow. 
-Gwoooo! 

It was a bone. 


A pure white bone from a person came stretching out from the shadow. It looked like a demon trying to 
escape from prison. 


‘Sword Emperor.’ 

Looking at the shadow around me, I spoke inwardly. 

“You wanted to know why I chose the [Hundred Ghosts Summon], right?’ 
-Oh, yeah. I did. 

‘At first, I wanted another skill too.’ 

It was one that strengthened Aura. 


The red trajectory of the Devil King was truly fearsome. How cool would it be if I could do that 
someday? 


But after thinking about it some more, I changed my mind. 
‘Skill card open.’ 

+ 

[Hundred Ghosts Summon] 

Rank: SS 


Effects: What you killed will be summoned as monsters. The dead cannot use their abilities from when 
they were living. They can’t remember it either. They’Il be summoned as goblins, orcs, zombies, 
skeletons, etc. 


>< However, you can only summon them once a week. 


+ 


It was a shining gold card. 


‘Summoning those I killed myself into monsters...’ 

Looking at the card, I muttered to myself. 

‘There’s a problem though. How many people do you think I killed?’ 

-Uh. 

Bae Hu-ryeong furrowed his eyebrows. 

-That Flame Plague and you. Isn't it 2 in total? 

“Yeah. It would seem that way.’ 

I laughed. 

‘But why do you think the [Detective’s Insight] that the Sword Saint has, says my kill count is 4000?’ 
-What? 


‘It’s honestly pretty bad. And strange. I know suicide was a daily lifestyle for me, but did I kill 
someone random? Honestly, it was just me. But why is the kill count over 4000? It should logically be 
2 


‘So, this is what that means.’ 

I looked in front of me. 

“There’s a certain way death is counted in this tower.’ 

At the field of shadows. 

‘Even if the same person is killed twice, it'll be considered [2] and not [1].’ 
The monsters that were coming from my shadow. 

I saw a bunch of skeletons trying to escape from my prison. 
‘Okay. So let me ask you again.’ 

It was an army. 

A bunch of monsters covered the field. 

‘How many deaths do you think I reached?’ 


Suicide for 4097 times. The first hunting of Yoo Soo-ha, and having to kill him again because I was 
killed by Sword Saint first. 


So that meant it was 4099 deaths. 
Traces of my death were clear on the large field. 
“Dang...” 


I nodded my head, looking satisfactorily at the island of death that I made. 


“Wow, I died a lot.” 

It was then. 

-Gwoooooo! 

The bone army cried out. 
-Kaaaaaa! 


The skeletons bared their teeth. They all looked the same. Their bodies were similar to mine, and their 
heights were similar to mine as well. Wasn’t it obvious? It was because they were monsters that proved 
my death. 


‘All even the weapon is the same.’ 

A dagger. 

All the skeletons were holding the same dagger. 

It was the weapon from when I took my own life, and when I killed Yoo Soo-ha. 
“No way....!” 


But I was the only person calmly watching the weapons of the skeletons. The Witch and Sword Saint 
were both looking around with shocked expressions. 


“What’s this? Kim Gong-ja. Is this your skill?” 
“Yes.” 

“You’re kidding me!?” 

The Witch was taken aback. 


“Goodness. A skill that summons thousands of monsters! I’ve never heard of it! So this is how you 
cleared the 10th floor by yourself!” 


“Uh.” 


The Witch seemed to have misunderstood how I subjugated the 10th floor. Because I could correct her, 
she continued to be amazed. 


“No, that’s not it but...” 
Mm. 

Whatever. 

“Well, I guess. Yes.” 

“T knew it!” 

“Let’s talk about it later.” 


There was no need to fix that misunderstanding now. 


Talking in front of the Devil King should be done in moderation. 
-You...how do you have the same skill as me... 
The Devil King was also surprised. 


He was frozen in place. He didn’t have any expression, but from his voice, I could feel how surprised 
he was. 


It was a shame. 

If I could see his face, I would’ve been able to see him frown. 

“Are you curious?” 

I folded my thoughts and smirked. 

“But what should we do? I don’t want to tell you.” 

“You can continue being curious. Or should I tell you about the condition of your life? How’s that?” 
-I can’t forgive you...! This can’t be allowed! 

The Devil King cried out like an injured lion. 


-Just how long are you going to tease me! Goddess! My hate! My regret! You promised you would 
accept it all! How could...! 


“Sword Saint-nim! 


I didn’t listen to what the Devil King was saying. He had his business, and I had my role. The Devil 
King was my enemy. If the enemy was preoccupied, it was an opportunity for me. 


“Please fight with the skeletons! If you assist, we won’t fall behind!” 

“Hm.” 

The Sword Saint replied in an annoyed tone. 

“Fine. Fighting alongside monsters is creepy but...it’s better than helping you.” 

“Thank you! And Black Dragon Master, please help me! We can defeat the Devil King ourselves!” 
“T know. Just don’t pull me back!” 


The Sword Saint swung his sword and the Witch exploded her Aura. The two seemed to have decided 
to follow my orders until the Devil King was defeated. I nodded my head and shouted towards my 
deaths. 


“Hundred Ghosts!” 
The bones growled. 


“Show them what you’re best at!” 


I commanded. 

“Kill, and be killed!” 

The army obeyed my orders. 
-Gwooooo! 


The skeletons ran onto the battlefield. They were light because they only had bones. It landed on top of 
the orc and cut the orc’s head with the dagger. 


The skeleton crazily swung the dagger around. On the blade, the orc’s eyes, mouth, and neck were 
ripped. The orc screamed and collapsed to the floor. Because of the impact, the skeleton’s left arm was 
broken, but it didn’t stop. It just headed straight for the next prey. 


-Kieeek! 


From somewhere else, a goblin screamed in pain. There was a skeleton that was so damaged that only 
its skull was left. It had used its teeth to rip off the goblin’s arm. 


-Gwoooo! 

-Kiiii! 

Around the goblin, there were other skeletons. They were all skeletons that were hurt somewhere. 
A broken arm. A disappeared leg. A lost head. 


But they all had daggers. Kiiik! The goblin squirmed, but it was useless. The skeletons gathered around 
the goblin and brought the dagger down. 


Blood soared up. 
-Wow, shit. 
Bae Hu-ryeong clicked his tongue. 


-Look at how much tenacity they have. I wonder who they’re like. A monster army that’s not scared of 
death. What the heck. That’s super scary! 


A massacre occurred all over the field. 
The Devil King trembled with anger. 
-You dare! 


The Devil King’s shadow was continuing to produce wastewater. If the wastewater was blood, I 
would’ve thought it was the Devil King’s blood. The Devil King was in despair. 


-You don’t have the qualification! 
His despair rang into the sky. 
-Someone from another world. 


He hit the ground. 


-Someone who doesn’t have any life, evil intent, or hate towards this world! How dare you stop me?! 
It echoed on the sky and the ground. 

“What does it matter where I’m from?” 

I spoke in front of the echoes. 

“I’m here right now. But if you still say that I’m not qualified...” 

The echoes hadn’t even settled down yet. 

I heard a voice in my head. 

[The tower is bestowing you a nickname. ] 


As if someone who had been watching me for a long time was blessing me. Like they were 
congratulating me after being freed from the prison of time. 


[Your nickname is Death King. ] 

The voice echoed. 

[Respects to the king who harvests death. ] 
Yes. 

Someone was remembering me. 

Even though I died again and again. 
Someone knew about the reason why I was here. 
That was enough. 

“Don’t interfere.” 

I lifted my sword and spoke. 

“The Tower acknowledges my qualification.” 
Death King. 


That was my second name. 
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Chapter 40 — His Time (1) 
Translator: HH Editor: ShaSha 
It didn’t get older. 

It was always young. 

-Estelle. 


It became beautiful by the day, and the ends of its fingers always smelled like apples. On its feet, there 
was a grape scent. People were always enchanted by its scent every time it walked by them. Its hair 
was a gold color, and when it fluttered in the wind, the villagers could feel autumn. 


-Estelle, Saintess of the Frontier. 

From some time, people began to say this, 

-Miss Saintess. 

A young girl came holding a baby. She said that she had come from far away after hearing rumors. 
-Please. It’s a sick child. Please bless this poor thing... 

-Do you know the rules? 

-Yes, yes. I do...! 

Estelle nodded her head. 

-Leave the child here. You can come tomorrow at dawn. 

The young girl bowed her head and left. 


There was a small child where the mom left, wrapped in an old but soft blanket. The young girl had 
gathered the softest things she had to cover the baby. An old blanket, stained with milk...Estelle 
momentarily dug her nose inside it. 


How pleasant. 

Humans would do anything for love. 

-Kyu? 

The baby reached out its hand to touch Estelle’s hair. 


Estelle smiled. Life was beautiful even though it was wrapped up in rags. Estelle considered this to be 
happiness. 


-It’s okay. 
Estelle’s shadow squirmed. 


-You won’t be hurt anymore. 


-Kya... 

The shadow opened its mouth. 

-Poor thing. 

Estelle quietly swallowed the newborn baby. 


The death of the child was calm. It didn’t even resist. It just helplessly settled down. When the newborn 
baby’s skin and bone melted, its memories entered Estelle. They were memories from the baby’s skin 
and bone. The pain of being born, feeling of its finger,the smile of its mom... 


-Yeah. 


Short memories from a short life. After examining it’s blink of a life, Estelle waved towards her 
shadow. The shadow boiled. 


-Let it live a little longer. 


At that moment, the shadow shrunk to a baby’s form. The black shadow turned into a skin color. It 
squirmed around, smiling like an innocent beast. 


-Kya! 
Estelle smiled. 
-Poor thing. 


As soon as it dawned, the mother came. Had she spent the night waiting? She looked pitiful. Estelle, 
who had been waiting in the doorframe, handed the baby in the blanket to its mother. 


-It’ll be healthy now. 

-Ah... 

-It won’t even catch minor illnesses. Please continue to love it as you did so far. 
The mother’s face crumpled. 

-Thank you... 

Rumors started to spread across the continent. 
-Miss Saintess... 

The small rumors scratched at the small land. 
-Thank you, Miss Saintess... 

The small rural countries were upheaved first. 
-Estelle. 

After that, it was the larger countries. 


-Saintess Estelle. 


The continent was large. There were plenty of unhappy humans everywhere. People who were rotting 
from diseases, people who were crippled from birth, people who couldn’t see. 


-The saintess of savior! 
They all gathered towards Estelle. Every time they did, Estelle’s shadow became larger. 
-Our savior! 


As Estelle’s shadow became darker, the power of humans lessened. A king couldn’t rule a village that 
they had thrown away. 


-The hope for all the ill! 

Estelle. 

The kings realized that this was the name of the new disease. 

And they knew what they had to do to make the disease disappear. 
-Burn her! 

Fire. 

-Burn the nest of the witch! 

Estelle screamed. 

The fire was burning a person. 

No. 

That wasn’t it. 

-Don’t show mercy. They’re all cursed monsters! Don’t miss a single one! 
Humans were burning humans. 

Z, 

-Things that don’t see humans as humans. 


It groaned. It sounded like a scream. The groans combined to become a shadow, and the screams 
became a sword. 


-Be swallowed by your evil! 

The Devil King swung his sword. 

The sword was trembling like it was groaning. 
“Kim Gong-ja!” 

The Witch shouted. 


“T’m okay!” 


I was confronting the Devil King. Whoosh! It seemed like the Devil King’s sword would burst with a 
red light any moment. 


‘Right?’ 

I focused my Aura on my feet. 

‘Or is it left?’ 

It was a fifty fifty chance. 

The Devil King’s sword screamed. 

A sword that was more red than blood and hotter than fire approached me. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

‘It’s the left.’ 

I would die. 

When I died, I would return to 24 hours ago. 

[You have 6 days, 23 hours, 53 minutes, and 27 seconds left to use Hundred Ghosts Summon. ] 
‘[Retumer’s Clockwork Watch (EX)]’ said that the user’s memory and skills were kept the same. 
[You have died. ] 

[You have 5 days, 23 hours, 51 minutes, and 42 seconds left to use Hundred Ghosts Summon. ] 


The Sword Emperor Bae Hu-ryeong was able to share my memories because my skills were 
maintained even when I died. 


My powers, my memories, everything. 

Of course, the cool time was included in this. 

[You have died. ] 

A day passed. 

[You have 4 days, 23 hours, 49 minutes, and 33 seconds left to use Hundred Ghosts Summons. ] 
I subjugated the 11th floor. 

No one died. 

I climbed to the 12th floor to fight with the Devil King. The Witch of Black Dragon helped me. 
The angry Devil King summoned his Hundred Ghosts. I ran towards the Devil King and died. 
[You have died. ] 


[You have 3 days, 23 horus, 47 minutes, and 15 seconds until you can use the Hundred Ghosts 
Summons. 


I died. 

[You have died. ] 

[You have 2 days, 23 hours, 45 minutes, and 28 seconds... ] 
I died. 

[You have died. ] 

[You have 1 day, 23 hours, 43 minutes, and 13 seconds...] 
A day passed. 

[You have died. ] 

[You have 23 hours, 41 minutes, and 53 seconds...] 

And. 

That day came again. 

[You can use Hundred Ghosts Summons again. ] 

It was time to repeat. 

We could fight a final battle of sorts. 

“Kim Gong-ja!” 

The Witch shouted. 

I nodded my head. 

“T’m okay.” 

In this life, I ran to the right without even looking at the redness. 


The red light cut into empty air. Tens of skeletons were swept away. But there were 10 times that 
amount of goblins and orcs that burned up. 


-You! 

The Devil King’s voice trembled with fury. 
-How! Do you have the eyes of prophecy! 
“Tt’s similar.” 

-Stubborn. 

Bae Hu-ryeong clicked his tongue. 

-What a stubborn bastard. 


Bae Hu-ryeong continued to tell me where to swing my sword and how to move my feet. 


-But this is so cool. Hey Zombie! See if you can do a repeat summons next time. Stay inside somewhere 
for a week and summon monsters again. 


I frowned. 
‘Please! Focus!’ 


-I think it’Il cancel the previous summons and use the current one instead, you never know. 4 thousand 
can become 8000 and 8000 can become 80,000. Kya! Then you’ll be upgraded from a Zombie to a 
Zombie King! Zombie King Kim Gong-ja! How cool is that! 


‘Geez, stop talking! I can’t focus because...’ 

[You have died. ] 

[You have regressed to 24 hours ago.] 

[Fucking...!] 

-Why do you die so much? That’s why you’re such a pathetic zombie. 
‘I kicked it because of you! I have to repeat another week now!’ 
-That’s because you’re a weak-ass. It’s not my fault. Anyways, it’s not. 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered. 

‘I swear I’ll kill you someday!’ 

-Oho. I’m already dead though. How are you gonna kill a ghost? Haha. Is our Zombie getting angry? 
“You fu...’ 


-Use that anger to get the Devil King. I cleared through the 20th floor even though I didn’t have a lit 
cheat skill. Oho, how pathetic, Kim Zombie. 


‘Shit!’ 
That was what we said, but we continued to fight the Devil King. 


The skeletons continued to stop the Devil King’s forces. The Sword Saint blocked the monsters coming 
to us. I died continuously throughout the week and predicted the Devil King’s attack, and the Witch 
continued to play the Devil King using my prophecies. 


“Black Dragon Master! It’s right next!” 
“Got it!” 


The Witch spread black Aura. The mirrors reflected it. Everytime it was reflected on the mirror, the 
Aura was amplified by 2 times. In an instant, the tens of black attacks cut the Devil King’s waist. 


-Keaaahh! 
The Devil King’s scream ripped through the sky in the paused world. 


“Hahaha! Missus, nice shot!” 


I laughed. Laughing, I swung my sword. 

“Who are you calling missus! I’m not married yet!” 

“What were you doing to not get married at that age!” 

“T’m still young!” 

“Nah. You probably became younger with elixirs! I know it all.” 
“You...see me after we get the Devil King.” 

We crossed over different scenes. 


Sometimes, the Witch was swept by the red light. Even the Sword Saint. 1 second. Another second. We 
gave our lives for the fight. Even a second being off guard was dangerous. 


[You have died. ] 

But it didn’t matter. 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

My lethal move was stronger than the Devil King’s lethal move. 
- You... 

12 times. 

-You dare to....my hate...! 


The Witch’s Aura pierced the Devil King’s body 12 times. Then, the Devil King’s movements became 
slow. Black wastewater boiled where he was attacked. 


‘Huh?’ 
Was it just me? 


For a moment, before the wastewater boiled...I thought I saw the color of skin. It really was just a 
moment. When I turned my head to check again, the Devil King’s body was already covered in 
wastewater. 


-Keuk! 

The Devil King took back his sword. 

Even though he didn’t have a face, we could feel he was glaring at us. 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain decides to retreat. ] 

What? 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is falling back to the 13th floor! ] 

That was ridiculous! 


Anger completely filled me up to my head. 


“Wait! What kind of boss runs away when it’s almost caught!” 
-Don’t think that! I’m coming back again! 
“Look at this bastard!” 


I swung my sword. But the Devil King’s body crumpled before that. Like there was a pipe somewhere 
that we couldn’t see, the black wastewater was pulled in. 


“Hey! You chocolate milkshake-like bastard!” 


It wasn’t just the Devil King. The monsters born from the shadow fell, vomiting bubbles. It was like the 
sound of water going down the toilet. The monsters disappeared under the ground. 


“Wow.” 

The Witch, Sword Saint, thousands of skeletons, and I were left in the middle of the field. 
“This is...” 

It was when I was despairing because all my deaths were for nothing. 
[The tower has acknowledged your choice. ] 

I could hear a voice in my head. 

[Hidden quest made. ] 

[The 12th floor quest is being revised! ] 

“Huh?” 

Consecutively, at that. 

[The 13th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 14th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 15th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 16th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 17th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 18th floor quest is being revised! ] 

[The 19th floor quest is being revised! ] 

I was speechless at this situation that I never experienced before. 
Could quests be revised? 

While I was gaping, letters popped up in front of me. 


Letters for me. 


rs 
[Warrior of the Paused World] 

Difficulty: Unknown 

Task goal: You have chosen. You won’t allow a single victim. 


Righteousness is not expecting something from those you saved. Dedication is not expecting 
acknowledgement from those you saved. Those who dedicate themselves to righteousness are called 
warriors. 


Warrior! 


The people of the empire won’t know your righteousness. They won’t realize your dedication. But 
righteousness is still righteousness, and dedication is still dedication. 


In the paused world, will you still choose to be a warrior? 


The Devil King has run away with injuries. He probably hasn’t gone far. If you want, you can chase 
after the Devil King however much you want. 


Only your choice is left. 

+ 

It was a quest just for me. 

A voice rang. 

[Will you accept the quest?] 

My heart thumped. 

It was a question I didn’t have to hesitate before deciding the answer. 
“Yes.” 

The voice responded to me. 

[The hidden quest is activating! ] 

[Quest name, Warrior of the Paused World. | 
[May luck be with you. ] 


White light wrapped around me. 
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I wasn’t the only person surrounded by light. 

[Searching for the existence of the Devil King on the 12th floor...unable to be found. ] 
[Confirming the Devil King’s retreat. ] 

Paaat! 

[History changes. ] [TN: This is an idiom in Korean. ] 


The white light spread everywhere. Lightly shining, it looked like fog. The light covered the field in an 
instant, and it even covered the capital of the Aegim Empire. 


Raindrops. 


They could only be described as that. Sprinkles of light started to breeze through the air like dandelion 
seeds. 


“This is...?” 

The Witch looked around not knowing what to do. 

“Kim Gong-ja, what’s going on?” 

“Uh, no. This is the first time for me as well so...” 

I also didn’t know what to do. 

Seeing the world completely covered by light, I asked inwardly. 

‘Sword Emperor. Do you know what’s happening?’ 

-No, this is a first for me as well. What is this? It’s scary. 

Other than the time when he taught me about the sword, he was useless. 
I didn’t know how this ignorant gorilla managed to get to the 99th floor. 
-Mm? Hey, Kim Zombie. You just cursed me, huh? 


‘No way. I was just thinking that you’re so amazing and a lowly person like me wouldn’t be able to 
understand you.’ 


-That’s strange. You look like you just cussed at me secretly... 
Bae Hu-ryeong frowned and complained. 
Even when we were talking, the light rain continued to whirl around. 


“Huh?” 


It was then, that I felt a change. 

I pointed my fingers at the gigantic city walls of the empire. 
“Black Dragon Master. Look there.” 

“Hm?” 

“The city walls. It seems like all the flags are vanishing.” 


The flags on the city walls that were red and gold were quickly disappearing. The hundreds of flags 
decreased to tens of flags in an instant. And they were still continuing to disappear. 


“... Yeah. You’re right.” 

The Witch frowned. 

“Hold onto me for a moment. We should go check.” 
“Yes, I agree.” 

“Teleport!” 


The Witch held my hand and used her skill. The next moment, we weren’t in the middle of the field, 
but on the tallest fortress of the empire. A fancy view entered our eyes. 


“Goodness...” 

The Witch quietly murmured. “It’s all changing.” 
It really was. 

The world was changing. 


The squatter settlements and the harlem were wrapped in white light, and...they disappeared. As if they 
never existed. 


The clothes of the citizens on the streets also changed. The dirtied rags turned into normal clothes. 
Even the fruit in the market changed. The rotten apples started to shine and looked tasteful. 


I subconsciously muttered. 

“History changes...” 

“What?” 

“History changed.” 

The numbers of guards around the city walls noticeably decreased as well. 
Not only did their numbers change, but their expressions also changed. 


Their faces weren’t filled with fear and despair of the Devil King’s presence. They looked like they 
were bored with their jobs. 


“Normally, the Aegim Empire should’ve been attacked by the Devil King, whether they won the war, 
or were destroyed by loss...whatever it was, they should’ve had to fight against the Devil King. But...’ 


I swallowed. 

“In this world, the attack of the Devil King itself became [Nonexistent].” 

While no one knew. 

In the time that no one knew, the incident of the Devil King attacking vanished from history. 
Yeah. 

I made it disappear. 

“...History changed.” 

And that result was spread out right in front of my eyes. 

[The 11th floor stage is being revised. ] 

[The 12th floor stage is being revised. ] 

White light covered the city. 

The light touched the face of a child beggar. 

The rain of light streaked on the clothes of a man who was worrying about tomorrow’s meals. 
Shhaaaaa... 

Light fluttered around like dandelion seeds. 

In the markets, in the corners, on the lamp post of a street and on people returning home. 
It softly stroked the world. 

[Revision complete. ] 

And soon, it faded away. 

It had disappeared somewhere. 

I shut my mouth. 

The Witch also did the same. 


In the paused world, we couldn’t hear anything, so because we were both silent, it was like the world 
was holding its breath. 

But then- 

1” 


“—Everyone, it’s cheap 


Not too long after, the silence was broken. 


“Apples that just came over from Ailbrant! Fresh apples! Sir, even elves get these seasonal apples! 
Come look at these fresh apples!” 


Sound. 


“The water in the sauna is horrible these days. I can see the dirty things. Geez, what are we supposed to 
do if the people who take care of it don’t...” 


I could hear sounds. 
After I accepted the quest, the paused time started to flow again. 


“Sheesh! The Crown Princes are so naughty! I can hear the Emperor screaming at them every night 
over the palace walls. They’re just rumors, but I think...” 


“How about a drink this evening? Just us” 

“Donate a little! Just a little! The goddess loves everyone.” 
“Ailbrant apples that even elves like! Cheap!” 

The world started to breathe again. 

“You there!” 

Among them, there was a sound calling out to us. 

“Where are you from?!” 


The Witch and I turned our heads in the direction of the voice. A general was holding his sword on the 
city walls. He frowned menacingly. 


“How rude! Who dares to step on the fortress of the empire?! Come down immediately!” 
Somehow, it was a familiar face. 

I muttered. 

“Sarbast Aegim...” 

The general’s eyes widened. He looked like he was seeing me for the first time. 
“Huh! How does a guy like you know my name?” 

I shut my mouth. 

*...[ see.’ 

He was a general that should’ve been on the 11th floor. 

A citizen of the empire who greeted hunters kindly. 

The NPC with the skill that I copied after dying. 

“You bastards! Didn’t you hear me tell you to come down?!” 


He was shouting like he was talking to a stranger. 


Even the history of the 11th floor had changed as well. 
Thump. 

‘Ah.’ 

My heart suddenly vibrated. 


Unknown emotions wrapped around my heart, my chest, and my entire body. I couldn’t even speak. 
Why was it me? The world had found its breath, but my voice seemed to have been taken by 
something. 


I shut my mouth and looked down at the general. 

It was now an old memory. 

Thinking of the words the general NPC had said to me- 
-End your life. I can’t do it! 

-[ thank you instead of the empire. 

I remembered the general’s last smile. 

-Please, take good care of our empire. 

Ahh. I see. 

This was what it was. 

“He.” 

I didn’t know why, but laughter escaped my mouth. 
“Ahaha! Hahahaahm, uahhhah!” 

I laughed while holding my stomach. 


The general looked at me dumbfoundedly. All the soldiers turned their gazes towards me. The Witch 
looked at me strangely. Bae Hu-ryeong looked at me like I was crazy. 


But I didn’t care. 


I was sad that the citizens of the empire had forgotten about me, but a greater emotion than that had 
captured my entire body. 

“Ahh.” 

I took a deep breath and opened my mouth. 

1” 


“—-The empire 


A lion’s roar exploded from my mouth. 


The general’s shoulder twitched. 

“T protected!” 

The soldiers on the city walls paused. 

“T protected your empire!” 

And I didn’t stop. 

My lion’s roar was amplified with red Aura. 

“T! Kept the promise!” 

The citizens of the empire turned their heads. 

Some from the streets, some from the market, others from their houses. 


My voice rang in the city, climbed the city walls, and scratched against the reception room. I laughed. 
Loudly. My laughter echoed and echoed and rang to the tower. 


“Without any shame!” 
I pointed at the sky on top of the fortress. 
Hundreds of days. 


With the thought that I didn’t want to create a single victim, the fact that I defeated the Devil King of 
Fall Rain after 100 days was, 


“I’m proud!” 

I was overjoyed. 

“T did it!” 

It was the first time in my entire life that I felt an emotion like this. 
I lived like trash. I was envious of others, laughed at them, and spent my days drinking. 
I threw my life away. I threw myself away. 

But not today. 

[Stage clear. ] 

Today, I could stand tall. 

[Today, the 12th floor stage has been cleared. ] 

I could stand tall in front of people. 

To the Witch, and the Sword Saint. 

And to the world. 


Most of all, I could stand tall in front of myself. 


[Letting everyone know again. ] 

I could be proud of myself. 

[Today, the 12th floor stage has been cleared. ] 
I could be that kind of person. 

[Calculating challengers... ] 

[Calculation complete. ] 

I was so happy that it felt like my heart was going to burst. 
[The 3 challengers are being announced. ] 
Light was carved into the sky. 

fs 

[Subjugation Contribution Ranking] 

Rank 1. Death King 

Rank 2. Witch 

Rank 3. Sword Saint 

+ 

They were probably letters NPCs couldn’t see. 
The general was frozen at my lion’s roar. 

“J, just what are you...” 

“Sarbast Aegim!” 

The general flinched. 

I looked down at him from the fortress. 
“Look after the empire well!” 


“Sorry, but this is the end of a warrior’s duties! Catching the Devil King is enough! There’s probably 
rotten bits of the empire that you can’t see, a bunch of other problems! Definitely!” 


I beamed. 
“Take care of it on your own!” 
“We’re out! Woop, woop! Let’s go!” 


The general’s mouth opened and closed like a goldfish. 


“T, I don’t know what you’re saying from earlier...just what...” 
-Uhahahaha! 
Bae Hu-ryeong rolled in the midair holding his stomach. 


-Heek! Heeheeheehee! Kuek?! C, crazy bastard! You psychopath! Zombie bastard! I thought you were 
going to be mature but you just explicitly bragged like that! I’m curious about how your brain works. 
Hey! Kim Zombie! I acknowledge! You’re worth researching! 


‘Ah.’ 
I swept my hair back. 
“Then what should I do? I’m so lovable today.’ 


-C, crazy bastard...! Kim Psycho Bastard! Uhuk, fine! I like it because you’re not being like a loser! 
Uheeheeheeheek! 


Bae Hu-ryeong continued to roll in the air like it wasn’t enough. 

I turned to look at the Witch. 

“Alrighty, Black Dragon Master! What are you doing? Let’s go to the 13th floor!” 
The Witch sighed. 


“Yeah...there’s no normal person in the higher ranking hunters. It’s okay. I understand. I’ ll think of it as 
a relief since you’re better than the Heretic Questioner at least.” 


“What?” 
“Teleport.” 


The Witch grabbed my hand and activated her skill. The next moment, we were back in the field again. 
She didn’t say much and grabbed the Sword Saint’s arm. 


The owner of Black Dragon peered at my face. 
“The first entrance is always given to the Rank 1.” 
She spoke. 

“You can say Transmit for all of us. Death King.” 
It was the first time my nickname was called. 
Today was full of firsts. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

I smiled. 


“-Transmit.” 


And. 
We headed towards the next stage. 
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We passed through countless fights. 

We endured against endless battles. 
Eventually, we arrived. 

The 13th floor stage. 

‘It just had to be this stage with villains.’ 


Was that the reason why? As soon as we entered, it was different. Two different species greeted me 
after we were transported. 


One with a happy voice, and one with a horrendous voice. 
[Welcome, Death King. ] 

First was the happy voice. 

The Tower no longer called me ‘Hunter Kim Gong-ja.’ 
Instead, it used my nickname, Death King. 

I was acknowledged by the tower, and I was welcome as someone who belonged. 
Was I too simple if I was happy at small things like this? 
-Keaaaaaah! 

And. 

-I won’t forgive you! 

There was a voice that sounded like it was being ripped apart. 
-You dare! To my children! 

No. 

The owner of the voice was actually being ripped apart. 


-You dare to take the children that I saved! You dare mock me! Or are you trying to trick me? Are you 
going to take my flesh, my blood, and my soul?! 


The Devil King. 
The owner of the red demon was spilling wastewater. 


-P’ll curse you! 


The Devil King’s figure was ripping apart. Black blood and the boiling wastewater were evidence of 
his pain. He looked more pitiful than when he escaped from the 12th floor. He shouted towards the 
direction of the sky. 


-You! The world! I curse everything that’s not me! If the world is trying to get rid of me, I’ll swallow 
the world! Your oceans will become my spit, and your earth will become my flesh! Your flesh! Bones! 
Heart! I’ll chew everything up to your last organs! 


Next to me, the Witch was silent. That was how violent the screams of the Devil King were. 
It was an intense murderous intent. 

Even the Sword Saint took a step back and tightened his grip on his sword. 

“Tt’s a horrendous scream.” 

The Sword Saint murmured. 

“T’ve never heard of a voice like that. It sounds like he has a thousand mouths.” 

“Yeah. Why is he shouting like that...>?” 


The Sword Saint and Witch wrapped their Aura around themselves. Was it to prevent themselves from 
being covered by the murderous intent? 


There was only one person different. 
-Huh? 

Bae Hu-ryeong only tilted his head calmly. 
-What’s with that guy? 

And he said totally unexpected words. 
-He’s weaker than before. 

‘Pardon?’ 

-He’s a lot weaker than when he was fighting on the floor below this. 
He was a lot weaker. 

I slowly observed the Devil King. 

‘... That?’ 

-Yeah. 

Bae Hu-ryeong wrinkled his eyes. 


-Since he was cut by the Witch or whatever her name is. It’s obvious that he would be injured. But it’s 
not just an injury and...his [Level] completely dropped.’ 


‘His level dropped?’ 
-Mm. How do I say this? For example... 
Bae Hu-reyong carefully thought about his words. 


-Yeah. Let’s compare him to a head king goblin. That guy was like an SSS Class head goblin that was a 
combination of Alexander and Arthur, with a goblin. 


“You’re metaphors are becoming even more innovative. How do you know Alexander and Arthur?’ 
-An emperor should know about the great ones before him. 

‘Ah, sure. Let’s go with that, Sword Emperor.’ 

I spoke inwardly. 

‘So the Devil King on the 12th floor was that kind of SSS Class head king goblin but...’ 


-Yeah. He’s kinda like just a head king goblin with the SSS Class tag taken off. And not the head king 
goblin that was leading the 11th floor army, but the weak head king goblin you cowardly gorked and 
krred at to defeat. 


In the tower’s time, it happened a few days before. 
But as Bae Hu-ryeong referenced something that was a far-off incident to remember, he tilted his head. 


-Hu! That’s strange. Bosses have to become stronger as they climb the tower usually. But why did that 
happen? Did the Witch’s attack have some kind of level down effect earlier? 


Listening to the Sword Emperor speak, I looked around. 
It was an empty temple. 


The Devil King was still crying out towards the sky like a lion. The nightmare causing the fall of rain 
was crying out in pain, and he was furious. 


‘...Could it be...’ 

His appearance gave me a bit of assurance. 

‘Did something unexpected happen to the stage?’ 
It was then. 

[Calculating the 12th floor clear rewards. ] 
[Calculation impossible! ] 

Voices flowed into my head. 

[The hidden quest is currently being progressed. ] 


[All awards will be calculated when the 19th floor is cleared. ] 


[Only the smallest rewards are being given currently. ] 

Something iridescent was spread out in front of my eyes. 

[The Blessing of the War God is being strengthened. ] 

It was a map. 

However, it was completely different from maps that I saw up until now. 
[All maps from the 11th floor to the 20th floor are being opened! ] 

It was a world map. 


Like its namesake, the map that was given to me on the floor below was a ‘mini map.’ Even if it was 
big, it was limited to a single floor usage. But the map in front of me was on a completely different 
level. 


It was a map of this world, a map of Another World. 
I began seeing a ‘world map.’ 

As soon as I saw the map, I realized. 

“T figured it out!” 

“Hm?” 


The Sword Saint and the Witch looked at me at the same time. The Witch had a questioning face, and 
the Sword Saint had an indifferent face. 


“Figured...what out?” 
“Why the Devil King is being like that. Black Dragon Master. Think of the last stage.” 
I spoke quickly. 


“The history of the Devil King’s attack disappeared. And the cities are completely different. Things like 
the refugees shelters are completely gone.” 


“So what...?” 


“Sheesh, think about it logically. Where would the refugees have come from? From the rural villages in 
the empire, no, probably from across the entire continent. But the refugee shelters where those people 
were completely disappeared.” 


eeadulle? 
The Witch finally looked like she caught onto something. 
“T see.” 


She narrowed her eyes. 


“Tt’s not just the empire’s history that changed. All the other refugees from across the empire...” 
“Yes.” 
I nodded my head. 


“Not just the empire, but the entire continent changed. We returned to the time before the Devil King 
attacked!” 


Yes. 

“And now!” 

That was what happened. 

“And we’re at the point when this temple was being attacked!” 
Seeing the world map, I became sure. 


The continent of this world was divided by mountains. The mountains were so high that you had to risk 
your life to climb them. But in between the mountains, there was a small area. People could pass by 
this area to get to opposite sides of the continent. 


This temple was located right in that area. 


A temple that connected the east and the west. There would probably be a long history and countless 
legacies about this. 


This temple was the shield of the goddess. 


Inside the shield, there was a large horizon to the east. Small lands were in the field, and beyond that, 
there was an empire. Past the empire, there was only the ocean, so the empire’s borders started on the 
plains and ended on plains. 


On the other west side, it was completely red. 
All the land beyond the goddess’s shield was stained red. It was the Devil King’s land. 


The Devil King had broken through this shield to plough through the east. And at the end, he had 
pushed them back until the port. 


That was how history was supposed to go. 

‘So this is what ‘history changing’ means!’ 

I understood. 

The time of this world was going backwards. 

History changing. 

It might’ve been more appropriately called [History Regression. ] 
-Keahhhhh! 

Yes. 


Why the Devil King was crying out like that, and why the Sword Emperor said the Devil King’s level 
had fallen. 


I could completely understand it now. 

I muttered inwardly. 

‘His level went down.’ 

-What? 

Bar Hu-ryeong furrowed his eyebrows. 

-Level went down? 

“Yeah, you know. The voice that we hear when hunters climb a level.’ 
There was. 

There was a chosen voice that hunters heard when they became stronger. 
[Your existence has become even clearer. ] 

[Your level is growing. ] 

Bae Hu-reyong probably thought of the same voice as me. 

-Are you talking about the ‘your being’ thing? 

“Yes, exactly!’ 


It was easy to understand what ‘your level growing’ meant. But it was confusing what [Being 
becoming clearer] meant. I just thought they were trying to sound fancy but... 


Looking at the Devil King now, I knew. 


“That boss monster probably grew by killing more people. But his murders and hunts became nothing. 
And so.” 


That was why. 

“His growth was deleted.” 

His being was growing faint. 

“The path that he took so far...the history of massacres had been erased.” 
Because I changed the history of the 12th floor after going through endless battles. 
-Keaaaaaah! 

Every time I took a step forward, the Devil King took a step back. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is furious. ] 

[His being is becoming fainter. ] 


And the voice that I heard proved that I was right. 


-You...! 

The red nightmare growled. 

It was the same murderous intent as before. 

But no one was pushed back. Not anymore. 

The Witch, Sword Saint, and I looked the Devil King directly in the eye. 
“Let’s go.” 

I spoke. 

“Let’s light the signal fire of counterattack.” 

5. 

-Hundred Ghosts! 

Berrrrr! 

The Devil King’s body boiled. 

-Thousand Monsters! 

It was a voice that sounded like it was screaming. 
-My child! 


As if replying to that, monsters from all over the stage were raised. It was summoning magic. They had 
probably been there from the beginning. 


From the column of the temple, from the remains of the collapsed building, monsters slowly got up. 
-Oooouuuuh. 
About a thousand zombies got up. 


Were they the humans that were in this temple in the past? They were some who wore mitres, and some 
who were dressed as paladins. 


The Devil King shouted. 

-Kill them! 

The horde of zombies ran at us. 

Next to me, the Witch sighed. 

“Haaaa. I didn’t like zombie movies from when I was young... 
“T don’t really like them either.” 

“Can you win, Death King?” 


“Tt’s not a matter of if I can.” 


I raised my sword. 
“T will.” 
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To clear the 12th floor, I needed almost a thousand deaths. 
For the 13th floor, I would need more deaths than that. 
‘Sword Emperor.’ 

-What? 

‘Let’s make a bet.’ 

-What bet? 


I cut the neck of the zombie that was running at me. My sword went through like it was slicing through 
tofu. I spoke as I was looking at the tens, hundreds, and thousands of zombies that were running at me. 


‘How many times I’ll die until the 19th floor. Let’s make a bet.’ 
-Mm. 

Bae Hu-ryeong stroked his chin. 

-Okay. Then I’ll go for 100 or less! 

I grinned. 

‘Then I’ll do 99.’ 

-Wow, you unfair bastard. You wanna play cowardly like that? Huh? 
“Yes. I do.’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong smirked. 


-Fine. Let’s watch the zombie kill his own kind. Do well! Instead, since it’s a bet, I won’t help you. 
Good? 


‘Good.’ 

I laughed looking at the zombies that were running towards me. 
[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


I died while laughing. 


[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 
“Ugh, we need to do something about this amount...Witch, can’t you do something?” 


“I’m already doing my best. It’s just me. It’s hard. But Death King, can’t you use your skill to fight 
against them?” 


“Ah, of course, I will. But it’s not the cool time yet...about 3 coins later Ill have to use it.” 
“What’s 3 coins?” 


“There’s this thing. Mm, anyway...hm, is this thing on the mini map...ah! Sword Saint! Can you pierce 
through there?! Through that large top that looks like a stone casket! I have something to check!” 


“What are you going to check?” 

“T’ll explain later, so [ll request this of you right now! I’m a prophet! Okay?” 
“Mm...” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


“Okay! Sword Saint! That stone casket is actually a secret opening. Through there, you can find a 
hammer that has an effect on the undead! You can go with Witch and use it!” 


“He’s only ever used a sword his entire life...” 


“Tt has a large territory effect! If you put your Aura on it and slam it into the ground, zombies will be 
swept away! Okay!?” 


“How do you know that?” 

“Prophet! Okay!?” 

“Well, I never...” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

“The zombies are just about taken care of, so now, the Devil King, ugh, what’s that?” 
“Zombies. Giants. I think it’s a zombie giant.” 


“Mm. Since the history of the temple is pretty old...that’s probably a giant soldier who used to protect 
this temple. He died beside the Devil King and became his subordinate.. .it’s probably something like 
that. If the Heretic Questioner was here, we would’ve known more...” 


“Whoa, that person knows about otherworldly religions too? I guess he’s not an SSS Class zealot for 
nothing.” 


“Tt’s because of his skill.” 


“Well, that’s the proof of his SSS Class.” 


“How unpleasant. Do you have to talk about that damned bastard? Anyways, I’II take that giant.” 
“Yes, sir, Sword Saint. I’ll leave it to you!” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

“Anyways, [ll take that giant.” 

“No, Sword Saint. You can continue to take care of the zombies with the hammer.” 

“Look here, that giant is testing my sword so...” 

“Prophet! I’m a prophet! Okay?” 

“Sheesh...hu, then who’s taking care of that giant?” 

“Obviously, the Witch. Please aim your Beam on that giant’s eyes.” 

“Well. They are eyes that I wanted to aim at. It’s basically begging for it with that one gigantic eye.” 
“Perfect! Let’s go!” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

“Anyways, I’ll take that....” 

“Hundred Ghosts Summon!” 

“Goodness. Death King. Your skill doesn’t even have a cool time?” 


“Tt happened like this...alright, you two can deal with that giant. Especially Witch. I have something I 
want to ask of you.” 


“What is it?” 

“Don’t aim for the eyes.” 

“How come?” 

“Tf you do, things will go bad.” 

“But Death King. Look at the giant zombie with a single eye. Look at the gigantic eye. Can you see it?” 
“Yes...I’m looking at it. I know it’s basically begging to be targeted. But you can’t.” 


“How come? That...eye, Death King...if you could use Beam like me, and you saw an eyeball like 
that...” 


“T admit it... Witch. If I was you, I would try to argue that I was going to aim at that eye. But I don’t 
have time to explain that right now...please?” 


oe 


“Listen to him, Witch.” 


“Sword Saint, even you...” 

“That youngster says he’s a prophet. Let’s listen to him for now.” 
“ ..Fine...I’ll do my best...not to aim at that eyeball.” 

“Thank you!!” 

We ran. We fought. We saved each other. 

We did things. 

We talked a lot. 

-My children.....! 

We broke through the zombies that were at the temple. 

-My general....! 

We pushed aside the giant one-eyed soldier that was probably a legend back in his days. 
-AHHHH.....! 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain chooses to retreat.] 

And, 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain falls back to the 14th floor! ] 

We pushed the Devil King back floor by floor. 

Like on the 12th floor, raindrops of light whirled around. 

The temple that was the barrier of the continent was shining like a newly wiped shield. 


With the sound of a bell, people sang songs. From the East, merchants were riding horses, and from the 
West, merchants passed by on strange birds. The paladins were thrusting their hammers together while 
sparring, and the apostles who were looking at them with amorous eyes were pulled to the temple by 
their ears. 


“The priest sneezed!” 


There was an orphan who shouted jokingly and received a knuckle to the head by an apostle. A one- 
eyed soldier waved his hand at the apostle. 


Ah. 

“Death King.” 

Mm. 

“Okay,...Witch. Let’s go. Alright, Sword Saint, are you ready/” 


“Wait a moment. There’s a merchant selling good whetstones over there.” 


Sword Saint brought a whetstone. While he was sharpening his sword, I turned my gaze away from the 
giant and looked at the world map. 


The red land that was pretty far away was squirming like it was going to horde over here again. 
But we still had time for Sword Saint to sharpen his sword. 

That would be enough. 

“Death King.” 


The Witch grabbed my hand. When Sword Saint was finished, he immediately held the Witch’s hand as 
well. 


“Teleport.” 

The light surrounded us again. 

“Hm. Is the 14th floor a forest. The Devil King...seems to have hidden.” 
“Be careful. I can feel enemies all around us.” 

“Yeah. Let’s go slowly. Slowly.” 

[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


And like that, we cleared through the Devil King’s Elf army. 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain has chosen to retreat. ] 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain is falling back to the 15th floor! ] 


In the middle of a waterfall that flowed backwards, we defeated the Devil King, who was using the 
Queen of Mermaids. 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain has chosen to retreat. ] 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain is falling back to the 16h floor! ] 


On the top of an exploded volcano, we fought against the wyvern-using Devil King. 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain has chosen to retreat. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain is falling back to the 17th floor...] 

History was regressing. 

To a time before the Devil King attacked the empire. 

To not only the empire but before he attacked several lands. 

Before the temple was destroyed. 


To before the Fairy Forest was cursed before the waterfall flowed backwards, and before the volcano 
exploded. 


Before, before. 

Before the Devil King ruled an army. 

Without any pause. 

Like how a wave covered another wave, and how a drop of water disappeared just like a bubble. 
Like how flower petals fell. 

Every time we climbed the tower, the Devil King’s territory shrunk, and he became weaker. 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s existence is becoming faint. ] 

Like how the Devil King of the 13th floor was weaker than the 12th. 

The Devil King of the 14th floor was weaker than the 13th. 

And the 15th was a bit weaker, 

And bit by bit, little by little... 

[You have died. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain has chosen to retreat. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s existence is becoming faint. ] 

[You have died. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain has chosen to retreat. ] 


[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s existence is becoming faint. ] 


-You dare! 
The 97th time. 
When J arrived on the 19th floor while at my 97th death, we were in an unknown small country. 


-You dare! 


The Devil King cried in the middle of the empty land. 

It wasn’t the Sword Saint or the Witch. 

The person the Devil King was glaring at while grinding his teeth was me. 
-If it wasn’t for you! 

His eyes were bloodshot with fury. 


-It’s because of you! Everything’s you’re fault! If you took the right steps...yes! If it wasn’t for you, 
this wouldn’t have happened! You dare! A measly sword user from another world... 


I lifted my sword. 

“Dang. I finally see the eyes.” 

-What...? 

“Tt’s exactly how I said. After all this time, I’m finally seeing how your eyes look.” 
Yeah. 

The original Devil King of Fall Rain had no eyes. 


He was a squirming shadow. He had a face, but no expression. He had arms, but no hands. Wastewater. 
Because he was covered in that black boiling solution. 


That was how it was. 

“Does that make sense?” 

The Devil King’s mask was finally broken. 

“The Devil King and a warrior weren’t able to meet eyes. It’s an unbelieve tragedy.” 


And finally, there was a part that wasn’t covered by wastewater. Bloodshot eyes. They emanated a 
grotesque murderous Aura but... wasn’t scared. Rather, I was glad. 


I point my blade at the Devil King. 
“Fight with all you got.” 


-You... 


» 


“Or run away again. Hey, aren’t you curious? How much weaker you’!! get if you run away this time.’ 
“If you don’t fight with what you have, you can’t win.” 


Even without the rewards I got from the 19th floor, the Devil King of the 20th floor would have been 
completely weak. 


-You dare say...a mere hyena that ate all my flesh, what would you know... 
It was a growling voice like he was cursing me. 

There was a lost shadow where he was. 

I slowly opened my mouth. 

“Estelle.” 

Pause. 

The Devil King’s red eyes widened. 

“T warned you to fight with everything you have.” 

“If you don’t-” 

And I hit the ground that I was standing on. 

An exploding scream came from him. 

Black water was flicked everywhere. 

“My time will be longer than your history.” 

Listening to the Devil King, Estelle, scream, I glared at him. 
Face to face. 

Towards the path that I was walking on. 
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It was long. 

After a long time, I finally reached this place. 

[The penalty due to your skill is being induced. ] 

[The trauma of the enemy that killed you is being reenacted. ] 
Now, it was time to talk about a certain nightmare. 

In the battle of the 12th floor, when I was swept away like a raindrop, 
[The intensity of the penalty is Medium. ] 

It was what I saw after being killed by the Devil King. 

[It is Ghost Road.] 

Trauma. 

The nightmare of the one called the Master of Nightmares. 
[Penalty opened. ] 


[The trauma of the monster Devil King of Fall Rain is being created. ] 


I stood alone in a burning village, right in the middle of the sea of fire. 

No. 

-Burn her! 

I might not have been the only person here. 

At least I had Bae Hu-ryeong. The person that was really in hell all alone, was on the other side. 
-Burn the witch’s nest! 

Estelle. 

The saintess from the countryside. 


-Don’t show mercy. They’re all monsters that have been cursed! 


-Don’t miss a single person! 

Estelle couldn’t understand. 

She couldn’t speak. 

Because she couldn’t understand, her mouth just moved without making any sounds. 
Why? 

Why were humans burning humans? 


They were parents who had said they were thankful to her. Babies that had received new lives from her. 
All of them were massacred. 


-It’s what the sir wants! 

Soldiers who had appeared out of nowhere destroyed the village, 

-His Majesty has ordered it! 

And knights who had different insignias brought their swords down. 

-The Pope has said to the heretic who dares to call herself the saintess... 

-The owner of the forest had ordered this, so spirit, please.... 

-The Queen of Mermaids has given us magic power to..... 

-Us warriors have come to keep the promise of the volcano! Alright, dragons! Let’s shoot fire to.... 
They all revealed where they were from, but Estelle still didn’t know who they were. 
Who were they to burn humans? 

-Abhh, ackk! 

-Save me! 


They surrounded the village like they were catching prey. There wasn’t a way to escape. There were 
some families who tried to leave the village, but they were slaughtered once they were caught. 


The only escape was the square of the village. 

They were pierced by spears, chased by swords, injured by arrows, beat with canes..... 
People continued to crowd the square. 

-Cough! 

In the middle of the village, there was a paradise that they had made themselves. 
Estelle looked around in the smoke-filled air. 


-Just endure it a bit more. Just a bit... 


A father hunched over. Between the space between the ground and the father, there was an empty area. 
His child hid in that space. The father was hit with the fire instead of his child and swallowed smoke 
for his child. 


The father died first. 
The child was able to live a minute more than his father. 
-Just a bit more.... 


An old couple held each other. Were they trying to die together? That was what Estelle thought. But 
when she looked closer, that wasn’t the case. There was a newborn baby between them. 


-Just a bit.... 


When the fire spread, the couple screamed. But they didn’t fall apart. Their arms were burnt from the 
flames. Even when they turned to ash, the old couple was holding each other. It wasn’t an embrace for 
their last memory, but to protect the small child. 


The couple died first. The sobbing of the newborn baby ended after a minute. 
One by one, the screams in the square paused. 


The family that had become rich due to their farm, the old man who had woken up early in the morming 
to work. 


There wasn’t a citizen who was untouched. There were people with cancer, people with blindness. 
Because there were so many diseases in the world, Estelle swallowed all of them. 


But her heart was blacker than, 

-How.....? 

When she swallowed all those diseases. 

She was surrounded by smoke. 

She burned from the fire. 

She quietly tried opening her mouth. 

In her mouth, she could smell something burning. 


Estelle realized that her heart was a bit more black. For a day, the village burned up. For a day, Estelle 
burned up. 


Crunch! 


Estelle’s hand scratched at the ashes. No one bothered her. The soldiers had all left seeing the village in 
flames. All that was left was the remnants of the paradise it was. 


-Lepandor..... 

There was a corpse of a father. 

-Dajena.... 

Under the father, there was a corpse of a child. 
-Solape..., Joe....Ugansha.... 

She dug. 
-Mobaijan.....Topho....Anna.....Garchoff...... 
With her bare hands. 


The remnants of the village. The ashes on the remnants. Her fingers turned black, and her red blood 
turned black. Estelle continued to dig. 


And she ate it. 

The flesh of humans. 

The bones of humans. 

The ashes that didn’t have flesh of bones. 


The scent of human flesh wasn’t pleasant anymore. She couldn’t feel any hunger, or beauty. It just 
smelled burnt. But Estelle still ate it. She swallowed it. Even though it was hideous. 


Estelle’s mouth was dirited black. 
Estell’s teeth turned black. 
-Poor thing.... 


Her intestines filled with pus, and the blood spread tumed into a solution to cover her entire body. It 
wasn’t just blood. Something else was flowing from her eyes. 


It probably weren’t tears. 

If they were tears, why weren’t they clear? 

-Poor things.... 

So it was wastewater. 

The wastewater that the humans had used and thrown away had come to her. 
It had gathered in her heart. 

-Poor things.... 


The wastewater didn’t stop flowing. 


-You, 

The wastewater flowed. 

-You, you and you are all humans. 

It flowed in her mind. 

-You were all born as humans, and knew the beauty and tears of life, so why? Just why? 

It spilled all around her. 

-Were you called monsters? Wasn’t it enough to know beauty and sadness? 

It flowed around her. 

-So you remain as humans, and these....my children will remain as monsters? Is that your world? 
It flowed as rain. 

-In this world, is it just you who deserves to die? Was it only you that was allowed to have beauty? 
Her heart echoed, crying. 

-Then now, you prove it. 

The rain poured. 

-Prove it to me. 

The rain poured. 

-P’ll curse you. 

Because the rain poured. 

No village would burn from flames. 

My children. My blood. The color that took my heart. 


I lost the color of my blood, so only wastewater flows through me, but the rain is red, and proves the 
existence of my blood. 


-Be swallowed in your evil. 
The rain poured. 

The rain. 

-You, 

The rain, 

The rain poured. 

-You made me like this, 


Continuously. 


-So I will make you like this. 

The rain, 

Because the rain poured. 

-Gong-ja. 

Blink. 

-Awake. 

A voice. 

-This isn’t your hell. 

Hearing that low voice, I opened my eyes. 
[Trauma reenactment complete. ] 
[Confirm that the identity has been maintained. ] 


[The penalty is finished. ] 
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One stroke. 

Since I was holding a single sword, 

Two extremes. 

There was something that only I could cut. 

-Gong-ja! 

Blink. 

-Now! 

I looked in front of me. 

No. 

What was in front of me showed me. 

-The head’s empty! 

In front of me, there was someone with a black body. 
Wastewater endlessly flowed from their body. 

Even if I cut water, it was still water, so there was a lot to cut. 
One sword, two extremes. [TN: korean idiom] 

I cut what I had to cut. 

-Keaaahhhhhh! 

As they were cut, wastewater flowed from the King of Black. 
It might not have been wastewater. 

If it was, why was it red? 

Blood. 

Vibrantly red blood flowed from the Devil King’s body. 


The Devil wavered and stepped back. One step. Two steps. When he took his third step, wastewater 
didn’t flow from the Devil King’s right arm. 


The footsteps of the Devil King were puddled with wastewater, but the puddle shrank with every step 
he took. 


And eventually. 


-Keuk, heuk...... uekk..... 

The wastewater was completely parting off from the Devil King’s body. 
Drip. Drip. 

Wastewater couldn’t flow anymore, so instead, blood flowed down. 
The color of life was red. 

[The being of the Devil King of Fall Rain is becoming even fainter. ] 
And the all-powerful was no more. 

-No...... this can’t, uek....! 


The Devil King covered his left arm with his right hand. Blood was flowing from his left hand. The 
Devil King pressed tightly against his left arm like he forbade even a single drop of blood from 
dripping out. 


-My child...... not like this....my hate.... 

“Retreat.” 

I spoke in a low voice. 

The Devil King paused like he had been cut by my voice. 


“Fall back to the 20th floor. You can’t win against me anyway. Return to your base, to the Devil King’s 
Castle.” 


Even without looking at the ‘world map,’ it was clear what was happening. 


Blue territory. The territory of humans covered the continent again. It passed the hills. It passed the area 
called the goddess’s shield. The temple with the one-eyed giant, the fields where the fairies were 
dancing, the waterfalls where the mermaids were playing, the mountains where dragons flew.....there 
wasn’t a single place that wasn’t blue on the continent. 


Meanwhile, the red territory was, 
“Go back to where you started from.” 
One point. 

It was only a single point. 


Just as how a fire died down afters burning everything in its path, there was only a tiny red point on the 
world map. 


That place was, 
“Your final stop. Devil King.” 
The Devil King groaned. 


-You.... 


The Devil King lifted his head. Wastewater had stopped and blood was pouring down, but half of the 
Devil King’s body had been burned black. So was his face. His red eyes flashed violently, but that was 
it. The Devil King glared at me with an ash-covered face. 


“Hmm.” 

The Sword Saint wordlessly gripped his sword. 
“T’ll leave the last attack to the Death King.” 
The Witch slowly pulled her mirrors back. 


There wasn’t a chance to turn the tables. They didn’t have any weakness. Was it because I saw the 
Devil King’s trauma? I felt like this was the situation where they were surrounded by the soldiers in the 
village. 


-Keuk! 


There wasn’t anything else for the Devil King to do other than escape. But the reason why the Devil 
King couldn’t easily decide was because he knew as well. It was the same. 


Like how avoiding a fire only extended your life for a minute, even if the Devil King retreated to the 
20th floor, his defeat was just pushed back. 


-Shit....! Shit! 

Blood dripped from his mouth. 

[The Devil King has decided to retreat. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall rain is falling back to the 20th floor! ] 

Yes. 

Running away even though you knew you would burn to death was something a human would do. 
The further the Devil King was running away, the closer he was to becoming a human. 
[Confirming the Devil King’s retreat. ] 

[Historical change. ] 

[The 19th floor stage is being revised. ] 

The world was covered by raindrops of light again. 

After I checked that the Devil King was gone, I tured to look behind me. 

“Sword Saint.” 

“Mm.” 


“Black Dragon Master.” 


“Yeah.” 
“Sorry. I want to clear the 20th floor by myself.” 
I hung my head. 


> 


“Thank you for helping me so far. But I want to finish it with the Devil King. Please let me go alone.’ 
The Witch shrugged her shoulders. 


“Okay. I’m fine with that. You contributed the most coming on our way here...and I promised not to 
move for 5 days as you said. I broke that promise and helped you, so I’ll honestly stay still this time.” 


“Hmm.” 
The Sword Saint put his sword back in its sheath. 


“After today, it’ll already have been 5 days. Meet me after you’re done with the 20th floor. We have a 
lot of things to talk about.” 


“Yes, sir. Understood.” 

I hung my head again. 

“Thank you.” 

And I moved on. 

“Transmit.” 

To the 20th floor stage. 

[Welcome, Death King. ] 

Devil King. 

To the village that Estelle was born in. 

2; 

[You have entered the boss stage. ] 

The second time. 

This was the second time that I entered the boss stage. 
Compared to that time....there were a lot of similarities and a lot of differences. 
[The challenger(s) is Death King. 1 person.] 

[May luck be with you.] 

First, the notifications. 


Like on the ‘Hellfire Residence,’ there was only 1 challenger. It was solo playing. The tower, like 
always, wished me luck. 


However. 

There was something definitely different from last time. 

[The clear rewards are being given. ] 

[The rewards from the 11th floor to the 19th floor are all being calculated. ] 
Now, I wasn’t a simple challenger. 

I was a conqueror who had cleared the 11th floor up to here. 
The tower greeted me, a conqueror, with 9 different trumpet sounds. 
[Calculating the 11th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 12th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 13th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 14th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 15th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 16th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 17th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 18th floor clear rewards. ] 

[Calculating the 19th floor clear rewards... ] 

Plod. 

I took a step forward. 

[Calculation complete. | 

Listening to the melody that greeted my footsteps. 

[The tower acknowledges your accomplishments. ] 

[The power to change any skill is given to you! ] 

[As long as it is not an EX Class, you can strengthen any skill. ] 
It was like an anthem that was blessing me. 


The tower had made a stage in advance. The direction of the quests was decided as well. But I didn’t 
walk the path that was already paved for me. I made a completely new stage and cleared the stage using 
my methods. 


The tower had acknowledged my methods. 
As if it was trying to say ‘that’s also fine.’ 


[The powers of the Death King are being readjusted! | 


It also happened during this time. 

[The limited powers of an apostle are given to you. ] 

[With this reward, you are given a limited authority, ] 

[The skill that you want to strengthen is up to you! ] 

A stage that wasn’t chosen in advance. 

A method that wasn’t chosen in advance. 

Just like that, the rewards weren’t chosen in advance either. 
‘...Hm.’ 

I nodded my head inwardly. 

“They’re leaving the choice to me I see.’ 


I didn’t know why the tower was built. I didn’t know who did it either. I didn’t know if the tower was 
filled with life from other worlds. 


There was still a lot that I didn’t know. 

But I faintly knew what kind of being the tower was now. 
‘A being that watches over our decisions.’ 

And it was a being that remembered my decision. 

‘Fine.’ 

Kashing! 

I lifted my sword. 

‘T’ll show you my decision this time too.’ 

An artifact that an ancestor of the empire had used. 
[Lefanta Aegim’s Holy Protection Sword] reflected my Aura, shining white. 
I pointed my sword at the [Enemy] in front of me. 
“Alright.” 

The entrance of the 20th floor stage. 

It was standing on a path that led into a small village. 
“Tt’s time to meet your end, Devil King.” 

It growled quietly. 


It looked like a beast that had been irrevocably injured. 


The beast that had been chased by the fire of the world was only able to have a small shelter like this. It 
was the path that led to the village. 


-It’s my.... 

In the middle of the road with white flowers, the beast was standing all alone by itself. 
-It’s my village! 

It cried out. 

-Don’t you dare destroy my paradise! 

And its voice rang out. 

[The boss stage is being opened. ] 

The curtains of the stage had opened. 

The stage of defeating the world’s weakest boss. 
I looked at the sky for a moment. 

It was clear. It was blue. 

The sky had originally been blue territory. 
Looking at the cloudless sky, I was sure. 

Today. 

The rain didn’t pour. 
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Acacia flowers drifted in the air. 


The path was soundlessly covered with white flowers, and above, only the sound of people breathing 
filled the air. 


-I can’t forgive you. 
The breaths sounded rough. 


-I can’t ever forgive you! In my eyes, the trace of burns is still left! The scent of burning is carved into 
my head! That fire! You! Did you think I would forget all your evil! 


It screamed while it flung its sword around. 
Every time someone screamed, the world became that much smaller. 
The 20th floor stage was especially smaller. 


Looking at the world map, this floor wasn’t even a hundredth of the other floors. It was just a red point 
on the map. 


This was the 20th floor boss stage. 
-Going back! You’re trying to go back! 
It was an ordinary rural village. 

-And burn my paradise again! 

It was the world’s smallest stage. 

And the world’s weakest boss monster. 
-Again! You bastards always! Like that! 


On the path with Acacia flowers, it was crying. It was a single scream. A frail voice. But the world was 
so small that it was filled with the screams of just one person. 


A small world. 

A tiny village. 

“Our situations have been completely reversed.” 
I blocked the Devil King’s sword. 

Blade clashed against blade. 


“Do you remember? On the 12th floor, you were the Devil King and I was the warrior. You attacked, 
and I defended. Hey, the world is pretty fair. Right? Now, you’re defending.” 


-Die! 


“Sorry, Devil King.” 
I twisted my sword. 
“That phrase doesn’t have any meaning to me.” 


My sword pushed the Devil King’s away without too much trouble. The amount of strength itself was 
different. The Devil King’s physical strength was already insignificant. The Devil King couldn’t endure 
against it, and he ended up exposing his waist. 


A blind spot. 

My sword cut the Devil King’s upper body. 
-Keahhhhhhh! 

Red blood burst out. 

[The being of the Devil King of Fall Rain is becoming faint. ] 
Blood poured out. 

The white Acacia flowers on the path. 

Red blood had dripped down onto them. 

“You’ve become weak. Devil King.” 

I took a step forward. 

The red flowers were crushed under my feet. 

“You’ve become really weak.” 

-Ueh, keup....uek...., keukkkkk! 

“But it’s still not enough.” 

I swung my sword. 

“Become even weaker.” 

-You.... 

“A lot more than now.” 

My blade split the Devil King. 

The white flowers became even redder. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 
A step. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 


Another step. 


Every time the Devil King stepped back, the white flowers faded away. 
Every time I took a step forward, the Acacia flowers became redder. 
That wasn’t just it. 

-Keuk....uek..... 

The Devil King’s body was revealed little by little. 

Hate. Regret. Resentment. 

His wastewater was skinned away. 

-No.... 

The top of his feet was revealed. 

-No...! No, no more than that... 

His two legs on the path were shown. 

-Uek..... 

His left and right arm were completely revealed. 

Above and below parts of his waist were revealed. 

His long neck was revealed. 

-Tower, no.....no......! 

And. 

Finally, his face had stripped off. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 
Chin. 

His upper and lower lip. 

The tip of his nose, and his cheeks. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 
His red eyes. 

Pale forehead. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 
And finally. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming fainter. ] 
His hair, which was like a lion’s mane. 


Each strand had lost its black color. 


The last of the wastewater flowed down. 


It groaned. His long arms were trembling. It wasn’t able to endure the weight of the sword. 
-Ueh, euh...... 


The thing under the Acacia tree was no longer the Devil King. You didn’t call something that couldn’t 
even properly lift their sword a Devil King. 


And. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s being is becoming more faint. ] 
[The Devil King of Fall Rain cannot maintain his authority. ] 
The tower no longer called it a Devil King either. 

[The readjustment of the class is beginning. ] 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s nickname has been taken away. | 


The thing that used to be the Devil King trembled. 


White light wrapped around it. 


It shook like it was being attacked by bees. 


But it didn’t matter. The white light wrapped around it without fading away. 
[Letting you know again. ] 

It began. 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s nickname is being taken away. | 

[The Devil King of Fall Rain’s authority is being taken away. ] 

It screamed. 

-Ahbhbh.....! 

The throne of absolute power had fallen. 

-Abhh, ahhhh! Ahhhh! 


It extended its hand like it was trying to catch the sprinkles of light. But it couldn’t. It just escaped its 
fingers. 


It faded and scattered away. 


-Ah, 


And in its place. 

“Ahh,” 

There was a small weak beast. 

“Ah, euh....no, uek...ahhhh.” 

It wasn’t the Devil King of Fall Rain. 
Nor was it the Owner of Nightmares. 

It wasn’t the saintess of the rural lands. 
Just a frail being. 

“Yes.” 

I gripped my sword. 

“You’re weak enough now.” 

“Don’t come.....don’t come any closer.” 
“Then stop me.” 

Plod. 

I took a step closer. 

“What will you stop me with, your words? Your sword? Try anything. If not,” 
A step closer. 

“T’ll stand in front of you.” 

It took a step back. 

It spoke up with much effort. 
“You....all of you, to me, to my children.....you don’t even deserve to do this,” 
“You’re wrong.” 

I took another step forward. 


“Like what you said, I’m an outsider who came from another world. Yeah. Everyone allied themselves 
to burn you and your village-the Emperor, the military, everything. Let’s say that no one on this 
continent is free from that responsibility. But not me. I’m a complete outsider. Hunters like us have the 
freedom of choosing.” 


oO ras 
“You don’t deserve to hold me responsible. And of course,” 
I took another step forward towards what stepped away from me. 


“You don’t have the strength to stop me.” 


It trembled. The trembling escaped from its mouth. 
“T..... didn’t do.....” 

“Are you trying to say you didn’t do anything wrong?” 
“T! T just healed...” 

“[Estelle] was probably as scared as you.” 

It flinched. 


“She probably had screamed to live more. She probably shouted that she didn’t want to die. She looked 
for her father. But what did you do?” 


I spoke nonchalantly of what it did because it became Estelle, and had the memory of humans. 


“You dug your teeth into a human’s flesh. You ate what you wanted, and became it. And is that all? You 
swallowed the newborn baby that the mother entrusted to you. And you acted like you were the best, 
saying that you saved people. You betrayed the mother that entrusted you with her child.” 


“T..., that’s not it. I didn’t do that. I just.....” 


“You hid the truth. Even though you knew that people would misunderstand, you stayed quiet because 
you thought you would be treated as a monster. You tricked people.” 


I took another step forward. 


“Even if you make excuses, it doesn’t matter. There’s no one who knows you as much as I do in this 
world. What you went through, what you felt, and how you changed. I know everything.” 


“You’re not a flawless saintess. You’re not an innocent victim. We don’t even have to talk about the 
mother and her child. As I said, the moment you swallowed Estelle, you lost your innocence and,” 


Ty 

And it shouted in response. 

“T didn’t know!” 

I paused. 

With its teeth clenched, trembling, it covered its face. Cries escaped through its fingers. 
“T didn’t know. I didn’t have the memory of humans...the knowledge, I didn’t know...” 
The meaning of pleading to be saved. 

The begging. 

“Then....then, I didn’t know what it meant...I,” 


“Are you saying you did it because you didn’t know?” 


“Yeah! So I, if only I knew, I never would’ve,” 

It tried to say it wouldn’t have eaten her, and I cut it off. 
“That’s what humans do.” 

It became speechless. 


“The kings that you killed will be able to say the same thing. No, they definitely will. And they 
probably did, right? What did they say to you before you covered their world with blood/’ 


I didn’t know, 

I didn’t know that you didn’t have evil intentions towards us. 

I just thought you were a twisted witch. 

They explained themselves, 

“Uticce’ 

Eventually, it became completely silent. 

“Sorry, I’m not that well-educated. I’m stupid. All I know is the justice of the world.” 
A step more. 

“More than retributive justice.” 

Its shoulders trembled. 


“An eye for an eye. A tooth for a tooth. If you believed what you swallowed became humans, fine. You 
should go through the same thing. Then wouldn’t that be fair?” 


“What....what are you talking....?” 
“Tower!” 

I looked up at the sky. 

“T want to use my clear reward!” 


I pulled out a golden card. It was the clear reward that I earned after crushing through the 11th to the 
19th floor. I had decided to use it on a skill. 


+ 
[Hundred Ghosts Summon] 
Rank: SS 


Effects: What you killed will be summoned as monsters. The dead cannot use their abilities from when 
they were living. They can’t remember it either. They’ll be summoned as goblins, orcs, zombies, 
skeletons, etc. 


>< However, you can only summon them once a week. 


+ 
Hundred Ghosts Summons. 

An SS Class skill. 

I lifted the card high up in the air. 

“You said I could adjust a skill to however I wanted!” 

[The tower agrees to what you’re saying. | 

There was a voice that responded to what I was saying. 

[But you cannot do too much. ] 

[To help you understand, the tower is giving you an example. ] 
[Evolving an SS Class to SSS Class is possible. ] 

I nodded my head. 

From the beginning, there was only one thing I wanted anyway. 
“T request to adjust the skill Hundred Ghosts Summons!” 

[The tower is questioning your intention. ] 


“You don’t have to touch anything else! Just, memory. I hope you change the part about ‘they can’t 
remember it either!’ So if under my control, the summoned ones can remember their life!’ 


Flinch. 

It paused. 

“You....what are you trying to do....?” 
“How’s that?! Doesn’t that seem logical!” 
I ignored Estelle and shouted. 


“I’m not even asking for their ability to be kept! I’m not even asking for the cool time to be decreased. 
Memory! Just the memory. I hope the people I killed can remember their life!” 


It was quiet. 

The sky was silent. 

[Your request is being calculated. ] 
[Calculating...] 

A moment later. 

[The tower acknowledges that it is within reason. ] 


Permission came. 


[Checking the conditions. ] 

[Will you use the rewards from the 11th to the 19th floor on the skill ‘Hundred Ghosts Summon?’ | 
“Yeah.” 

[The condition of the skill you want is the following. ] 

[If you want, the dead will keep their memory of when they were alive. ] 
[Do you confirm this is it?] 

“Yeah.” 

[Confirmation complete. ] 

And. 

[The request of the Death King has been approved. ] 

White light surrounded my skill card. 

A storm of light lashed around. 

When the light completely settled, I slowly observed my card. 

+ 

[Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation] 

Rank: SSS 


Effects: What you killed will be summoned as monsters. The dead cannot use their abilities from when 
they were living. But if you want, the dead will be able to keep their memories and their looks from 
when they were alive. If you don’t want to, they’ Il just be summoned as monsters. 


2X However, you can only summon them once a week. 
+ 

Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation. 

It was the name of the first SSS Class skill that I had. 
‘Nice.’ 

Everything that I wanted, happened. 

I turned my head to look at it. 

Our eyes met. 

“From now on, I’m going to kill you.” 


“If you don’t like the phrase of me killing you, think of it as [Swallowing] like what you did. Estelle, 
the sick people, the children. Like how you swallowed them into your shadow. I’ll kill you in that same 
method—” 


Steadily. 
I lifted my sword. 
“And I’ ll save you in that same way.” 


It trembled in fear. 
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Fear. 

An emotion that was more human than any other. 

asl (la 

Anxiety of the future. Horrified that it, the Fallen Constellation, could die like this. 


‘It’ was scared of me. As I took another step forward, it gave a fearful moan. But a moan never stopped 
anyone. 


“I’m really glad you’re human.” 
I spoke. 


“Think about it. If you were a monster, you wouldn’t qualify to be summoned for the [Hundred Ghosts 
Summons], right? No, I guess it’s now [Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation]. Although the name of the skill 
doesn’t...” 


“ Ahhbhhhhh!” 
Wave!r. 


It fought back its fear for the last time. The red sword of the Devil King. It wasn’t even able to properly 
lift it anymore. It barely swung the sword at me. 


“Mm ” 


There was no way I would fall to that. I lightly avoided it. Once, twice, thrice, it trembled as it swung 
the sword. 


Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. 
-It’s nothing. 
He eyebrows were furrowed. 


-Its stance is unsteady. Its feet aren’t properly stepping on the ground either. It’s not even looking in 
front of it. There’s no certainty in the path of its sword, geez. What’s it trying to do after it swings that 
sword? What’s it doing? 


Bae Hu-ryeong grumbled. 
-Tsk. It’a sword user that just relies on Aura and its skills. No, it’s not even a sword user. 


After I cleared the 19th floor, he had been silent, but the Sword Emperor seemed extremely displeased 
looking at the actions of the creature. 


-Look. Zombie. Look at that. This is why I keep on telling you the importance of the basics. At the end 
of the end, all humans have to rely on is their hands and feet. 


Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 
-Close the curtains. 
I did. 


With just one swing, I broke its sword. As blade clashed against blade, the sounds rang out. The Fallen 
Constellation’s eyes widened. 


“Ah,” 
The red sword in front split into half. 
“Ahh, ueh....ahhhh...” 


The last resolve of the Fallen Constellation also fell with the sword. The lithe beast collapsed on the 
floor. The Acacia flowers were crushed under its bottom. 


‘Is it like the Devil King said?’ 
I calmly looked at its despairing appearance. 
‘Something that collects death...’ 


I suddenly thought of what the tower said as it gave me my nickname. Respects to the king who 
harvests death. That was what the tower said. It was strange, because it seemed to fit exactly with this 
situation. 


“Yeah. I guess it’s not wrong.’ 

I slowly put more force on my sword. 

It was the moment I was about to bring my sword down upon the Fallen Constellation. 
-Uh. Zombie? Wait a minute. 


-Sorry I’m butting in when you were getting ready to show off what you don’t have. Actually, I’m not 
that sorry. I just said it because I was bored. Anyway, wait a minute. 


And like always, the Sword Emperor inspected. [TN: Inspected and Sword Emperor are the same 
words in Korean. | 


“Ugh. What?” 


Feeling annoyed, I just spoke out loud instead of inside of my head. The Sword Saint and the Witch 
weren’t here anyway. There weren’t any hunters around to think I was crazy. 


-No. Just because you seem to be really sure. 
“So....about what?” 


-You’re sure that isn’t a monster anymore. But does that make it a human? What I’m saying is, are you 
treating that as a human, just like yourself. It could just be a normal NPC. 


“So what....” 

-Are you sure even NPCs can be summoned through [Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation] ? 
I stopped my sword. 

“Uh....can’t that be the case?” 


-You’re a fucking loser so you haven't killed an NPC yet. It’s definite that [Hundred Ghosts 
Reincarnation] doesn’t apply to monsters. But we don’t know if that’s also the case for NPCs. 


-What if you just did as you liked and it said [Sorry! The skill cannot be applied to NPCs!]? Hm? Are 
you going to take care of the atmosphere suddenly becoming chilly? 


“No, but...” 


-Hey. Kim Zombie. Pay attention! I know because I experienced it, but the tower is really harsh when it 
comes to things like this. 


Fuck this. 

The Fallen Constellation was already looking at me with fear. 
Its eyes were filled with the horror of death. 

Cursing, I checked the skill card again. 

hs 

[Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation] 

Rank: SSS 


Effects: What you killed will be summoned as monsters. The dead cannot use their abilities from when 
they were living. But if you want, the dead will be able to keep their memories and their looks from 
when they were alive. If you don’t want to, they’Il just be summoned as monsters. 


>< However, you can only summon them once a week. 

-See? It says ‘what’ you killed. 

Bae Hu-ryeong pointed at the card. 

-How do you know if NPCs are included in the ‘what?’ Hm? Can you be sure? 
“N, NPCs are humans too. Humans.” 

-Oho. That’s just what you think. Mr.Kim Zombie. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke with a serious face. 

-Before you kill that guy, make a deal with the tower first. 


“A deal with the tower...” 


-Why? So what? You were doing it fine earlier. You already did it once, you can do it again. 
“Mm...” 

That was true. 

I looked up at the sky with a slightly awkward face. 

“Um. Mr. Tower...?” 

[The tower is listening to what you’re saying. ] 

Fortunately, I wasn’t ignored. 


Earlier, I heard that I was being given the power of an apostle. Was it thanks to that? It seemed like for 
the time being at least, I could communicate freely with the tower. 


“There’s something I want to ask please.” 
-Hey. Earlier you spoke informally to the tower, so what’s with all the respect now? What a funny guy? 


“T accidentally spoke informally because I was so caught up in the moment and...geez, never mind. Be 
quiet!” 


Even while we were fighting, the tower answered calmly. 
[The tower is checking what your question is. ] 


“Let’s see. Mm. So, does the Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation skill acknowledge an NPC? Or does that 
just apply to hunters like me?” 


And I received an unexpected answer in response. 

[The tower is judging. ] 

[The question surpasses the authority of the tower. ] 

“Pardon?” 

And that wasn’t the end. 

The voices that followed went way past my expectations even more. 

[The tower is confirming the authority of the questioner. ] 

[Pass. The Death King currently has the temporary qualification of an apostle. ] 
[The tower acknowledges the Death King’s question as an official agenda item. ] 
And. 

[The tower requests a majority conference to the Six Constellations of Ten Thousand Lives. ] 
Paaaat! 


White light covered my eyes. 


*-Huh?’ 


When I blinked my eyes after some time had passed, I was already in a strange place. It wasn’t an 
unfamiliar place. I was taken even more aback because it was unfamiliar. 


The nether world. My dark prison. 

It was the starting point that I returned to when I died. 

In other words, this was somewhere that I didn’t have to come unless I was dead. 
“Why am I...?’ 

Then, a voice rang out. 

[Confirming participants. ] 

No. 

It wasn’t just a voice. 

[The 6th Constellation. “The Author of All Operas is participating. ] 

[The 5th Constellation. ‘The Lady Who Walks the Mirage’ is participating. ] 
[The 4th Constellation. ‘The Moon That Observes Blindness’ is participating. ] 
[The 3rd Constellation. ‘One Who Created Bonsan’ is participating. ] 

[The 2nd Constellation. “The God Who Dances in Emptiness’ is participating. ] 


No matter how much I looked around, there was only darkness, so I couldn’t see anything. But even if I 
couldn’t see, I could feel. 


Presences. 

[Confirming that the Six Constellations of Ten Thousand Lives are participating. | 
[The temporary apostle of the tower, ‘Death King’s’ problem is being shared. ] 

I could feel presences all around me. 

They were too powerful to say they were just presences. 

They were looking at me through the darkness. 


[Sharing complete. ] 


Voices flowed where the gazes were. 

[A majority conference is starting about the agenda item. ] 

[Does the skill ‘Hundred Ghosts Reincamation’ apply to NPCs?] 
[If you agree that NPCs are included, please assent] 

[If you do not agree that NPCs are included, please dissent. ] 
Quietly. 

The figureless presences opened their mouths. 

-Gesh::: laves** ZaquA cho::: Deo-::+*: : 

It was a language unknown to me. 

-Sato, yovela? Weloyo-na Sh -|---! Deo phenta::-. 

-kunto, nyola Gesh-ve-Nail na? Nai-Gesh-Nail na? 

It seemed to be a language that formed a connection between all the shadows. 


This place was filled with snakes I couldn’t see. From the left, the right, from below and above, and 
right in front of me. Hiss...hiss...their voices were similar to the hissing tongues of snakes. Their 
tongues were red and long, and it entered my brain. It licked it. 


-Gesh--- Mula-Gagamia:::--- cho Gretehen Weloyo-::-. 
-Nail. 

It was dizzying. 

I was feeling faint. 


I was definitely just a consciousness without a mind, but I felt like barking. Anything was fine. I 
wanted to spit something out. The oil in my stomach...no, oil infiltrated my brain. 


It was a feeling like my soul was being sucked to the bottom. 
-Layo na. 
Then, the voices all stopped as one. 


-Gesh. Nail. Nai-Gesh-Nail. 


-Deo zakun. 
Silence. 
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Silence. 


Silence descended in the emptiness. No one opened their mouth. It was quiet. The sounds of beings that 
were licking at my brain....stopped. Only then could I breathe. 


‘They’re not beings in the Tower itself!’ 
I got a grasp on myself. 


‘The language of beings in the tower are translated so I can understand it....but they’re different. 
They’re beings that live outside of the tower. They’re beings that can’t even be compared to the Devil 
King of Fall Rain!’ 


They might be the people who made the tower. 

People who lived somewhere that I couldn’t imagine. 

After a long silence, 

[The voting regarding the agenda item is beginning. ] 

A familiar voice rang out. 

After hearing the voice, I felt more comfortable. 

[The 6th Constellation. ‘The Author of All Operas’ votes against it. ] 

[The 5th Constellation. ‘The Lady Who Walks the Mirage’ votes for it.] 
[The 4th Constellation. “The Moon That Observes Blindness’ votes for it.] 
[The 3rd Constellation. ‘One Who Created Bonsan’ votes against it. ] 

[The 2nd Constellation. “The God Who Dances in Emptiness’ gives up their vote. ] 
Two for, two against, and one give up. 

I paused. 


I couldn’t know who they were or where they were from. However, they had the authority to decide 
about my skill [Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation]. That much was clear. But their votes resulted in 
something that wasn’t for, or against it. 


Why? 
What did they expect from me? 
‘...Wait.’ 


I looked around me, the sound of snakes hissing, gone. 


‘There’s.....still a being that didn’t vote.’ 

Yes. 

I had clearly heard it when I entered this place. 

[The tower requests a majority conference to the Six Constellations of Ten Thousand Lives. ] 
And that wasn’t the end. 

[Confirming participants. ] 

[Confirmed that the Six Constellations of Ten Thousand Lives are participating. | 

“Yeah. They said there was 6!’ 


The tower had definitely said there were 6 beings here. Then, the vote that just happened now was 
strange. Two votes for, two against, and one that didn’t count. There were only 5 in total. 


Then where was the last 1 vote? 


And, 


It was someone who didn’t have to participate in this space. 

It was someone who didn’t have to come here, because they were already here from the beginning. 
The person who knew everything while in here. 

The owner of the tower. 

seeralar 

I looked straight at the dark area in front of me. 

The most powerful being was right there. 

‘T think voting for it is right.’ 

I thought as calmly as I could. 

I quietly spoke about what I had been contemplating. 


‘Let’s say NPCs don’t count. Then how was the Devil King able to summon so many monsters? All the 
people who were massacred by the Devil King must’ve been NPCs.’ 


The gazes silently looked at me. 


‘Of course, I know what you’re all worried about. You’re concerned that I’ ll just kill any NPCs in sight 
to summon them...But, I think I showed you what kind of person I was.’ 


A dark area. 

I looked at each of the directions where I felt the beings were. 
And I spoke. 

‘I’m not that kind of person.’ 

‘And I won’t live like that in the future.; 

In the end, it was the same. 


No matter how strong my opponent was, there were already methods that were chosen for me. It was 
always just two. 


Fight, or convince them. 

‘The Devil King can kill NPCs and summon them, and I can’t? That’s unfair.’ 
-Not bad. 

Something opened their mouth. 

A voice. 


It sounded like it was whispering right in my ear, and also like it came from far away. It caused shivers 
down my back every time it spoke. 


-But it’s complicated. 

The voice was laughing. 

-Death King. Speak with your heart, and not your head. 
I was silent for a moment. 

And I spoke. 

‘That Devil King is a game that I caught.’ 

I said what I could. 

‘—Jt’s mine, so please don’t touch it.’ 

The voice burst out in laughter. 

[The 1st Constellation. ] 

[‘The Owner of Ten Thousand Lives’ votes for it.] 

The sound of the laughter pierced through the darkness. 


[The voting is finished. ] 


[3 votes for. 2 votes against. 1 vote given up. ] 
[NPCs are included in Death King’s skill, ‘Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation. ] 
Clang, shatter! 


The darkness cracked like glass due to the laughter. In the empty prison, another empty space had 
opened up. From there, white light flowed. 


[The temporary apostle authority of the Death King is being taken away. ] 
I realized while I was being surrounded by the blinding light. 

[The conference is being ended. ] 

That I succeeded in convincing the tower. 


[May luck be with you. ] 


-Zombie. Hey, zombie? 
Blink. 


When I opened my eyes again, I saw the Acacia flowers. Bae Hu-ryeong. And the Fallen Constellation 
that was once called the Devil King of Fall Rain. There wasn’t any sound from the Acacia flowers, and 
the Fallen Constellation didn’t dare make a sound. 


Only Bae Hu-ryeong spoke floating in the air. 
-Kim Zombie? Hey, Zombie King. Can you hear me? 
I felt strange. 


It seemed like only a few seconds had passed by...but at the same time, it felt like forever had passed. 
It was really strange. And the memory of what had just happened became faint, so I didn’t know 
exactly what went on. 


“Sword Emperor...” 


-Wow. You finally responded. Your brain must be turning into an actual zombie’s because I keep calling 
you a zombie. 


“Didn’t you hear it? You didn’t see it?” 


-What? 


“The tower summoned me to the nether world...and something about ten thousand lives and 
constellations...and someone like the owner of the tower appeared and laughed...you don’t know?” 


Bae Hu-ryeong frowned. 
His face looked as if he had seen a dog with rabies. 
In other words, he looked like he was looking at a crazy person. 


-Sorry, Zombie. I teased you too much. I’ve never been sorry my entire life, but I suddenly feel really 
sorry...I won't tease you as much, so get a grip. 


He didn’t know. 


The Sword Emperor, who climbed up to the 99th floor. Bae Hu-ryeong, the legend who had earned the 
name of ‘Sword Constellation’... even he didn’t know what I was talking about. 


The back of my neck felt cold. 

‘Who did I just meet now?’ 

The cold feeling wrapped around my neck and spread to my shoulder and back. 
‘Just...’ 

Grip. 

I tightened my grip on the sword. 

‘...No. Let’s be calm. Kim Gong-ja.’ 

I swallowed and looked in front of me. 

The path I had to take was still in front of me. 

‘Although there’s still a lot of things I don’t know.’ 

I slowly raised my sword. 

‘Now, I am going to strike the final blow on my game.’ 

When I reached the 100th floor, I would be able to know something. 

Bae Hu-ryeong tilted his head. 

-Huh? Gong-ja? You’re just going to kill it? Don’t you have to ask the tower first? 
“Tt’s okay.” 

I answered. 

“T already found my answer.” 


The Fallen Constellation stretched out its hand. 


“W, Wait...! Save......!!” 
I flung my sword. 


This sword was my reward from the 10th floor. It was what moved the hearts of the soldiers on the 11th 
floor stage. Tens of times. Hundreds of times. Thousands of times. It was the sword that was always in 
my hand when I was trapped on the 12th stage. 


It was a sword that proved my time because it was always with me. 
With that sword, I cut the Fallen Constellation. 

There was a small scream. 

As the screaming sound cut off, the Fallen Constellation collapsed. 
Blood poured out. 


The blood flowed and stained another Acacia flower. Looking at the white and the red, I slowly opened 
my mouth. 


“Ghost, wake up.” 
Squirm. 
My shadow shook. 


A black hand shot out from my shadow. The hand that looked like it was escaping from hell didn’t 
seem to want to leave. But it was a futile act. 


“Stand up.” 


The shadow couldn’t refuse my orders. Its head lifted from the shade. Then, it was his chest, legs, and 
feet. 


“You...heuk, ah...ahh...” 


Its arms and legs shook like a newborn baby. Even though it had the body of an adult, it was nothing 
more than a newly born being. 


And. 

“Estelle is nothing more than the name you stole. It’s not a name you can have.” 
There was always a responsibility to those who gave life in this world. 

And the first of those responsibilities was giving a name. 

“Preta.” 

It looked at me through its wavy black hair. 


“From now on, your name is Preta.” 


“Serve me as a master.” 

It was celebrated as the rural saintess. 

And the being that used to be respected as the Devil King of Fall Rain had his shoulders shaking. 
“Yes, SIr.....” 


The one that didn’t deserve to have a name received a name from me, and bowed. The white Acacia 
flowers fell, and landed on its head. 


“T’]l obey your orders.” 

It was the last day of the promised 5. 
“_....My lord.” 

Death King and Devil King. 

One of the two kings fell. 

1. 


And in that place where a king and his servant were left, the first person to open their mouth wasn’t 
either of them. 


-Technically speaking, an emperor, not a king or a servant opened their mouth... 
“_,.Sword Emperor, do you have to do that now?” 

He was such a party pooper. 

He twisted his body like a baguette with anguish. 


-Yeah...I have to...I don’t want to do it either....honestly, I want to get away from the two of you and 
pretend like I don’t know you, sheesh, but I’m the only person who can say this. 


“Geez, what are you going to say?” 
-What are you guys doing? 

I didn’t know what he was saying, but it seemed like he wanted to be the one giving the name. 
“What am I doing? As you can see...... 


-Sure. So you killed the Devil King and saved him with your skill. You even gave it a name......sheesh, 
that name. What kind of name is ‘Preta’ for a girl? If you wanted to call it a preta, you should’ve 
named her Green Preta and call her Greenie for short. 


“You’re even complaining about the name now?” 
-No, let’s just say the name’s fine. Next.....why are you suddenly establishing a hierarchy? 


The Sword Emperor looked at Preta and me like we were the strangest things in this world. 


-Like you guys...what kind of bond do you have? Okay fine! Let’s say you have it. Since it’s the game 
you caught, hm? You can do that old ‘I got u under my skin~’ trend. [TN: reference to TVXQ’s song 
Mirotic, the lyrics before this section are ‘You’re my slave.’ ] 


“You listen to popular songs too?” 


-One of the hobbies of that Marcus guy is.....anyway. So you’re you, but I don’t understand why she’s 
going ‘Yes my lord.’ 


I was able to learn one of the Sword Saint’s hobbies. 

I would’ve been better off if I didn’t know that, but....that wasn’t important. 
Hm. 

“So you’re asking why Preta is serving me as I’m her lord, right?” 

-Yeah. Zombie? I’Il list all the things that you did to her. 

I nodded my head. 

-You blocked her way while laughing and saying she wouldn‘t win, right? 
“That’s how it started.” 


—And you erased everything she stacked up. After that, you even blew her mind away with everything 
you said. 


“That’s what happened.” 


-And you even killed her. Whew, you forced a kid that didn’t want to come out with Hundred Ghosts 
Reincarnation. 


“That’s how it ended I guess.” 
The Sword Emperor clicked his tongue. 
-Haaa, you indifferent bastard. Is your heart made of stone? 


“There might even be a cobra in there. You forgot to talk about the fact that I ‘closed the curtains to the 
one who doesn’t even know how to use a sword’ like someone told me to.” 


-That was necessary, and that preta is probably thankful for that deep inside her heart. If she has the 
passion of a sword user still left inside her. 


The Sword Emperor spoke in a serious tone. 


I thought this ghost was just good at nagging, but it seemed like he was also good at talking about 
bullshit. 


-Anyways, so I think it would be normal for her to be angry at you. But why is she bowing her head and 
asking for you to command her? Was the disaster that swallowed up a whole world actually a 
masochist of the century? 


The Sword Emperor said that he wanted to get away from us, but the same went for me. I took a step 
back. 


Seriously, that gorilla’s imagination.... 

“Sword Emperor....the reason why Preta is obeying me...” 

-The reason is? 

“Because Preta knows.” 

I looked at Preta. 

“You’ll know soon enough too.” 

Sounds of sobbing rang out in the Acacia field. 
“Heuk....ah...heuk...... . 

Preta was crying. They were tears of sadness and fury. Her despair dripped down. 
It was true. 

Preta knew well. 

[Searching for the existence of the Devil King on the 20th floor. ] 
What kind of tragedy would happen from now on. 

[Search impossible. ] 

Preta’s shoulders flinched. 

[Confirming the absence of the Devil King. ] 


Drops of light soared up from around us. They came from the ground and flowed from the Acacia trees. 
The 20th floor stage was small anyway, so it was quickly surrounded by light. 


In the middle of the white light... 
“No....please. No.....” 

Preta trembled with a moan. 

But what did that all matter for anyways? 
[Historical change. ] 

A strict sounding voice came from the sky. 
Like a judgment against the guilty in court. 
[The 20th floor is being revised. ] 

Slowly. 


History started to move backwards. 


“Ah....” 


Preta looked far off into the distance with wet eyes. Something came from the entrance of the Acacia 
forest path. 


Chulkuk! Chulkeduk! 

Every time they moved, their armor bumped around. Above them, there were flags of various colors. 
“Please....” 

They were a countless number of soldiers. 

There were the footsteps of soldiers and the sound of wings flapping. 

“Again, the village....burn the village...” 

To turn back history. 

To burn up paradise. 

Forces from all around the world were allied together and entered the Acacia forest path. 
“No, please....ut, ahh.....” 

Preta collapsed to the floor and bowed. 

Her bowed head and hands were directed at me. 

“Lord.....” 

Like what the Sword Emperor said, Preta should’ve been trying to tear me to shreds. 


But the fact that she was bowing desperately towards me probably meant that she was that much 
furious and hurt. 


However, she did it. 
She had to. 
“T won’t have any grudges.....1 won’t take revenge.....” 


Preta didn’t have any choice other than accepting to become bound to me and serving me as her 
master. 


But when a helpless person had something to protect, they would do anything. 

“T’ll do whatever you ask me to....servant, slave.....[ don’t care about what happens to me, so please,” 
It made people beg. 

“Please, my village....” 

“Alright.” 
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Not Saying too much. 
I began to walk. 


The Sword Emperor followed me. He, who had been looking at us with a silly face, had a more serious 
face than ever. 


-So that’s how it was. 

“Yes, this is how it is.” 

Step. 

-A servant has to follow their master. 

“And a lord has the responsibility to take care of their people.” 

Step. 

-Sorry I twisted it. 

“You lost the bet too, right? Please just think of the consequences for that.” 
I walked past him. 

I took a deep breath and included Aura in my voice. 

I shouted. 

“All legions stop!” 

The Acacia flowers fluttered in the air as if an invisible force shook them. 


The sound of the dragons flapping and armor bumping against each other stopped. The sound of the 
horses’ footsteps and the banging of the spear stopped. 


Stood alone in the Acacia field. 


There were only flowers between me and the army. 
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[T/N: Hi, from this Chapter henceforth, I will be taking over this Novel from the previous TL, the 
godsent, HH. I hope to be in your care from now onwards and there might be some differences from 
the previous translations, but please bear with me. Alright, enough with the gibberish from me, I hope 
you enjoy it!] 


Bi 
Bae Hu-ryeong. 


The so-called Sword Emperor (#77) was a man who was likely to pop out if you mixed a psychopath 
and an oldie in a 5:5 manner. Thanks to this perfect ratio, 99% of the time, what the Sword Emperor 
said to me was either crazy or useless. 


-When I swing my sword, it wasn’t just my skills that mattered. 

In other words, the 1% contained the essence of the psychopath-oldie. 
-Faith! Confidence! Having faith in yourself is what’s really important. 
Bae Hu-ryeong had a solemn expression. 

-Even your bullshit is the same. 

It was a thundering criticism that came from his real life experience. 


-I fooled myself to be able to deceive my opponents! You have to believe in your own lies. Have 
confidence! No matter how convincing your lies are, if you do it without confidence, your opponents 
won't buy it. But no matter how ridiculous it is, as long as you have confidence, you’Il be able to lure 
them in. 


‘Really?’ 
-I know because I’ve done it a lot myself! 
Maybe the psychopath-oldie ratio was around 6:4 instead. 


—Of course, if it was 100% a complete lie, your opponents wouldn’t believe you, nor will you believe 
yourself. So mix your lies with some truth! Mix 10% of the truth with 90% of the lie! 


‘Mix?’ 


—That’s right. That’s the beauty of lies. If you believe in your 10% truth, the remaining 90% lie will 
flow naturally on its own! 


Indeed. 
—Remember, zombie. Lying come downs to having confidence! 


“Mmhmm.” 


I looked at what was in front of my eyes. 


Troops came from all over the continent to capture Estelle the Devil King. Among them, the soldiers of 
the Aegim Imperial Army, who were in charge of the vanguard, along with the general leading the 
soldiers were staring at me. 


If I didn’t deceive them, I would be in danger. 
“Why is the emissary of the Founding Emperor....” 
“But that sword is definitely....” 

“Why is the emissary in a place like this?” 

Murmur murmur. 


Some of the soldiers suspiciously glanced at me. The Aegim Imperial Army was gently bowing its 
head, but that was all. The soldiers who belonged to other divisions didn’t have a sliver of doubt on 
their faces. As expected, even the Imperial Army couldn’t stand up against the Holy Protection Sword. 


“By-, by the way, are you the emissary of the Founding Emperor...?” 

The very leader of the Imperial Army carefully examined my complexion. 
“Can I ask you a stupid question?” 

“What is it?” 


“The reason we’re here today, as I mentioned before, is to defeat the witch. Why is the emissary of the 
Founding Emperor here at this place...>?” 


I closed my eyes for a moment, 

‘Lying’s all about confidence.’ 

I exclaimed with my eyes wide open. 

“Gentlemen from the Imperial Army! I’ve already defeated the witch!” 

My aura-filled voice resounded loudly on the Acacia field. 

General Sarbast Aegim was shocked. 

“Hu-, huhhhh? What do you mean you’ve already defeated her, What are you....... 
“Look here!” 


I cleared the way. Then the vengeful ghost who was hiding behind me was revealed. Whether they had 
already known about Estelle’s appearance, some recognized her and shouted. 


“Es-, it’s Estelle!” 
“Tt’s the Witch of the West!” 


“T’ve seen her before! It’s that woman!” 


“Burn the witch to death!” 
The vengeful ghost’s mouth wailed and flinched. 
But I said without a care. 


“Vengeful Ghost.” 


A firm command. 


The vengeful ghost, who was reduced to becoming a part of my Hundred Ghosts, had no power to 
disobey my orders. She stumbled and knelt. 


That wasn’t the end. 

“Bow your head down.” 

The vengeful ghost bowed her head. 
“On the floor.” 


The vengeful ghost touched the floor with her trembling hands. Was it because of anger? Or was it 
because of disgrace? Either way, she couldn’t speak, or she was biting her tongue, the two cheeks of the 
ghost had a deep pouted look. A little later, blood fell down her jawline to her lips. 


“Place your forehead to the ground.” 
“Ugh...” 
The vengeful ghost followed my orders. 


The soldiers watched, holding their breath, as the former Devil King bowed her forehead on the 
ground. Even more anger and disgrace mingled with the sound of the vengeful ghost’s breath. 
Nevertheless, to protect her little paradise, she obeyed my orders. 


In a way, it was an imposing scene. 

To the vengeful ghost, I ordered solemnly. 

“Just like that, straining both your feet, kick the floor, and do a forward roll.” 
Silence. 


Silence dawned on the Acacia field for a moment. 


The vengeful ghost turned her head and looked up at me. 


She looked as if she had just heard something wrongly. 
I frowned. 

“Didn’t you hear me?” 

“Uh, uh huh...? ” 

“Go ahead and do a forward roll!” 


The vengeful ghost flinched and reluctantly obeyed my orders. That is to say, she placed both her hands 
on the ground and made a forward roll. 


Degoureureu! 
[T/N: Korean sound effect of rolling forward. ] 


A small body rolled down the field, and her blonde hair which was even longer than her body fluttered 
away and swept up the acacia petals on the floor. After one such lap, the vengeful ghost still had an 
expression as if she didn’t know what or why she just did, what she did. 


“Hmm.” 

I nodded. 

“Now do a handstand.” 

The vengeful ghost looked back at me one more time. 
She seemed to doubt the mental state of her new owner. 
Of course, I didn’t lift even an eyebrow. 

“Hurry up, can’t you even do a handstand?!” 

“Hikkk.” 


The vengeful ghost trembled and touched the floor with both her hands. And as she slowly tried to do a 
handstand, “Ackkk!” perhaps she didn’t have enough strength, but she stumbled and fell. “Sobs 
sobs...” As if swimming on the bare ground, the vengeful ghost was floundering in tears. 


Either way, I continued to order in a stern voice. 
“Do twenty jumping jacks!” 

“Ten squats, start!” 

“10 push-ups as soon as you’re done!” 

“T order you to do 20 sit-ups!” 

“Stay in the plank position for 20 seconds!” 


After a while. 


“No, no more, Lord...I, I can’t move my body...” 

The former Devil King didn’t have the power to lift even a finger and laid down on the floor. 
Tears filled her eyes. 

“Hmmm.” 

I looked at Sarbast Aegim. 

“Do you understand now?” 


Sarbast Aegim had his mouth wide open. Not only the general but also the soldiers under his command 
had a similar expression. The Continent’s army looked dazedly at the vengeful ghost, who was crying 
like a mere child. 


“Ho-, holy emissary. What exactly is this...... 
“As I just said.” 
I widened my eyes and stared fearlessly. 


“The witch has already been defeated by me. Now, no matter what happens, the witch cannot go 
against my orders!” 


Of course, I added. 


“Tt is no longer possible for her to cause any harm to the people of the continent. Gentlemen. You may 
rest assured about the witch!” 


The soldiers cheered. 

Then the soldiers shuddered, the commanders of the army were confused along with them. 
“Uhmm, If the holy emissary... If you say so....” 

“No, wait a minute!” 


Sarbast Aegim, who was subservient to the authority of the Holy Protection Sword, seemed to be trying 
to somehow believe what I said, but the other commanders had a ‘what a load of bullshit’ expression on 
their faces. 


Among them, the Chief Holy Knight took a step forward and shouted. 

“What the hell are you doing?! We came here to defeat the witch.” 

“T mean, the emissary of the Founding Emperor already said, the witch has already been defeated...” 
“How can we believe that?!” 


“On-, on the contrary, how can I not trust him? The emissary of the Founding Emperor ordered me 
tOa3: But did you not see the witch do all those things?” 


Sarbast Aegim was angered. The power of the Holy Protection Sword was indeed amazing. 


The Chief Holy Knight had a face that said ‘I’m going to jump up and down crazily.’ He shouted while 
jumping. 


“How can you believe that...... No, no, no, no, in the first place! Isn’t that one sword the only thing that 
could prove that the young man was the emissary of the Founding Emperor? You’ve been going at it 
since just now just for that one mere sword...... 2 


“One mere sword you say?” 
Sarbast Aegim’s voice rose. 


“Did you just say that one blade!? Oh my God. Right now, you dare doubt the authority of the 
Founding Emperor, who founded the Empire?! The evidence that we are favored by the goddess is that 
Holy Protection Sword. How dare you!” 


The Chief Holy Knight flinched. 
“No, General. Calm down... I didn’t mean it to that extent,” 


“The Founding Emperor took that sword and left for the wilderness! Running through the fields, 
leaving a legacy in every city he went, climbed volcanoes, burned down waterfalls, and even pierced 
mountains! Just to establish the Empire! All our ancestors stood with the Founding Emperor, and all of 
us owe him! But did you just say ‘just for that mere blade’?!” 


“No, that’s not what I meant...... 
“Tf not, then what the hell were you talking about?!” 


“Yo-, Your Holiness, the Pope had given me orders. I was given a strict order to defeat the evil witch at 
all costs... But just because of one word,” 


The general of the Empire screamed. 


“What do you mean just because of one word?! You are indirectly questioning the words of the 
Founding Emperor’s emissary using the order of the Pope!” 


Wow. 

“What, what...” 

The Chief Holy Knight shut his mouth. 

It took exactly two seconds for his bewilderment to turn into anger. 
“Back at you, you dare doubt the authority of the Temple of God!” 
“Didn’t you first doubt the authority of the Holy Protection Sword?!” 


“Oh ohhhh, good! I got it! Seems like the Third Prince that you are loyal to doesn’t need the Pope’s 
declaration of support.” 


“Ha, what declaration of support?! The emissary of the Founding Emperor has already turned up and 
defeated the witch. What does the Goddess’s love have to do with looking over the sovereignty of the 
Empire?” 


“So is that really the will of the Third Prince’s faction?” 

The Empire’s General and the Knights of the Temple were squabbling fiercely. 

I was grinning happily inside. 

“Very good.’ 

There was something you must be careful about when groups of people band together. 

If an internal strife was revealed even once, it becomes a straight-road rush towards destruction. 
‘They wouldn’t be able to go far.’ 


When we Hunters went up to the 12th floor. At that time, it was unfortunate, but there were exactly 
eight different power structures. 


Me, Sword Saint, and the top five guild masters all represented one power structure each. And the 
minor forces that were in a contribution by the 8th to 10th place. 


We were together for the external purpose of ‘Clearing the Tower’, but we were never a solid mass. 
There was something piled upon each other. There was distrust. 


That was why we pathetically self-destructed even though there was only one unexpected variable 
called [The Devil King’s Reward]. 


[Warriors, those who climb the towers. ] 

As soon as the 11th floor was opened, I recalled what the hologram of the goddess said. 
[From the 11th floor to the 20th floor, you will face a test. A test of faith.] 

I grinned inwardly. 

The test of one’s good faith. 


‘Not only the Hunters, but probably also the residents of the tower would have to go through it too 
right?’ 


Wouldn’t that make the world a little more fair? 
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4. 

The Empire and the Temple of God were fully in the midst of [The Test of Faith]. 
Other forces began to intervene one by one as well. 

“Ohhh, everyone...Now is not the time for fighting.” 

The Elf Ranger Captain from the Fairy Forest sighed. 


“Shouldn’t we investigate thoroughly whether or not the witch is really under that young man’s 
control? No matter how foolish you all are, there’s a time and place for everything.” 


Was he trying to stop the fight, or fan the sparks of the fight? 
Naturally, it didn’t help whatsoever. 


“That’s right if I had to add a comment to what you just said, isn’t the Temple of God being self- 
contradictory? The Founding Emperor of Aegim’s Holy Protection Sword was bestowed to him by the 
Goddess of Protection that you all worship at the Temple of God. To doubt the authority of the sword is 
to doubt the authority of the goddess, isn’t it? That’s why humans who live short lives are so foolish...” 


“What?! The elves saw us in that kind of light?!” 
“This is why these big-earned ones are unreliable sons of bitches!” 
They even got in the way. 


“What on earth are the Temple of God and the Empire doing?! Arguing in front of us who came to 
uphold our honourable covenant!” 


The Dragoon Unit Captain that came from the volcano shouted. 

“Settle it with a duel just like the warriors you are! What else are you going to use your weapons for?” 
Basically, they were a unicellular unit. 

In Hunter terms... Yes, they were just like the Venomous Snake from Chen Mu-mun. 


“Our Freedom City Union believes both the Holy Protection Sword and the Temple of God are right. 
But there must be someone more right. If you have any suggestions, I’ll listen with an open mind.” 


“That’s why farming is for suckers... Oh, so when can we plunder that town? You said we could rob it 
right? So, since they came to see us.” 


“Ev-, everyone. Guys... there’s a witch’s den right in front of us....” 


Wearing an armed top, she openly revealed her [Personal Status], she was a nomadic female chief who 
was grumbling while pulling along the horses. 


It was the closest place to the vengeful ghost’s paradise, so only the lords of the minor countries, that 
initially tried to desperately spark the destruction of the paradise, were in a state of panic. 


In other words, it was a very dangerous situation. 

-Keuuhoooo! 

On the other hand, the Sword Emperor and I became that much more relaxed. 
Bae Hu-ryeong folded his arms and shook his head. 


-I understand why the vengeful ghost put up a fight against the Hunters. There was an exhilarating 
feeling when driving a wedge in, causing internal confusion! 


‘IT admit it.’ 

Honestly, it was so much fun. 

However, of course, they were not the only ones full of trollers. 
“Ha. Guys, get out of my way!” 


Just like us Hunters had a person that was so-called the ‘Civil Militia Guild Master’. A mediator. There 
were, of course, those who came forward to resolve the situation before the whole army headed toward 
chaos and destruction. 


A lizardman magician from the Mermaid Falls stepped forward. 
“In the eyes of this young one, the problem was simple after all.” 
The lizardman magician pointed at me with his webbed fingers. 


“Whether the young man really is the emissary of the Founding Emperor, or if that woman was really 
the witch. Whether or not the emissary really defeated the witch and brought her under his reign. It’ll 
all be solved as long as we can confirm this.” 


The Chief Holy Knight of the Temple of God, who became exhausted while arguing with the General 
of the Empire, frowned. 


“So how do you confirm that?” 

“Don’t worry. Of course, I have a way.” 

The lizardman magician placed her webbed hands on her chest. 

In her grasp was a blue bead that seemed to hold the condensed deep sea. 
“This is the Soul Jewel that the Queen of Mermaids gave me.” 


The lizardman magician was very serious. As if she was going to show us an extremely precious 
treasure from now on, and she sounded as if this was the fortune of our lifetimes to be able to see such 
a treasure with our own eyes. 


“Tf you drip a drop of blood here, you can determine whether the owner of the blood has a [Good- 
Natured Soul], or a [Evil-Natured Soul]. If you have a good-natured soul, the jewel will emit white 
light, and if you have an evil-natured soul, a black light will emerge.” 


Hmmmmm. 
So it’s like the Crusader’s [Lie Detector] and the Sword Saint’s [Detective’s Insight]. 
-Uhuh. I think so. The demifolks are very good at making weird gizmos like that. 


Bae Hu-ryeong and I remained unfazed. The Queen of Mermaids’ precious jewel or whatever, it 
sounded grand, but... It was nothing new for us. 


Unaware of our thoughts, the lizardman magician was confident. 


“Now! If that woman is truly the Witch of the Frontier, and if you are truly the emissary of the 
Founding Emperor, accept the test of the jewel!” 


The lizardman magician lifted the jewel. 


“The evil deeds you have done. The good deeds you have accumulated. This jewel will prove 
everything!” 


“Alright then.” 

I nodded meekly. 

“Try as much as you like.” 

“Don’t regret it. As I said, the jewel will expose your soul as it is.” 
“You’re standing quite far from that fork. How about you start running?” 
The snake-like eyes of the lizardman magician sharpened. 


“T hope that confidence is not just false bravado. Well then, let’s start with testing that woman’s soul 
first.” 


The lizardman magician strode toward us. She grabbed the wrist of the vengeful ghost. Then she ran 
her sharp fingernails across the vengeful ghost’s palm and scratched her. 


Blood flowed down from her palm. 
“Hikkk.” 


The vengeful ghost flinched. The dark red drops of blood trickled down and smeared the jewel of the 
Queen of Mermaids. 


Shinngggggs! 
The jewel was dyed black at once. 
“What the f-!” 
“Oh my God.” 


The commanding officers watching the soul test were terrified. The color exuded by the jewel was not 
an ordinary black. It was a color that was as dark as the abyss. A void-like black shadow writhed 
around, just like a slithering black snake. 

“What an evil soul this is...! ” 

Even the lizardman magician, who was overseeing the test, gulped. 


“Tt’s to a degree that’s hard to believe. How many murders and evil deeds did you commit...., This is a 
being that shouldn’t exist in the world. A cursed being... She’s undoubtedly the witch!” 


Plop. 


The magician quickly let go of the vengeful ghost’s wrist as if she was trying to avoid wastewater. The 
vengeful ghost could see that the magician’s eye contained a great deal of contempt and fear, fear from 
even being close to her. 


“No. Not even a witch could compare. She’s definitely a Devil King!” 
The vengeful ghost shrugged even more. 


The atmosphere changed. Was it because the lizardman magician confirmed the identity of the vengeful 
ghost? The soldiers’ chattering died down. The commanders stopped arguing and stared fiercely at the 
vengeful ghost. The more they stared, the more she cowered, and she slipped back and hid behind me. 


“Now, it’s your turn.” 

People’s eyes naturally turned towards me. 

The lizardman magician raised her long nails. 

“Self-proclaimed emissary of the Founding Emperor. Are you ready?” 
“T’m always ready.” 

“Tt’s no use bluffing...Now, give your hand to me.” 


I willingly extended my left hand. Screech! My flesh spread like gills on the spot where the fingernails 
of the lizardman magician had run through. 


Red blood flowed down from the cut. My blood dripped slowly onto the jewel that was dyed black 
because of the vengeful ghost’s blood. 


And... 

Angee” 

There was a ray of light. 
“Uh, Huh...?” 


The blackness disappeared from the jewel as if it was cleansed of it. It wasn’t just that. The white ray of 
light clung together and lit up, and finally spread like an explosion around me. 


Shinggggge! 


The Acacia field turned white instantaneously. Screams broke out from here and there. And I screened 
my face with my palm. 


The lizardman magician who was holding the jewel did the same. 

“Ho-, how can this...” 

She was stunned and gasped. 

“Wait a minute, what the hell is this soul...... 2” 

“What the hell is going on?!” 

Shouted the Chief Holy Knight of the Temple of God. 

“The ‘water droplet’ given by the current Queen! Why is this ray of light coming out from the jewel? 
“His soul...” 

The wizard muttered without even looking back at the Holy Knights. 


“How can you be so... How many lives have you saved, such a pure white, this is... This is 


” 


Yes. 
I was the light. 
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“Li-, light...?” 

The Temple of God’s Chief Holy Knight stuttered. 

The brilliant white glow of light that emerged from the jewel subsided a little. 
Then it got to a point where I didn’t have to cover my eyes anymore. 

“What do you mean he’s the Light?” 

“Tt’s as I just said...... He’s just... He’s just the Light....” 

The lizardman magician cried. 


I wasn’t very confident in reading the lizardman’s face, but I could at least recognize the expression 
that the lizardman was wearing. She was moved. Her snake-like eyes were filled with dews of tears. 


“Can’t you see how dazzling this soul is...?” 

“T-, I don’t know.” 

“Why don’t you know? Do you have problems with your eyes? Or is your brain the problem?” 

The Chief Holy Knight looked dispirited. The extent of his intelligence was suddenly being questioned. 
“No. I mean, I just don’t know what you mean by the Light.” 

“Ahhh.” 

The lizardman magician whimpered. 

Then he quickly looked back at the Chief Holy Knight. 

“That’s why the idiots from the Temple of God are so...!” 

“Wha-, what?” 


“Do you even know who you’re looking at now? He’s the light! Why don’t you know that, even when 
the light is so dazzling? Do you not have eyes? Do you not have a brain? Pure white... It’s not just an 
ordinary ray of light, The Light he exudes is pure white!” 


“Li-, isn’t a ray of light always white?” 
“Ahhbhh! This is why! My words can’t go through to these crude humans!” 


The lizardman magician pounded her chest as she was annoyed. Boom boom. A little more irritating 
and she would’ve smacked his head instead, not her chest. Even the Chief Holy Knight felt it, so he 
cowered. 


“He who carries such a soul would never lie to us!” 


The lizardman magician strongly asserted. 


“Even if he did lie, he would’ve been lying for our sake! O, foolish humans. Those with corrupted 
souls like you all should just simply obey him quietly. This man is the emissary of the Founding 
Emperor... No. He must be the Goddess’s apostle!” 


The lizardman magician looked at me. 
Her gaze seemed as if she was seeking for my recognition. 


It wasn’t just the magician. The entire army that gathered at the Acacia Fields held their breaths and 
looked at me. 


“Yes.” 

I folded my arms proudly. 

“That’s right.” 

With my utmost solemn expression. 
“T, am the apostle of the Goddess.” 
“T knew it!” 

Roaring. 


The soldiers all around started chattering. Following the General of the Empire, even the magician 
from the Mermaid Falls guaranteed my identity. Three men talking makes a tiger(= A Aus). Even if 
the tiger didn’t exist, the way those three said it, it would seem as if there really was a tiger. 


[T/N: It is a Korean Idiom, and basically means that if rumors are repeated continuously, they will 
become a fact. ] 


“Apparently he’s the Light.” 

“What do you mean Light?” 

“Tt seems that he’s a dazzling Light. The sword’s also flashy too...” 

“Tt’s a sword that the Emperor of Aegim or something once used.” 

“Then that means he’s a noble that came from a prestigious family somewhere.” 


Most of the soldiers were suspicious when they first saw the Holy Protection Sword. But now their 
gazes changed, and it looked like they were exclaiming, ‘No way?’. 


Of course, one more person was still needed to achieve the effect of ‘three men talking makes a tiger’. 
“No! As expected, I’m not sure!” 
The Chief Holy Knight stepped forward. 


“Let’s say you are the emissary of the Founding Emperor and also light itself! But why is that young 
man... I mean, why did such a person march here by himself, and why is he blocking our way?! Have 
you all forgotten? We have a mission!” 


The Chief Holy Knight adamantly pointed to the place beyond my shoulder. 
“We must burn that place!” 

Estelle’s hometown. 

That was the paradise that the vengeful ghost had talked about. 


“His Holiness, the Pope was not only concerned about the witch. The heretics who followed the witch! 
We can’t let them get away from receiving divine punishment! If you are truly... the apostle of the 
Goddess, take the lead in carrying out the heavenly punishment!” 


Aughh. Someone grabbed the hem of my clothes from behind. “It was the vengeful ghost. I could feel 
that she was terrified without even looking back. 


‘It’s all right.’ 

I folded my arms calmly. 

“The best lies are in other words, made up of 90% truth, and 10% lie!’ 
Recalling the advice given by Bae Hu-ryeong, I slowly opened my mouth. 


“Holy Knights of the Temple of God. Watch your language. It is not up to you to decide how the divine 
punishment should be executed. Whatever punishment that is given to the evil group, is entirely up to 
me.” 


“What are you...?” 

“T have collected all evil (44), and divine punishment has already been carried out.” 
I said gently. 

“Tt is my duty to bring divine punishment to man.” 

“Du-, what do you mean duty...?” 

“T’ll show you.” 

I raised my right hand. 

Wriggle. 

In an instant, my shadows spread throughout the Acacia field. 
-Guooooo0000! 

Skeletons began crawling out of the shadows. 


The soldiers screamed. The Chief Holy Knight turned pale while he contemplated, and the other 
commanders were so surprised that they armed themselves. In the meantime, the number of skeletons 
had risen from dozens to hundreds, and from hundreds to thousands. 


Before they knew it, the Continent’s army was completely surrounded. 


Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation. 

Skeletons numbering around four thousand rose. 
-Guooooo000! 

-Uwoooo! Uwooooo000000! 

The monsters cried ferociously and waited for my orders. 


As one could see from the fact that the vengeful ghost was out in the open, I still had the [Hundred 
Ghosts Reincarnation] in active mode. I could summon as many ghosts as I wanted. 


But it was a different story for the Continent’s army who didn’t know what was going on. 
“Agh, it’s the devils!” 


The soldiers were thrown into confusion at the sight before them. Four thousand monsters suddenly 
popped out all over. And the monsters emerged from the ground as if they were climbing out from hell. 
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“Go-... Oh almighty God.” 

The Chief Holy Knight trembled. 

“What the hell are these horrendous beings...?” 
“Tt’s my duty.” 

I placed my hand on the vengeful ghost’s head. 

The vengeful ghost flinched but she remained quiet. 


“Look. How can this witch be the only evil being in this vast world? Every one of these ghosts are 
wicked evildoers that I have subdued. Devils, second only to the witch.” 


“A\I-, all these monsters...... ?” 

“That’s correct.” 

I stared at the distant sky with my squinted eyes. 

As if I was a hero that was doomed to have a tragic destiny. 


“The Goddess ordered me. Punish the overflowing evil that has corrupted the world on her behalf! 
Punish and subdue! That’s why she bestowed me with this ability.” 


My voice naturally became somber. 


“Tt is my calling, my mission to bring down all the evil in the world. It’s my duty to drag these devils to 
hell. What you guys are seeing right now is my Hell.” 


“Oh my God...” 


The lizardman magician lamented. 


Tears were flowing again from her eyes. 

“These are all wicked evildoers who were comparable to the witch...?” 
I nodded. 

“That’s right.” 


“With-, without us knowing... Was the Goddess’s apostle by himself, alone, bringing down punishment 
to the evil that was rampant in this world???” 


“That’s right.” 


“Oh my God. No one even recognized apostle-nim... How could you have such a Hell? How can you, 
who’s nothing more than a mere human being, by yourself.... Oh Goddess’s Apostle, will you be 
alright...?” 


“Mmm.” 

With my arms folded, I nodded. 
“This is my duty!” 

Seriously, earnestly, and solemnly. 


“There is no need for you all to punish the witch separately. There is also no need to punish the witch’s 
pawns. I have already subdued all who are wicked. These evildoers will grieve and suffer in agony 
forever under my shadow. That is to say that I am their Hell!” 


“Ah...... O holy light......!” 
The lizardman magician fell to pieces as she sobbed. 


“How did I not realize how holy and white your light was? the foolish me has finally perceived your 
light! Without our knowing, you’ve continued to save our Continent without rest!” 


I nodded again. 

“Indeed so!” 

The greatest lies consist of 90% truth and 10% lie. 

Although the process was filled with a series of lies, the ending was correct. 

In fact, since the end result was right, it wouldn’t matter, right? 

-You son of a... 

Bae Hu-ryeong had a proud expression on his face. 

-I see that there’s nothing more I can teach you! Be on your way now! 

‘Oh, everything was thanks to your advice, master. How could this unworthy pupil be on his way.’ 


-No, no, no. Zombie, your immorality has already transcended mine. ... 


Bae Hu-ryeong lamented while sighing. 
-This master of yours is as innocent as a child, so I just can’t handle a son of a bitch like you.... 
“You’re too humble. I still have a lot to learn from master’s vicious personality. Take your words back.’ 


-You bastard. Have you ever heard of Cheongchul Eoram? 





[T/N: Cheongchul Eoram (#4 +-F i#)is an Idiom that is used when the student surpasses the master. ] 





‘Have you ever heard that no disciple is better than their master?’ 
The disciple and master praised each other’s character. 

On a day like today, when relationships were being ruined. 

But actually, it was a beautiful and warm scene discretely unfolding. 
“-Anyway. ” 

I deactivated the Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation. 

Fwoooshh. 


The four thousand skeletons disappeared in an instant. The Continent’s army stared dumbfoundedly at 
the sight of the monsters being absorbed under my shadow as if a ship were sinking. 


“You all don’t need to worry about the witch and her pawns. As long as I am here, they will suffer 
forever in my Hell. This is the will of the Goddess, and this is the divine punishment of the Goddess.” 


“Do you really intend to reject the dignified will of the Goddess?” 
The Chief Holy Knight staggered. 


“Tf-, if I may ask... o holy Apostle. Truly, are you sure these atrocious devils are secured? What this 
humble one is trying to say is... If these devils were to escape out into the world, the harm caused 
would be beyond our imagination...” 


“Indeed.” 

I carefully nodded. 

“You basically want to confirm if these devils are truly imprisoned by me.” 
“T beg your pardon, but that is correct...” 

“Alright.” 

Thud! 

I snapped my finger. 


Then a skeleton came out. It was the one whose summon had not been dispelled yet. It stood tall 
between me and the Chief Holy Knight. 


Shocked, the Chief Holy Knight took a few steps back. 
“A-, Oh holy Apostle. Why is this skeleton...?” 

“T’ll clear your suspicions properly.” 

I patted the Skeleton on the shoulder. 

“Oh Hundred Ghosts, regain your memories.” 

Wiggle! 


Wastewater rose up from the shadow of the skeleton. The wastewater, which had climbed up the white 
bones, was shaped in the form of the skeleton. It formed the muscle. It formed the flesh. It formed the 
clothes. 


In the blink of an eye, instead of the bony skeleton, a handsome man had appeared. 
“Urghhhh! Wha-, what the! the fuck!>?” 
He was a handsome guy with a dirty mouth. 


“What the hell... Ugh, man, you son of a bitch! What kind of resentment did you have towards me that 
you put me in this state? Fuck me! What the hell did I even do?!” 


A fiery glance. 
That’s correct. 
I returned the memory of the Flame Emperor ‘Yoo Soo-ha’. 


“You crazy son of a bitch! I’ll kill you! How dare you, you trash-like motherfucker! I’ll fucking kick 
your ass no matter what happens!” 


“As you Can see.” 


Holding on to Yoo Soo-ha’s shoulder, I looked back at the commanding officers. Yoo Soo-ha tried to 
move his limbs, but it was useless. Because it was impossible for him to defy me no matter what he 
did, as I was his ‘Master’. 


“This man was also an evil man that was comparable to the witch.” 
I had a bitter look on my face. 


“No, I can say that he was more evil than the witch. The witch was born a monster from the beginning, 
but this man was born a human, but he did all sorts of evil and terrible things. He burned anything that 
got in his way...” 


“Tl kill you! I’m going to kill you!” 
There was no need for further explanation. 


“— Fuc-,—! Hey! I’ll tear you to shre~,—-!!” 


Sounds of curses resonated in the Acacia field. One of the Hundred Ghosts, “Yoo Soo-ha” opened his 
mouth and spewed out all kinds of curses that could have existed in this world. 


As the swearing continued, the commanders’ faces turned pale. Less than 60 seconds later, Yoo Soo-ha 
described as many as 15 ways to kill me. It was absurd. 


“No wait, fucking hell, and who the hell are these people! Hey, lizard! Pointy ears! What are you 
looking at? Do you guys want to be fucked up by me so—.” 


Sixty more seconds later, he started cursing not just me, but everyone else that was here. A little later, 
he even cursed the parents and family of the people present. He then listed about 10 more methods of 
how he would kill all those people. 


“Su-, such a disgusting......! Such darkness......! 
The lizardman magician was shocked. 

“T don’t even have to use the Queen’s jewel. That man, he really has the devil’s soul!” 
“Certainly...” 

The Elf Ranger Captain groaned. 


“T’ve seen a lot of foolish humans over the years, but... It’s been a long time since I’ve seen such a 
disgusting and evil man....” 


Oooh. 

Rejoice, Yoo Soo-ha. 

Finally, your greatness was recognized, moreover, it happened in this world itself. 
-Hey zombie. Aren’t you desecrating the dead? 

‘That’s right.’ 

-Isn’*t that a little too much? 


“Even if I did this, it was a cheap punishment for Yoo Soo-ha. Besides, Mr. Sword Emperor. You said I 
was the Zombie king. The Zombie King wants to bully a zombie-like bastard, is there anything wrong 
with that?’ 


-Ummm. 

Bae Hu-ryeong nodded agreeably. 

-After listening to you, you’re actually right. Logically, I can’t refute that.... 
‘Right?’ 

-As expected, Zombie, your immorality is way beyond me. 

That was just his opinion. 


Thud! 


I snapped my finger once again. 
“Dance.” 
“What, Fuc-, what the—-” 


As soon as I gave my orders, Yoo Soo-ha began tap dancing. Yoo Soo-ha’s heels tapped merrily on the 
flowery path. Tack, tack tack! Yoo Soo-ha’s dance was quite skillful as if he had his share of fun going 
to clubs back in his old days. 


“No, this, wai-, wait!? What is this? fuck—” 
“Continue dancing.” 
Tack! 


Yoo Soo-ha’s dance changed from tap dancing to Jitterbug. For better or worse, he had a talent for 
dancing. After he finished dancing Jitterbug, he immediately started to do the Kazatsky dance. 


[T/N: Jitterbug is like South Korea’s twist on Tango. ] 

“T’m going to kill you!” 

Yoo Soo-ha cried out as he danced the Kazatsky dance. 

“Ki-, Pl kill you! Son of a bitch! You, fucker, you! You dare, to me! I must!” 
As he was speaking, he kept on dancing the Kazatsky dance. 


As anyone present could see for themselves, what he said while dancing the Kazatsky dance was not 
scary at all, no matter how dirty or appalling the curses were. 


Even if Hitler came back to life and began talking, no one would take him seriously if he was dancing 
the Kazatsky dance. 


That’s the power of the Kazatsky dance. 
“Fu-, fuck...! Fuck, FUCK...!” 
Could Yoo Soo-ha also feel the power of the Kazatsky dance? 


Realizing that nothing worked, Yoo Soo-ha just kept cursing and saying fuck. And he enthusiastically 
focused on the dance steps. It was fantastic background music and a fantastic scene. 


“Mmmm.” 

I looked at the Chief Holy Knight. 

“Are you still worried?” 

The Chief Holy Knight opened but didn’t say anything. 
“The devils can never disobey my orders. Rest assured.” 


In the end. 


The Chief Holy Knight gradually kneeled down. 

“Oh Apostle of the Goddess... May I ask for your name...?” 

He had spoken in a quivering voice. 

Everyone from the Continent’s army was looking at me. 

I accepted their stares with pride and folded my arms again. 
“My name is Gong-ja.” 

The Chief Holy Knight bowed his head. 

“T will follow your orders, Gong-ja-nim......!” 

The commander, who cried out and insisted till the end to burn the village, gave up the attack. 
Then. 

[Congratulations. ] 

A pleasant voice was heard. 

[Normal Stage Clear. ] 

[Hidden Quest, ‘Warrior of the Paused World’ has been cleared! ] 
There was also a voice that was unwelcoming. 

-Again, you crazy bastard! 

The voice’s owner rolled around frustratingly. 


-Crazy bastard! You’re probably the first one to clear a quest like this! No, it’s definitely the first! Wow, 
where did this crazy dude crawl out from? Hey, I gotta admit it! Kim Gong-ja! 


“What do you admit?’ 
-You are......the Light of all idiots! 
It was an irrelevant opinion. 
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-You crazy bastard! 

The Continent’s army moved their troops back a little. 

In the meantime, Bae Hu-ryeong just laughed hysterically. 
-From now on, I’ll call you Crazy Kim! 

‘Abhh, for God’s sake, please stop....’ 

I sighed inwardly. 


Do you know how many nicknames you’ve already given me? Zombie Kim. Zombie King. Crazy Kim. 
If you keep this up, I’m going to be able to fill up an A4 paper with just my nicknames.’ 


-Oh, that’s pretty nice. Let’s go! Dozens of nicknames for this crazy dude, let’s gooooo! 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s loud laughter resonated throughout the skies. 

But fortunately, there were more people in this world than those who made fun of me. 
[Boss stage cleared. ] 

It was the voice of the tower. 


The voice told me that I had successfully reached the 20th Stage rang inside my head. It was just like 
when I cleared the 10th Stage, the so-called ‘Hellfire Residence’. 


[The challenger(s) is Death King (46£).] 

[1 person. ] 

I looked up slowly. 

The blue sky spread out between the branches and the leaves of the Acacia flowers. 
[Calculating clear rewards. ] 

[Calculation complete. ] 

[ The rewards will be given 24 hours later, once you enter the 21st floor. ] 

That’s right. 

I smiled brightly. 

‘Well, Even if I was a crazy guy or something, what’s the big deal? Anyways, I did my job.’ 


-What’s this. Look at this guy’s confidence? 

‘I cleared up to the 20th floor just the way I wanted.’ 

I won’t let anyone die. 

That was the goal I had set in my mind. 

Looking back, how absurd was that desire? 

‘While I was clearing the 20th floor, not a single Hunter died.’ 


The Devil King of Fall Rain. Now that she was reduced to being a part of my Hundred Ghosts and 
entrapped in another world, the Hunters who doubted each other and started killing each other were 
now no more. 


I had interfered and stopped the starting point of the tragedy in advance. 

‘Not a single soldier from the Empire or Continent died.’ 

I fought for this world that got its time paused. 

‘And...’ 

I raised my right hand and placed it on someone’s head. 

‘I subdued this bastard too.’ 

Vengeful Ghost( x %d). 

The captive, imprisoned in my shadow, sat on the street and stared blankly at the Continent’s army. 
Soldiers who had originally burned down her small hometown in the past. 


But today history had not been repeated. The moment the Chief Holy Knight knelt, the Continent 
army’s hostility was repressed. Believing that I am the apostle of the Goddess, they gave up their 
mission. 


The paradise had been protected. 
“These are just my thoughts, but.’ 
He patted the vengeful ghost’s head gently. 


“Maybe this 20th floor... If I had just sat by and did nothing, it would have probably been cleared by 
itself. I didn’t really have to come forward.’ 


-Huh? Why? 
“That’s because the village burning and disappearing is also a kind of [Outcome].’ 
Ending. 


I realized that while going through the Stages so far. The tower was open to both a happy ending and a 
bad ending. As long as it was a proper outcome, the tower would accept any kind of ending. 


‘Otherwise, Yoo Soo-ha wouldn’t have been able to reach the 40th Stage.’ 

Even if you shattered the dolls in the Hellfire Residence like the Flame Emperor. 
Or, were like me, playing with those kids for a while. 

Either way, both acts were recognized as a kind of [Outcome]. 

‘Basically, this world was not set by the tower.’ 

I turned my head and looked at the village, 

‘It wasn’t an ending I chose because I had no other choice.’ 

Where the wheat ripens yellow under the sky. 


Taciturn and stubborn, however, the kids were putting up a playful act, and the old man tured a blind 
eye to it, while he sat in front of the orchard and smoked in vain. 


A refuge for the sick, who had no way of recovering. 
‘But this is the ending I choose.’ 

Today. 

Rain didn’t fall from the sky here. 

Fire didn’t burn the ground here. 

-Sure enough... 

But why? 


When I was filled with a proud feeling for some time, Bae Hu-ryeong had a subtle look on his face. He 
looked as if he was staring at a pitiful child. 


‘What’s wrong with you?’ 

-Nothing. It’s just you said this was the ending you chose. 
Bae Hu-ryeong pointed his finger furtively somewhere. 
-I wonder if that was also part of the ending you chose. 
Yoo Soo-ha was standing there. 


“Fuck! Fuck you, you son of a bitch! Are you not going to make this stop!? Huh!? Make it stop right 
now— Fuck! Why isn’t this stopping!?” 


To be more specific, Yoo Soo-ha was still hopping around dancing the Kazatsky dance. 


The entrance of the rural village that had beautifully ripened crops. The sky was blue, and there were 
petals on the ground, in this picturesque landscape, there was a handsome man there swearing ‘fuck’ all 
alone. 


It was a masterpiece (4/£) that would get tens of millions of views if posted on the Internet. 


‘Hmm? What’s wrong with that?’ 

I tilted my head. 

‘Isn’t it extraordinarily beautiful?’ 

-As expected, this guy is Crazy Kim...... 

Bae Hu-ryeong murmured. 

It was then. 

[ Today. ] 

[The 20th floor Stage has been cleared. ] 

A voice resonated throughout the sky and the ground. 
It wasn’t a voice that only I could hear. 
[Announcing to everyone again. ] 

[Today, the 20th floor Stage has been cleared. ] 
An official announcement. 


Perhaps the same voice was spreading throughout the entire area of the tower, as it did when the 10th 
Stage was cleared. 


“Ah.” 

I licked my lips. 

“What a shame.’ 

-What is? 

“The Internet isn’t working here.’ 


My smartphone was fast asleep in my backpack right now. Five days in the real world, but in terms of 
the time I’ve actually spent, I haven’t touched my cell phone for hundreds of days. 


The only region where the internet was connected was from the 1st floor to the 10th floor. 
‘By now, the Internet must be making a real fuss though...... 
-Huh? What’s this? Do you not care about people’s reactions anymore ? 
“When did I ever say that?’ 


-No. You told me. Didn’t you want more recognition than a normal citizen, just like the Witch and 
Marcus grandpops ? 


“No wayyyy.’ 
I shrugged. 


Don’t you know Da-da Ik-seon? I want to receive recognition from people like the Witch and the 
Sword Saint. I also want to be recognized by the general public. And I, myself do not want to be 
ashamed to look up at the heavens.’ 

[T/N: It basically means the more the better (4 # it ##)] 





-Wow. Aren’t you being a complete pig? Why do you have so much greed? 

“Originally, people feel alive when they have greed.’ 

Fortunately, I was able to soothe the disappointment of not being able to see the Internet. 
[24 hours from now, the 21st floor Stage will be open.] 

[24: 00: 00] 

Shinggggg! 


The fireworks filled the sky just like last time. When the first firework burst aflame, a clock made of 
light appeared. Then two Hunters were transferred as if they had been waiting for the moment. 


“Death King!” 
It was the Witch and the Sword Saint. 


The witch flew at once using a teleport skill. Flash! The witch reached her elbow out and hugged my 
head as he shed her signature bright smile. 


“Crazy! You’re really crazy!” 
“Ack. Aaaackkk! Wait a minute, Black Dragon Witch. It unexpectedly hurts...” 
“This coming from a little kid! Coming from a greenhorn that’s not even thirty yet!” 


I tried to resist but to no avail. Gwaaargh! The Witch’s strength was so strong that I couldn’t escape 
from the headlock. 


Oh my God. How many elixirs did she usually take to be this strong? 


“T can’t believe it! You really cleared everything all the way until the 20th floor in five days! Are you 
crazy? You’re crazy right?” 


“Excuse me. Black Dragon Witch, please calm down a little bit....” 

“You don’t know how much of an uproar there the tower is in right now! Look at this!” 
The Witch showed me something. 

It was a smartphone. 


It was a five-year-old model. On the phone screen that had a low battery indication, there were internet 
articles that were not supposed to be accessible here. 


“This is...?” 


“T stopped by the first floor and took a picture!” 


The witch had a genuinely excited voice. 


“There were so many articles that it was impossible to record them all! Sorry! But Death King, you 
have to understand. It wasn’t just within the tower, but even the world outside was in an uproar. I only 
captured articles with the most view clicks, but look. There’s already so much!” 


The witch swiped down her phone’s screen. 
There were article headlines that showed. 


-[Breaking News] Skilful and smooth speed! The 14th floor was also cleared! 
[T/N: The original text stated Gwe-do nan-ma (tt 7J&L/k)’s speed. It basically means handling 
something in a row without any difficulties. ] 


-It’s decided that his Sacred Nickname is the Death King. 
-Official announcement by the Black Dragon Guild. Currently, the raid team has three players. 
-Was the leader the Sword Saint? The Witch? The Death King? 


-[Special Coverage] Intensive Report on Death King. 


There was a lot. 

Just reading the headlines only, it was impossible to read them all because there were too many. 
“Even though the title went like this.” 

The Witch laughed. 

“The articles were all only talking about you!” 

ou Oy aad 


“Tt starts with what kind of life you lived before this, to where you actually came from. How did you 
come to the tower, and how did you get to the top of the ranks at once. It’s really all just about-.” 


“Hol-, hold on.” 
I was puzzled. 


I wasn’t perplexed by the newspaper articles. This reaction was natural. In the past five days, even on 
the internet bulletin/forum, it was pinned hundred and thousands of times. 


It was something that I had experienced once. 
Instead, the reason why I’m puzzled was nothing but...... 


“Did you capture all of this yourself?” 


“Yes!” 

The Witch nodded. 

As I wasn’t released from the headlock yet, her face was a little close. 
“Of course!” 

“Was it to show me?” 

“This kid. Then would there be any other reason?” 

“Ummm. So....” 

As I scrunched the middle of my forehead, I said. 


“Just to show me what kind of articles were released, you purposely teleported to the 1st floor and 
looked for each and every one of the articles, and then took a screenshot of every single one of them... 
Is that right?” 


“Tf I had to put it in words, then yes, that’s right!” 
I pictured it in my mind. 
Ranked second among the Hunters. Head commander of the biggest guild within the tower. 


Such a high-ranking person quickly went to the 1st floor, and diligently used her smartphone to take a 
screenshot of everything, then came back here again and showed off her screenshots as if she was 
boasting about it. 


Now that I think about it, it was somewhat of a cute scenario. But I still didn’t understand. 
“Why would someone like the Black Dragon Witch go through such a bothersome. ..?” 
“Seriously, what is this guy talking about?” 

The Witch giggled brightly. 

“Of course it was because I wanted to do something for you!” 


“Oh, just in case, don’t read the article comments later on. It’s all about frame and fraud. The 
comments section has just been terrorized by a bunch of jealous humans.” 


The witch let out a short sigh. 


“T don’t know why those good-for-nothings always do that. What an amazing thing it was that the death 
count was zero! Death King. Don’t pay heed to any of them. From now on, the Black Dragon guild will 
take full charge of the media.” 


What’s this? This person? 


Is she perhaps an angel? 


-Hey Zombie. Really now, if someone is just a little bit nicer to you, you revere them as angels...No 
matter how pitiful your life was, you have to be open to the goodwill of humans. A man that’s so strong 
against malice shouldn't be this weak against good-will. 


If she was not an angel, then maybe she was a Goddess? 

-You’re a crazy dude... 

Bae Hu-ryeong’s face crumpled. 

-Although I knew this bastard was going to be crazy one day. You’ve finally gone crazy now. 


‘Then why don’t you praise me a little bit sometimes. Do you know how hungry I am for praises? You 
don’t know how precious the tiniest bit of attention is for me in this dreary daily life, do you?’ 


-No. That sort of thing... It’d leave a bad taste... I’d rather not have become a spirit. 
Bae Hu-ryeong really went ‘ugh yuck’ and retched. 

I wonder who is the psychopath here. 

I bet my whole fortune that this man didn’t have a single friend when he was alive. 
-Hey! What kind of dogshit are you saying! I have friends too okay! ? 

‘Excluding the Sword Saint.’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong averted his gaze. It was my silent victory. 

I don’t know what that victory was for though. 

“Also, look at this!” 

Only then did the Witch release me from her headlock. 


What the Witch was trying to show me this time was not a phone screen. The Black Dragon Witch 
loosened and tilted her small backpack, then took out a thick bundle of newspapers. 


“Here you go!” 

The Witch spread the newspaper wide. 

“Tt was the first newspaper that came out yesterday!” 

I couldn’t understand the contents of the newspaper at first glance. 
However, the list, which was written in capitals, was the first thing I saw. 
Above the list was the title [Updated Hunter Ranking! ] 

+ 

Rank 1: Sword Saint 

Rank 2: Black Dragon Witch 


Rank 3: Death King 

Rank 4: Count 

Rank 5: Heretic Questioner 
Rank 6: Venomous Snake 

Rank 7: Babel’s Linguist 

Rank 8: Kwangyeok Messenger 
Rank 9: Crusader 


I was lost at words for a while. 

While I was alone in a prison of time, fighting the Devil King. 

I only realized now about what was happening in the world below the 12th floor. 

“This kind of thing happening is the first of its kind since the tower opened!” 

The Witch laughed. 

“T can’t believe you climbed all the way up here in one shot from outside the rankings!” 

Third in ranking. 

Just like a Hunter’s nickname, the ranking was also decided by the tower. 

The ranking that was established this way was displayed on a monument erected in the first-floor plaza. 


“T know it doesn’t feel real yet, but... Try going down to Babylon today. You’ ll know right away what 
kind of person you’ve become.” 


Bam! 

The Witch rolled the newspaper and smacked my shoulder. 
“Congratulations, Death King!” 

That’s right. 

“You are now also a representative of all Hunters!” 

The world changed in just five days. 
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“From now on, you also have to consider your actions a little more!” 
Said the Witch. 


She kept whacking me on the forearm with the rolled-up newspapers. Thud! Thud! She was so excited 
that she couldn’t control herself. 


“My actions?” 


“Mmmhmm. Now you’re in all of the top 5 guilds. But in actual fact, you’re no different from a solo 
Hunter. Now that things have worked out so well, it’s also good for you to create a new guild for 
yourself.” 


The Witch laughed merrily. 


“Since you’re the 3rd rank Hunter, you should have the title of ‘Guild Master’. Even if you joined all 
the top 5 guilds, it doesn’t suit you if you’re just a regular member.” 


It didn’t feel real. 
“Being a Guild Master.” 


Me, being the leader of a guild. Not only did it feel unreal, but it was also unimaginable. In the first 
place, was it even necessary to have Hunters under my wing? 


I already have an army of skeletons. 
“Yes,” 


Realizing that my complexion didn’t look very good, the Witch shrugged. Past her shoulder, the Sword 
Emperor stared silently at me. 


“You may be similar to that grandpops, your personality might suit solo-playing more. There are 
unexpectedly quite a lot of people whose romance is to destroy everything the Dok-go Da-I (74 [il 4 38) 
way. If you don’t have any thoughts of doing it, I won’t force you.” 

[T/N: Dok-go Da-I is a Korean idiom that means to do everything you want to do, or doing everything 
your way. ] 





“Oh ho, are you talking about me behind my back now?” 
“That’s that...” 

The witch turned her head, ignoring the Sword Saint. 
“What are those?” 


On the other side of the Acacia field. 


On the small plain, the Continent’s soldiers were building something. It was a barracks. They gave up 
attacking the paradise of the vengeful ghost, and in return, they would take a day off today and 
withdraw their troops afterwards. 


“Ahhh.” 

I stroked my chin. 

“These soldiers gathered from all over the Continent.” 
“From all over the Continent?” 

“To give you some context....” 


I continued explaining. Of course, the story of the vengeful ghost was omitted. I only spoke about how 
I deceived the Continent’s army. 


The Witch and the Sword Saint heard the story together, and as the explanation continued, their 
expressions became weird. A word from the Witch represented the two Hunter’s thoughts. 


“Death King... I see that you have pretty good senses when it comes to lying.” 
“Well, thanks to you, the stage was cleared without shedding any blood.” 

“No, I’m not blaming you. On the contrary, you did really well.” 

The Witch’s gaze sharpened. 

It was the look of a merchant who came up with an insidious plan. 


“This means from now on, we can trade here on the continent. We don’t have to grovel anymore to the 
old guys in the outside world. Those bad guys! They always lower the prices using their source of food. 
We'll see if they can do that in the future.” 


Resentment was flowing from her voice. 
“Basically, the trade between the tower and the outside world was unfair.” 
Said the Sword Saint. 


“Capital, resources, technology. Whatever it was, the outside world has richer resources as compared to 
the tower. Of course, some elixirs and materials in the tower can’t be obtained from the outside world 
either.” 


“Food provisions! Food is always a problem!” 
The witch stamped on the ground. 


When I first saw her, I thought she was an unfriendly person. Is it because the three of us broke through 
the 12th to 19th floors together? She expressed her feelings colourfully in front of us. 


That meant we had become that much closer. 


“Anyways, Black Dragon Witch, you mean to say you’re going to start trading with the people of the 
Continent?” 


“Hmm? Of course. The outside world needs to know what bitterness tastes like too.” 
“Then.” 

I grinned. 

Then I pointed to the military camp that was set up on the plains. 


“You’re going to have to talk to them from now onwards. If you just say ‘Let’s trade’, it’s not gonna 
work. To the people of the Continent, we are strangers, and for us, they are other-worlders.” 


“That’s right.” 
“T’ll lend you my name.” 
I said. 


“T am the emissary of the Founding Emperor and an apostle of the goddess in this world. If you make it 
look like you are also an apostle sent by the goddess, at the very least it will be useful for you to start 
trading with them.” 


The witch’s gaze sharpened again. 
“Tt’s an offer I’d be thankful for. It’s also an effective move. But you are definitely not gonna lend me 
your name for free, so... What do you want?” 


“The 20th floor.” 

“What?” 

I looked around. 

Acacia fields. A small plain. The hometown of Estelle. 
This little world was all that was on the 20th floor. 

“T want the 20th floor.” 

For a moment the Witch was at a loss for words. 


“...Hold on. What do you mean by the 20th floor? Don’t tell me you want to have the whole 20th floor 
to yourself?” 


“Yes. To be exact, I want to possess all the land that is on the 20th floor.” 
“That’s...” 


“Instead, I won’t accept anything for clearing the 11th and 19th floors. You can share the benefits of 
trading with the Continent with the other Hunters.” 


Again, the Witch’s lips were shut tight. 


It was an unprecedented offer. 


Usually, when Hunters raid the stage, the participants would first share their achievements among 
themselves. The ownership of an item. And furthermore, the ownership of resources. But about half of 
the rights were left to be shared by all other Hunters. 


It was unprecedented for someone to have the whole [One Floor]. 
“This is...... not something I can take care of on my own.” 

The Witch had a perplexed expression. 

“We need to call in the other guild masters to discuss about it.” 
“Well, I don’t have anything to do for the next 24 hours, so I’ll wait.” 
“_.. You really want the whole stage here to yourself?” 

The Witch glanced around. 


“This land, it doesn’t seem very valuable at all. The Acacia flower path...is pretty, but there’s not 
enough land to farm. And the size of the stage is also small.” 


“Well.” 


“Based on my experience, Death King. In such cases, it is much more profitable to receive the 
distributed rewards from the 11th to 20th floors that have been cleared. You’!l be able to earn a 
fortune.” 


I laughed. 
“T prefer real estate to money. Land is the best.” 


“Call?” 
[T/N: Call is like a Korean slang for agreeing to something, e.g. going out for drinks or whatnot. ] 


The Witch sighed. 

“T’ll gather the guild masters. Let’s discuss it on the 1st floor.” 

“Okay then.” 

“Mmmhmm. You have to show your face to the people at least once anyway. But...” 
The Witch slowly glanced around. 

“There is something I wanted to ask you since before.” 

“Yes.” 

“_,.What the hell is that?” 

I looked at the direction the Witch pointed at. 


“Fu-,ck... Black... fucker, this, stop... Make it stop! Is it such a difficult request?! Fuck! What kind of 
grudge do you have against me, what did I do wrong...??!!” 


A top dancer was showing off his skills there. 


The dancer’s sweat and tears flowed down the Acacia fields beautifully. 
It was beautiful. 

“Black Dragon Witch.” 

I smiled brightly. 

“Black Dragon Witch, you didn’t see anything today.” 

“Huh?” 

“You didn’t see anything today. You know what to do right?” 

The Witch had a curious look on her face. 

She had the same face as a biologist who had encountered the mysteries of a lifetime. 
“That’s right. There are all kinds of people in the world. I understand.” 
“But,” the witch murmured. 

“As expected, you’re also out of your mind....” 

It was also an irrelevant opinion. 
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I left the vengeful ghost and the Flame Emperor on the 20th floor, and transferred to the 1st floor with 
the Hunters. 


“Ts it okay for the meeting place to be held at the coffee shop we went to last time?” 

“Yes. I don’t mind.” 

It’s been a long time since I came back to the city on the 1st floor. Babylon. 

To others, it may seem like I returned after only five days, but that wasn’t the case for me. 
Literally hundreds of days. It was the first time in years that I had returned to the city. 
“Haaaaihhh.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing. I’m coming to realization now, that I’ve cleared the stage.” 

The Witch giggled. 

“I’m not sure. You probably need to comprehend it a little more.” 

“Huh?” 

“T told you. In the tower right now, you’re the only thing everyone’s talking about. Brace yourself.” 


There was no need to ask what kind of preparation he had to do. 


“Huh?” 
“Ts that perhaps...?” 
Not long after I stepped on the first floor transfer gate, the surrounding area began to buzz noisily. 


Passers-by on the street. Street vendors who set up stalls by the side of the road. Hunters, who were just 
getting ready to leave to go hunting, all whispered one after another. 


“Tsn’t that the Witch and the Sword Saint.” 
“Then that guy is....” 

“Tt’s the Death King!” 

Someone shouted. That was just the start. 
“The Death King appeared!” 


A customer who was carefully looking at the used weapons at the stall turned his head. A couple who 
were enjoying coffee at an outdoor café stood up. Merchants selling rare flowers, Hunters chatting with 
their colleagues, dozens, hundreds, all at once, looked this way. My way. 


A crowd flocked together in an instant. 

“Uwaaahh, wow—” 

“There’s a rumor that you cleared the 20th floor by yourself, is that true?” 
“Look here please! Wait please! Here here!” 

Chatter chatter. 


I didn’t even have time to cope with anything. Just, I blinked my eyes once and people already 
surrounded our party. That wasn’t the end. When I blinked twice, the encirclement doubled in size. 


“Uh...” 

“Don’t say anything.” 

The Witch whispered softly with a voice that only I could hear. 

“You haven’t had any experiences dealing with the press, have you?” 

“Yes, well. Of course.” 

“Mysticism? Popular star?” 

“What?” 

“T’m talking about the concept. Do you want a mysterious concept or a popular star concept?” 


The crowd tripled while the Witch was whispering. Our party’s pace seemed to have slowed down by 
30 times. Snap! Snap! Every step of the way, cell phone cameras continuously flashed. 


Oh my God. 


It felt like I was out of my mind! 

“Once a concept is set, it’s hard to change it. You need to give me an answer now.” 
“Uh. I know what the mysterious concept means, but what’s a popular star concept?” 
“Tt’s similar to a movie star.” 

Said the Witch. 


“First of all, you need to make a new SNS account. You need to have a secretary for image 
management and a secretary that deals with the media. Of course, you should also hire someone who 
takes care of your looks and fashion. Oh, don’t worry about the money. The Black Dragon guild will 
take care of that.” 


I lost my mind even more. 

Next to us, the Sword Saint was frowning. 

He muttered a few words. 

“T hate dealing with this bullshit, so ll go on my own.” 
It sounded reasonable. 

“T’d like to have a mysterious concept....” 


“Are you sure? A person changes when they receives some maintenance. It’s natural to be much more 
handsome than now, and you’ll realize some new ways of dealing with other humans.” 


For example in the case of the Heretic Questioner, he’s a magazine model and he probably also does 
personal photo shoots?” 


I too knew that well. 


Before returning back to 4000 days, didn’t I used to collect those magazines and pictorials? Even the 
Black Dragon Witch right in front of me was a regular model for magazine covers. 


“No, mysticism! I want to have a mysterious concept.” 
However, if I was the one involved, it’d be a different story. 
“Why? You don’t want to shoot a pictorial?” 

Was I shot in the head to be like that?! 

“T’ll die of embarrassment.” 


“They’re all shy at first. No wait, the Heretic Questioner didn’t know what shame was even when he 
first started... He’s an exception. Death King, if we’re talking about embarrassing things, when you 
went up the Pavilion at the Aegim Empire and shouted, that was even more...” 


“T’m leaving the top five guilds if it’s not mysticism.” 


I meant it whole-heartedly. 


The Witch lightly laughed. 

“Yes. I suppose you’ll do that. You look like you’d really do it.” 
“What should I do about the mysterious concept?” 

“Simple. You just need to have a good poker face.” 


This was the first time in my life ever that I heard somebody advising me ,saying ‘Keep a good poker 
face’. 


“SNS activities are absolutely forbidden. No magazines or broadcast. Even if a personal broadcast 
streamer or media company asks for an interview, refuse it. It’s okay to have an interview about twice a 
year. I’ll only send you reporters that I have verified in advance.” 


Hmmm. 

“.,.That’s all>?” 

“You still don’t know how difficult that will be.” 

The Witch giggled. 

“Attention is a drug. The most addictive sort of drug.” 

The Sword Saint stepped in after she said that. 

“Tt’s also a drug that thoroughly destroys people the most.” 


“That’s right. If just 10 people paid attention to someone, that person would feel happy. But when you 
reach this spot, even if you say a few words, dozens and hundreds of people will react to it. There 
aren’t really a lot of people who can resist this sort of drug.” 


An even bigger crowd gathered. 

It was as if the population of the whole city gathered here. 
“Tt’s all for naught.” 

That’s what the Sword Saint said. 

“Yeah. But it sure is a pleasant piece of crap.” 

The Witch replied. 


“Maybe knowing how to enjoy this kind of drug is also a famous person’s accomplishment. Until they 
get tired of the drug. Or you could choose to hang in there until you’re disillusioned with your 
companions who take the same drug. What do you want to do, Death King?” 


I looked around me. 


A curtain of people. 


It was packed with people, leaving no gaps. The camera flashes went off constantly, so I had to squint. 
The continuous flashes were eye-blinding, and felt like a mirage, and the curtain of people looked 
almost like a shadow. 


“...No one would be as hung up on others as I was.” 
I opened my mouth. 


“What I want to get is recognition. And although I don’t really know... I think receiving attention and 
recognition is a little different.” 


I thought of the Flame Emperor. 
Before returning 4000 times, he was the supreme being that hogged the limelight of the tower. 


“T don’t need the attention of millions of people. Just the attention of people around me is enough. 
Hundreds of thousands or millions, what I want from the people of the world is... It’s not attention, it’s 
recognition.” 


“Alright then.” 

The Witch smiled. 

“T think they’re not that different. But if that’s your answer, I’ ll respect it.” 
“Yes.” 

“I’m glad you’re such a person.” 

I had heard something like that before too. 

“So how do you make a good poker face?” 

“T’Il teach you the secret.” 

The sound of the crowd burst from every direction. 

Shortly, the speed of our party dropped to about 10 centimeters per second. 
“This really reminds me of a bad memory.” 

“A bad memory?” 

“Yes. In my case, when I was in the outside world, my father died in a civil war.” 
The Witch said calmly. 


“Tt was when I was seven. I was running away with my parents, and the soldiers probably came after 
us. My father stayed behind. Then, my father shouted, ‘Don’t look back and run quickly’. But...” 


The witch led the way through the crowd. 
“T really ran without looking back. I heard a gunshot, but I didn’t turn around. I kept running.” 


Snap! Snap! 


The camera’s flashes didn’t stop. 

“Tt happened when you were young right.” 
“Tt happened when I was young.” 

The witch murmured. 


“Tt’s not that I hated the fact that I ran away. I was a kid. But, why didn’t I look back? It would have 
been an easy thing to do. It was just looking.” 


its ” 


“T think of those times when I have to put on a poker face. When I recall the memory of my heart 
beating fast, I can put up a really good poker face. It’s like a little magic trick of my own.” 


The Witch looked at me. 

“You have one or two such memories, don’t you?” 

I did. 

A dark alley. 

I recalled the memory of when the Flame Emperor gripped my head and burned my whole body. 
“T suppose so.” 

I could tell even without looking in the mirror. 

That I was putting up a perfect poker face. 

“Please look here for a while!” 

“Please say something, anything!” 

“Black Dragon Witch, when can I hear the official announcement...” 
“What kind of relationship do the two of you have?!” 

“Sword Saint-nim! What do you think of Death King?!” 


When I looked around again, before I knew it, I got used to the camera flashes, so I could see my 
surroundings better. I had never been surrounded by such a large crowd before. It was also the first time 
that I faced a shower of flashes like this. 


But. 

“Tt’s immediately effective though?” 

I wasn’t as out of mind as before. 

It was just my usual calmness. 

The Witch lifted the corners of her mouth slightly. 


“You’re a fast learner huh. You’ll get used to it soon.” 


The world clearly changed in 5 days. 
But it wasn’t to a level where I had to change with it. 
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We got through the crowd and finally managed to reach the café. 

At the café, there were people with anticipating faces waiting for me. 

“Hahaha, welcome!” 

Heretic Questioner. The guild master of the Ten Thousand Temple shook my right arm. 


“T never thought you’d actually clear the 20th floor in just five days! It’s the greatest feat that’s ever 
happened since the tower was built. I sincerely respect you, Hunter Kim Gong-ja! No. We’Il have to 
call you Death King from now on!” 


“Right now, I still doubt whether this is a dream or not, but...” 
Crusader sipped her iced coffee. 


“Honestly, I thought that you three, Black Dragon Witch, Sword Saint, and you, would fail the raid and 
die. But you even cleared the 20th floor by yourself? Amazing. If you have a secret know-how, please 
let us know.” 


“What secret?” 

I sat on one side of the table. 

“You just need to lead a good life though?” 

“That’s very practical advice.” 

Crusader smiled bitterly. 

“Anyways, it’s nice to see you after such a long time. Everyone. How have you been?” 
“Well, it’s only been five days since the last time we met.” 

Puff. Holding a pipe, Count smoked some tobacco. 


“At first, we stayed in the throne room just like we promised. A promise was a promise. But after a 
while, all of a sudden, the Empire’s NPCs started moving around. It took us by surprise!” 
[T/N: Originally called Reception room. ] 


“Ah.” 
It was when I defeated the Devil King on the 12th floor. 


I defeated the Devil King and received a quest. It was then that the time that had been stopped began to 
flow again. 


“T didn’t think that far. How’d it go?” 


“The NPCs of the Empire thought we were intruders who invaded the Imperial Palace!” 
The Heretic Questioner tottered. 


“Someone in fancy clothes yelled, ‘Catch those intruders!’. Then the Knights of the Empire and the 
elite soldiers came to catch us. My my my, it sent a shiver down our spines!” 


“But this kid had a lot of tricks.” 

Venomous Snake, guild master of Chen Mu-mun. 

A one-eyed Hunter ruffled Heretic Questioner’s head. 

“First, we obediently surrendered and then we escaped from prison. Was what I meant. For real now.” 


“Aha ha ha! Wasn’t it fun? How could we have known that such a secret passage was hidden in the 
underground prison! It felt like I went back to my childhood days!” 


“Hmmm? I heard you were caught by a Bulgarian mafia when you were a kid.” 
“Ves!” 
Heretic Questioner giggled innocently. 


“That’s why I recalled the fun times from my childhood. Prison! Underground! Escape! Ahhh, these 
were all ‘decorations’ that brightened my childhood beautifully! Everything has become a nostalgic 
memory for me now.” 


“Crazy bastard...” 
Venomous Snake sighed deeply. 


While I was working hard to hack up the Devil King’s minions, the guild master’s party seemed to 
have been pretty active as well. 


“Uhuh. I know all too well that we all had a wonderful life out there in the outside world.” 
The witch shrugged and sat down at the table. 


“The Count was born in a slum village in India. Venomous Snake, your parents were gang leaders. 
Crusader had suffered some hardships in Venezuela.” 


“So we were all garbage when we were in the outside world. Don’t you all agree?” 
The mood at the cafe instantly turned gloomy 

Only the sound of Crusader sipping her coffee flowed quietly. 

“ ,.That’s not something we should talk about here.” 

Crusader quietly glanced over at me. 


“Do you mean to treat Death King as a member of [Us] now?” 


“Yes.” 
Said the Witch. 


“You guys probably don’t know, but Death King had made a decisive contribution to clearing the 
tower.” 


“That’s something we also know.” 
“No. You all don’t know.” 
The Witch shook her head. 


“In the raid this time, we didn’t have a single casualty. Even on the 11th floor, where a lot of Hunters 
participated together. This was all thanks to Death King who taught me the strategies and tactics to 
clearing the floors.” 


All the Hunter’s eyes were on me. 

Yes. 

“It’s true.” 

“p> 

The Witch opened her mouth. 

“This man, I want to make him the hero who represents our tower.” 

Silence hung over the cafe. 

The Witch looked at the Hunters that were sitting around the table one by one. 
“Count. You disclosed too much of your wealth.” 

“Tt’s true, I can’t say otherwise.” 

“Heretic Questioner. You’ve killed too many people.” 

“Yes! It was a necessary sacrifice!” 

“Crusader. You don’t like receiving attention from other people at all.” 

“Tt’s just how my character is.” 

“And Venomous Snake. You...” 

“Huh? What?” 

“...[’m sorry. You’re too ugly.” 

Venomous Snake pouted. A dejected expression. But he soon bowed his head. 
It was a portrait of a sorrowful middle-aged man. 


“Sword Saint, as we all know, is an old man that is only crazy for the sword.” 


“Mmhmmm.” 
“And me, I have to constantly act behind the scenes so it can’t be me.” 
After looking at those sitting at the table one by one, the Witch finally looked back at me. 


“On the other hand, Death King doesn’t have any impression on the public yet. If we try hard enough, 
we can make it so that he becomes a perfect hero however much we want. This is an opportunity. An 
opportunity to revamp the tower’s previous image.” 


“Would that really be the case?” 
Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. 


“We’re all people that have been around for a long time, so it’s true our presence has grown a little 
weaker! We’ve continued to print out magazines that contain updates on the activities of Hunters, but in 
the outside world, the sales volume is steadily decreasing!” 


“Yes. That’s what I mean.” 

“Then we’ll have to start ‘making’ our image from today onwards!” 
Heretic Questioner stood up. 

And just like a puppy, he began to circle around me. 


“Hmm. You’re a little short. But that’s fine! As you can see from my example, the photos will be able 
to cover all that!” 


“Uae” 

No. Wasn’t he just emphasizing that his height was his charming point? 

There was a big smile on the short Hunter’s small face. 

“[A short but passionate man, Death King]. If you use a catchphrase like this, it’1l work!” 
Without having the chance to say anything, the Hunters gathered around me. 

Witch. Count. Venomous Snake. Crusader. 


Regardless of which guild they were from, all of them came close to me, and carefully examined my 
whole body. 


“T’m asking just in case, but are you seeing anyone now?” 

“Uh... No, I’m not.” 

“What about since you entered the tower? Any ex-lovers?” 

“Nope.” 

“That means, there’s no need to worry about a scandal. This is the best!” 


I didn’t know what was best about it. 


The top-ranking Hunters began to chatter among themselves. 


“T’ve been watching him from the side, but this man, when he smiles, he gives off a cunning 
impression. So I’m thinking of going ahead with the mysticism concept. Anything else, wouldn’t 
matter since he would just have to put up a good poker face.” 


“But we’re in a pinch, he has never dated anyone before.” 
Said the Crusader. 


“We need to create a scandal that doesn’t exist here. Otherwise, the people out there are just going to 
spread false rumors....” 


“No worries. I’ll take care of it.” 


“Ohhh! Will it be a scenario where love blossomed as you stood side by side fighting together for five 
days? Hahaha, I like it! I can make a story that people would definitely dig!” 


“What about a scenario where he donated the majority of the money he earned so far to an orphanage? 
In case something like this might happen, I made regular donations anonymously(#é #). Let’s just say 
the donations were actually from Death King.” 














“Mmhmm. I’ll leave it to you, Count.” 

What’s this? 

What’s going on here? 

“For starters, let’s call a photographer! Let’s take some pictures!” 
Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. 


“Call all the designers, too. We’re going to have to at least give a picture to the press by the end of the 
day anyway. We’ve already taken a video of the battle on the 11th floor, so we’ll upload it on the 
internet when the right time comes!” 


No. 

Wait. 

“Hey, guys....” 

“Don’t worry.” 

The Witch stopped me and smiled. 

It was a smile that told me about her numerous profound experiences. 


“Death King. You won’t have to do anything. We’|l take care of everything. You... that’s right. You just 
have to do what you’ve always done till now.” 


“No, you said it was a mysticism concept. I thought we didn’t need someone like a designer?” 


“Tt’s just today, please.” 


The Witch gently put her hands together. 


“Everyone in the world wants to know about you. One picture. Let’s just take one picture and show it 
to the people. Huh? Don’t worry, Death King. The designers who signed an exclusive contract with us 
are amazing.” 


I came to a realization 30 minutes later, that it was never going to be just one picture. 
“Look here!” 
Snap! 


Up to ten designers came and dressed me up. They styled my hair. Whenever I was dressed and my hair 
was styled, the photographer’s camera flashes started to go off. 


“Yes, that’s good. This time, hold the dagger! Like a wolf in a thicket waiting to hunt its prey!” 
“No... Wait...” 

“Very good!” 

Snap! 


The Hunters huddled behind the photographer. They whispered as they examined my pose with hawk- 
like gazes. 


“Dressing up in a suit unexpectedly fits him well.” 

“Maybe we should go with a somewhat playful vibe.” 

“No can do! Because the playful concept is mine first!” 

“That’s true. Then what should we... Then how about a flaming youth with an adventurous spirit?” 
“Let’s go with that.” 

Snap! 

“Very good!” 

Very good, my ass. 

-Poohahahahahahha! Pooha, poohahaa! Keuhahahahahahhahah!! 

Bae Hu-ryeong was rolling about in the air since a while ago. 


1 hour passed, and then 2 hours went by, but the photo shoot didn’t seem like it would end anytime 
soon, so my patience reached a limit. 


“I’m not doing it! Let’s stop all this!” 
I stripped off the suit I was wearing and threw it on the floor. 


“Hunters just have to climb the tower diligently! What media image?! What photoshoot?! Because all 
these useless things are always on your mind, for several years, the lot of you couldn’t even clear the 
10th floor!” 


Silence. 


Did my heartfelt words work? The air became awkward. All the Hunters, including the Witch, stared at 
my face. 


And nodded. 

“_,.Wasn’t that a pretty good speech?” 

“Mmhmm. It felt like you really are a flaming youth with an adventurous spirit!” 
“The headline of this time’s magazine will be [The Hunter Who Climbed the Tower].” 
“We also had that passion in our twenties....” 

It didn’t work at all. 


“Ahhh, no thanks! I came here to talk about the 20th floor. I’ll give you all the rights from the 10th to 
the 19th floor, so make sure the 20th floor is mine!” 


The Hunters nodded again. 
“T like your greedless concept, too.” 


“How about this for tomorrow’s newspaper headline? [Death King, Shocking Announcement. Declares 
to distribute the rights of the 10th to 19th floors to all the other Hunters. Declares that he’s satisfied 
with being able to clear the tower. ] 


“Agreed!” 


“Tt will be appropriate to write an article on the second page like this, [Death King, known to have 
regularly donated to an orphanage].” 


“Yeah. Let’s just say that we’re giving him the 20th floor as a sign of gratitude and respect to Death 
King.” 


“Perfect! Ahhh, what a beautiful finish!” 

Wrong. 

They didn’t listen to a single thing I said. 

These people were too preoccupied right now by the idea of making me a hero. 
“Just give up, young man.” 

The Sword Saint spoke bluntly. 

The old swordsman stood with his back against the pillar of the building. 


“The same thing happened when I was ranked number 1. Something like being old would make a 
favourable impression on the world, and asking me to grow my beard differently. I heard all sorts of 
things then.” 


Oh my God. 


“This was what they wanted to show the outside world. [We’re living an honorable life too] It’s kind of 
an inferiority complex.” 


The old man murmured. 


“They abandoned everything in the outside world and came to the tower anyway. What’s so pathetic 
about it...” 


The Sword Saint stepped away. 
“Let’s go.” 
“Yes?” 


“If you stay here, it’ll be endless. After you finish the photo shoot, they’ I tell you to take a video and 
then after that, they’ II tell you to prepare for a press conference. They’re that kind of people. If you 
don’t run away now, the whole day will go by just like that.” 


It sounded horrible. 

Without the need to even think about it, I said. 
“Let’s run away quickly!” 

“Good decision.” 


Focusing aura on the tip of our toes, we ran. A cry could be heard from behind us, “Ahhh!” but we 
didn’t stop. 


“Death King!” 
Cried the Witch. 


“I’m holding a press conference tomorrow, so come back in the morning if you can! You shouldn’t be 
seen by others, so go around secretly! Even if you want to run away, get on the roof and run! Be 
careful!” 


Bae Hu-ryeong laughed hysterically. 

-Hey. That person isn’t an angel, nor is she a Goddess. Isn’t she more like a mom? 
That really was the case. 

And I didn’t even know what kind of existence a Mother was. 

4. 

Before I knew it, the sun had set. 


Following what the Witch advised us, we went towards the roof and ran. Looking down from above, 
there were still hundreds of people crowding in front of the cafe. A swarm of reporters from the 
broadcasting station was there too. 


‘We could’ve been in trouble if we went out from the front door!’ 


We skipped through the crimson-colored roof. 

The place we stopped at, was the bell tower built in the square. 

The guard who was guarding the bell tower and fiddling with a smartphone recognized us belatedly. 
“Hukkk! Swo-, Sword Saint-nim!” 

“Mmmhmm.” 

The Sword Saint landed at the bell tower easily. 

“T’m sorry, but can you excuse us for a moment?” 

“Ahhh. It’s... That’s....” 

“Five minutes is enough.” 


The young guard was flustered. He must’ve been taken aback when a living legend asked him to 
excuse himself. Then our eyes met, and the guard’s eyes opened wide. 


“Are you perhaps the Death King! >?” 
“Ah. Yes.” 
“Uwaaa. Wowv! It’s my first time seeing you in person, woww! Awesome!” 


The guard scurried through his bag. A romance novel popped out from the bag. He seemed to have 
brought some random things to kill time when he was on guard duty. 


“Thi-, this is the only paper I have right now! May I have your autograph, please?” 
Sword Saint took the novel as if he was familiar with this situation. 
“Do you have a pen?” 

“He-here it is!” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Well, I haven’t received a nickname yet, so...!” 

The old swordsman signed in neat strokes. 

The guard took the sign like an innocent boy and looked back at me. 
I don’t know why, but his eyes were very bright. 

“Dea-, Death King-nim, may I also ask for your signature too!” 
“Uh.” 

My autograph? 

“T’ve never signed anything before though....” 


“Tt’s my lifelong wish! Please!” 


Dazed, I was given a pen and a novel. 
How is his lifelong wish to receive my autograph? How light was his life? 


Feeling a little awkward, I put down the novel. Sword Saint’s autograph was already written there. 
While I was trying to write my autograph with a pen, I suddenly realized that it was the first time I had 
written the name “Death King”. 


Before I realized, Sword Saint’s and my handwriting was already side by side. 


+ 
Sword Saint # i. 





Death King #t =. 





“Tha-, thank you! Thank you so much!” 


The guard bowed his back. Afraid that the autograph might disappear, the guard quickly took the novel 
back. 


When the guard took the novel, I was filled with a strange feeling, and it was hard for me to even 
determine what it felt like. 


“Excuse me...” 


“T’ll honor it as a family heirloom! Don’t worry! I’ll never sell it to anyone else! Oh, thank you both so 
much! Have a happy weekend!” 


The guard quickly went down the steps of the bell tower. Thrilled, he said “Yayyy! What a lucky day!”, 
and his excited voice gradually faded downwards. 


When the voice was finally gone, A speck-like crimson red sun that was setting could be seen from the 
bell tower. 


And only the silent breathing of the two remained. 
Both of us were silent for a while. 

And then... 

“Errmmm, Sword Saint-nim.” 

“Hey, young man.” 


Sword Saint’s and my words clashed and faded away. It became like that because both of us spoke at 
the same time. 


An awkward silence, but it didn’t last long. 


I said. 


“Sword Saint-nim, to you, it must look as if I have killed a tremendous amount of people. A mass 
murderer that must be punished.” 


I looked at the Sword Saint with a calm face. 


“But if you look in the mirror, you will also see a mass murderer who has killed a great number of 
people. That person is you, Sword Saint-nim.” 


Sword Saint was looking at the sunset, not me. 


“But Sword Saint-nim, you wouldn’t punish yourself for that. This is because you have a clear standard 
for killing someone. And the standard is [punish those who hurt many people].” 


While the twilight spread, I continued on saying. 


“T also had clear standards, and that was why I did what I did. And the standard is [punish those who 
hurt many people].” 


This was what I had prepared in advance since the time I lied to the Sword Saint that I was a prophet. 


“If Sword Saint-nim killed someone because they killed many people before, I killed someone before 
they could kill many other people.” 


It was a meticulous lie that I specially prepared for the Sword Saint. 
“So, Sword Saint-nim. You and J are actually walking on the same path...... 
“Young man.” 

But before I could finish my lie, the old man gently called out to me. 
“You don’t have to try to justify yourself like that.” 

Yes. 

“Sword Saint-nim, I....” 

“Young man.” 

I shut my mouth as he called out to me in his low-pitched voice. 
While staring at the sunset, the old man muttered. 

“T’m different from the other Hunters.” 

At first glance, the remark seemed to come out of the blue. 


“Black Dragon Witch. Count. Heresy Questioner. Venomous Snake. Crusader... they’re all kids who 
suffered harshly in the outside world. But I’m different. I was born without shortages, and lived without 
any shortages.” 


Marcus Calenberry. 


I knew the old man in front of me was from a prestigious household. Rather than knowing, I did a full- 
scale investigation on him as a foe, and looked him up. They say he came from a prestigious family 
recognized throughout Northern Europe. 


“When the tower appeared in the world, I had already built my own family. I ran a company, I had been 
married, I had children, I had seen my children have grandsons and granddaughters. I’ve seen enough 
success already.” 


The Sword Saint’s voice was calm. 

“But I questioned.” 

“What do you mean by questioned?” 

“Is my success all due to my capabilities? I suddenly felt curious.” 
The old man slowly pulled his sword out of its sheath. 

“Wasn’t it purely because I was born into a good household?” 

The sunset shone. 

The sword was crimson-red even though it had not cut anything. 


“Wasn’t it just because I was a ‘bird’ born into a good family, received a good education, met good 
friends, and grew up only by drinking the best things? I was proud of the fact that I achieved everything 
myself...But maybe it was just a delusion of someone trapped in a birdcage.” 


The Sword Saint explained. 

“No, that’s not it.” 

It was a blade-like sharp voice. 

“That can’t be.” 

A scarlet heart, like the sunset, was possessed by him. 


“I’m sure I was born with something good. However, I wanted to stand tall and proud on my own. I 
wanted to prove that my pride was not a delusion.” 


“_..S0 that’s why you came to the tower.” 
“Yes.” 

The old man nodded. 

His wrinkles were deep and thick. 


“He who enters the tower can never go back to the outside world. Only my body. In this place where 
there are no prestigious households, no families, and no aides who support me... I wanted to prove my 
way of life with my own body.” 


However, the Sword Saint murmured. 


“T seem to have let my guard down unknowingly.” 
“Open Skill Card. Disclose.” 

Shinngggeg! 

A silver card floated from the hand of the Sword Saint. 
+ 

[Detective’s Insight] 

Rank: B- 


Effects: You can see the opponent’s kill count. It does not include indirect murder. Only murders 
committed with a clear intention are counted. 


><However, you are not able to know the method of killing. 
+ 

“T was foolish.” 

The Sword Saint lowered his skill card. 


“T was going to only trust my eyes and hands, but... Before I knew it, I was relying on [Skills]. I saw it 
through the skill rather than through my own eyes, and I had blind faith in the judgment of the skill 
rather than in my own judgment.” 


Then, 

“Young man. I’ll ask you one last time.” 

The old man’s blue eyes turned to look at me. 

“Have you ever killed a single innocent life>” 

Is that all? 

So that’s why he said I didn’t have to try to justify myself. I was convinced. 
Yes. To justify is to do it with one’s own ‘head’ as I just did. 


No matter how elaborate a lie maybe, it’s just to fool someone’s mind, and not for winning over their 
hearts. 


“No.” 

Persuasion, and not convincing. 

“T’ve never done that, Sword Saint-nim.” 
Just like what I did as the pillar of the tower, 
I said whole-heartedly. 


“T won’t do that in the future either.” 


The Sword Saint shut his eyes gently. 

As if he was reflecting on my expression and voice. 

A long silence passed. 

And. 

“Huppp!” 

The card flew away. 

The card that flew into the air, was cut with the crimson-red blade. 
A card split in two. 

A golden ray of light from the sunset pierced through the cut gap. 
“T believe in my eyes.” 

Soon, the cards became sprinkles of light and dispersed. 

The skill was destroyed. 


“You’ve had a hard time for the last five days. Thank you for going along with the stubbornness of an 
old man.” 


The Sword Saint sheathed his sword. 


“Tt’s a bit late to tell you now but, it was quite a pleasant experience seeing you break through the 12th 
to 19th floors. Take a good rest today. When the press conference ends tomorrow, the 21st floor will be 
opened immediately after.” 


The old man stomped on the floor. 

Just before skipping to the roof of another building, he glanced at me. 
“T’ll look forward to seeing you perform on the next floor. Death King.” 
And in an instant, he was quite a distance away from the bell tower. 
For a long time, I stood absent-mindedly. 

I opened my mouth reluctantly. 

“Sword Emperor. What just....” 

-Uhhhh. 

“Just now, Sword Saint-nim acknowledged me, didn’t he?” 

-I think so. 

My heart was at ease. 


“Waaaaah....” 


My knees went weak and I slowly sat down. The floor made of stone was chilly. I stared blankly at the 
red sky that was slowly fading and began to turn dark. 


“Wow, it’s really... It’s really over. The 20th floor is also mine now. And the guild masters will take 
care of the press... Yes. It’s really all over.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong giggled. 
-What do you mean over? Someone else might think you just cleared the 50th floor or something. 
“Just from what I feel right now, it’s like I just cleared the 90th floor.” 


-Tch tch tch. Zombie, sometimes I get confused about whether you have nerves of steel or are you just 
another coward. 


“Actually, I sometimes get confused too....” 

Anyway, I wrapped up all that I’ve done till the 20th floor. 

When I thought of what I had done, I was engulfed by a strange sense of satiety. 
[The Goddess of Protection was impressed by your achievements! ] 

A voice that hadn’t been heard for a while rang. 

“Huh?” 

Come to think of it. 


Despite defeating the Devil King of Fall Rain, the Goddess of Protection remained silent. No, except 
for the time when I broke through the 12th floor for the first time, the Goddess of Protection was 
actually always silent. 


[The Goddess of Protection acknowledges all your accomplishments! ] 
As if venting out all she wanted to say all while being silent all along, a series of voices could be heard. 


[The Goddess of Protection concluded that even though you have lied about being an Apostle of the 
Goddess, in actuality, you are fully qualified to be an Apostle. ] 


[Goddess of Protection allows you to employ her name in the future! ] 
But there was something strange about her words. 
“_,.What does she mean by using her name in the future? What does that mean?” 


[The Goddess of Protection is hurt by your words, given the fact that we’ve been doing well together so 
far.] 


It became more and more incomprehensible. 
“We’ve been doing well together so far?” 
[The Goddess of Protection asks you to look down. ] 


I looked down. 


There was nothing but the stone floor. 

[The Goddess of Protection asks you to look to the left a little bit more.] 
I shifted my gaze to the left. 

At that side, my legs and waist were there. 


On my waist, there was a legendary weapon that was bestowed by the Goddess to the Aegim Empire’s 
Founding Emperor, in other words, Lefanta Aegim’s Holy Protection Sword, which was worn with a 
sheath. 


“_,.Wait a minute. By any chance?” 

[The Goddess of Protection advises that you focus your attention on your waist. ] 

I felt strange. 

I recalled the scene where I was fighting against the Devil King’s army on the 12th floor. 


At that time, I was sure that there was a voice stating that the Goddess of Protection was squeezing out 
the last drop of her power. As soon as the words were over, a white ray of light burst out of something I 
was holding on to. 


There was no other miracle after that. 


“No. Wait a minute. Don’t tell me the [Goddess of Protection] that was mentioned from time to time in 
the fight against the Devil King is...” 


I said it with a heart full of disbelief. 

“You... were you a ‘sword’?” 

After a while. 

The voice answered. 

[The Goddess of Protection has affirmed your question! ] 

Oh my God. 

To think the Holy Protection Sword I was using all this while, was actually a sacred sword. 
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Chapter 53 — The Obsessed Final King (1) 
Translator: WH Editor: Sasha 


-All of you are now watching an amazing video right now! 


-A witch, more popularly known as the Black Dragon Witch is leading the 11th floor raid team. This is 
the latest video we just got from BBS. Oh! Let me zoom in on this part. 


-Yes, this is the part! Let’s pause the video for a second. 
A quiet waiting room. 
I was watching TV mindlessly. 


— To all our viewers, can you see it? The Black Dragon Witch is holding hands with another Hunter. 
This Hunter is presumed to be Death King(#t +). 





-If the video wasn’t fabricated, it would mean that Death King hunted the 11th floor stage boss in a 
single stroke. It’s often called a one-shot one-kill among Hunters. But until now, there was never a 
precedence where the boss monster was defeated in one-shot. 


The caster and commentator were in a commotion. 
-So you’re saying this is the first time? 


-Yes, it is. Of course, the Black Dragon Witch helped, but the Hunter who faced the boss monster by 
himself seemed to be Death King. 


Underneath the screen was a breaking news caption, “[Death King’s Press Conference This Afternoon]. 
-Everyone, let’s watch the next video together. 


-Death King who has been under the veil all this while had finally showed up yesterday afternoon. He 
came back to Babylon on the transfer gate. As you can see, the Black Dragon Witch and Sword Saint 
were with him. 


-It looks like they’re escorting Death King though? 

-Yes. To properly convey the vibe of the scene, I’ll raise my voice for a bit. 
There was a video that seemed to be taken by someone on their cell phone. 
In the middle of the screen, I was expressionlessly walking. 

-Please look this way for a while! 

-Please don’t push me away! Please say something! 

-Black Dragon Witch, when can we hear the official announcements?! 
-What kind of relationship are you two.... 


Tikkk! 


I couldn’t stand watching it anymore and pressed the remote control. 

I frowned at Bae Hu-ryeong who was watching the TV with me side by side. 

-Ahhh, why did you turn it off? I was enjoying it for quite a while. 

I opened my mouth. 

“Because I’m so embarrassed that I could just die!” 

This place is the waiting room. 

A day has passed since I received the recognition of Sword Saint. 

Today was the day where the press conference regarding the progress of clearing the tower will be held. 


Originally, it was supposed to be taken care of by the top guild masters, but this time, I was invited as a 
special guest. After a while, the interview will start. 


-Why don’t you just kill yourself? You’re not going to die anyway. 
“But I don’t want to!” 


I didn’t have anything to do until the conference was held, so I thought I’d watch TV, but it was a 
mistake. 


-Ahhh. Fuc-. I got it. Then switch to another channel. 
“All channels talk about me anyway!” 


Whether it was the news channel or the others, almost all the broadcasts were talking about the raid 
from the 10th to 20th floors. And TV shows weren’t the only ones. Things were the same even when I 
looked on the Internet. 


I had become a celebrity after a night’s sleep. 

That’s what I feel like right now. 

[The Goddess of Protection points out that it was just how exceptional your achievement was. | 
The Holy Sword quivered on my waist. 


[Fame is like the taxes a hero has to pay, day by day. The Goddess of Protection advises that you must 
get used to the position of Hero. ] 


I felt so burdened that I lowered the Holy Sword. 


“T was so tired yesterday that I fell asleep and couldn’t talk much...Ms. Goddess, you there? Aren’t you 
thinking too highly of me?” 


[You are the light!] 


The Holy Sword quivered more. 


I don’t know if it was just me, but it felt like she was an idol’s obsessed fan. 


[The Goddess of Protection whispered that she still remembers as clear as day. When you climbed up 
the Empire’s castle and gave that roaring speech. And the imposing stance when you declared ‘Leave 
the Empire to us from now on’, you were so dashing then. ] 


“Ahhhhh!” 

I covered my ears. 

“Stop! Stop it! That was what I uttered when I was completely excited!” 

But it was to no avail. The Sword’s voice was not heard by my ear but transmitted directly to my head. 
The Holy Sword whispered endlessly about my dark history. 


[Goddess of Protection expressed. It’s an unwritten law that a hero must love himself! The words of a 
hero without self-love are always miserable, and it would make even the people around him unhappy. 
In that sense, your confidence is very likable! It’s really quite amazing! ] 


I was right. 

The Goddess of Protection was just my huge fan. 
“Stop... please just stop......! 
Just like me who was once an obsessed fan of Flame Emperor, the Holy Sword had been a fan of mine. 


I wouldn’t mind if she expressed the burning desire of a fan somewhere I couldn’t see. But the Sword’s 
voice was broadcasted live to me 24 hours a day. 


[The Goddess of Protection Confesses. ] 
[I am happy to serve someone like you as my second master! | 
Oh my God. 


Have I ever heard someone sincerely praising me continuously and been in their company for this 
long? Someone, that praised me so incessantly, that it made me think about my dark past which I 
wanted to forget as soon as possible. 


Just kill me instead. 


[Especially when you brought the Devil King of Fall Rain under your reign, and the moment when you 
muttered, “The Lord has the responsibility to protect his own people’, that was truly a great scene... ] 


This was really too much. 





I took out the Odo Oil(## iH) from my backpack. Odo Oil was an oil used to clean a blade. I poured 
some of the oil on a cloth and glared at the Holy Sword. 











“You started it first. This thing.” 


My hand reached closer to the blade of the sword. 


A flicker of white light burst out from the Holy Sword. 

[The Goddess of Protection feels threatened. ] 

[The Goddess of Protection begs you to stop what you’re doing. ] 
[The Goddess of Protection... ] 

10 minutes later. 

[The Goddess of Protection apologizes to you for her blunder.] 
Sparkle-. 


Thanks to my sincere towel skills, the Holy Sword became clean. The blade became as transparent as a 
mirror and reflected my face. But the Holy Sword trembled with shame. 


“Phew, it’s finally a little quiet now.” 
I lowered the Holy Sword which had become morte silent. 


“So I get that you’re a Constellation but why a sword? Did you possess the sword from the very 
beginning?” 


As far as my understanding goes, the Constellation(: 4) was like the administrator of the stage. 





Like the vengeful ghost, the Constellation may have been a monster at first. I couldn’t even imagine 
how the ‘Sword’ became a Constellation. 


As I muttered that question, the Holy Sword gave off a subtle white glow. 

[The Goddess of Protection shakes her head. ] 

[It’s easier to just understand that the Constellation is ‘Something that Represents’ the world. ] 
A representative of the world. 

[The Goddess of Protection muttered. | 


[I was originally a Holy Spirit who was revered as a god. But the Empire’s founder ‘Lefanta Aegim’, 
split me into five swords and sealed me. ] 


[You are the first possessor of the Holy Swords, ‘Idol’.] 

I bat my eyes. 

“Ts the name of the sword Idol?” 

[Positive. ] 

And then the Goddess of Protection named the five swords. 
[First Sword, Idol ({(%).] 

[Second Sword, Pity (1%2%).] 

[Third Sword, Prayer (#7 8).] 




















[Fourth Sword, Sacrifice (tk #).] 
[Fifth Sword, Salvation (4%). ] 
[These are the swords of the five sisters. ] 


[The goddess of Protection bragged that if you gather all the sister swords, she will regain the strength 
from her prime. ] 


“Ohhh hohhh.” 

In short, the sword that was shining in front of my eyes was really just a fragment of the Holy Sword. 
In other words, the other four swords must be found to draw out its real power. 

“Interesting. So where are the sister swords?” 

She did not answer. 

An awkward silence filled the waiting room. 

“Hello? Goddess? I’m asking you where your sisters are?” 


Silence. 
[T/N: Original text is =5& (#KK*A4), which means when someone is not answering even after 
asking about it numerous times. ] 





My eyes sharpened. 

“_.. By any chance, even you don’t know?” 
After a while, a voice murmured. 

[The Goddess of Protection pleads the Fifth. ] 
“Tn the end, that just means you don’t know.” 


[The Goddess of Protection argues that she can feel the presence of the sister swords if they are close 
by. ] 
I shrugged. 


“Well, I’m not in a hurry to find them right now. Anyway, you must have at least a fifth of the power. 
Mr. Idol Sword. What can you do?” 


[I can get absolute support from the citizens of the Aegim Empire. ] 

“T know that better than anyone. Anything else?” 

Shingggg! 

As if the Holy Sword was waiting for it, it emitted light at its maximum output. 
“Aackk! My eyes?! My eyesss?!” 


I rolled around the floor while covering my eyes. 


I could hear the Holy Sword snarling in my head. 
[The Goddess of Protection boasts that she is confident in emitting light. ] 
“T’ve seen it to the point where I’m sick of it, so of course I know it!” 


What in the world??? I was lucky that I protected my eyes with Aura in an instant. I almost lost my 
eyesight! 


“No, what else can you do besides getting the support of the Aegim Empire’s citizens and shining!” 
Silence fell. 

The Holy Sword’s glow dimmed. In human terms, it was as if she was stuttering. 

[I’m confident in manipulating monsters. ] 

[Hurriedly, The Goddess of Protection adds that she is also confident in manipulating humans. ] 
Knock knock knock. 


Amid the silence, where I was dumbfounded, someone knocked on the waiting room door. I quickly 
sheathed the Holy Sword. From someone else’s point of view, I would look like a madman if I was 
seen talking to the sword. 


“You are?” 

“It’s me.” 

The Witch’s voice could be heard from outside the door. 
“You’ve been noisy since a while ago. Is something wrong?” 
“T’m alright. Nothing’s going on!” 

“Ts that so...?” 

The Witch seemed suspicious but did not question me further. 


“The press conference will start in five minutes. The reporters will probably shoot you loads of 
questions frantically. And the 21st floor will be open by the end of the press conference. We’re gonna 
answer the reporters in moderation and then head straight to the 21st floor. Do you understand?” 


“Ves!” 
“What a great reply... Don’t come out late.” 


I heard footsteps beyond the door. Tack tack. I pulled the Holy Sword out only after I properly checked 
that the Witch’s steps were far away. 


And glared silently at the blade. 


“Basically, besides being able to shine, there’s nothing else you’re useful for at all.” 


[The Goddess of Protection is protesting against your biased opinions... ] 


“Alright then. From now on, you’re not the Goddess of Protection, I’ll call you Shiny. It’s a waste for 
you to have the name Holy Sword!” 


Come to think of it, this Constellation was pathetic! 


Didn’t she fail to protect her world and got devoured by the Devil King of Fall Rain? In the end, I had 
to ‘carry’ this Constellation and protect her world. Like the vengeful ghost, this Constellation was not 
in a position to raise its head against me. 


“And it’s too noisy. My head’s already overloaded with one of that Sword Emperor. I’m losing my 
mind because you keep going ‘Goddess of Protection’ this, ‘Goddess of Protection’ that! From now on, 
don’t talk to me unless you really have to.” 


[The Goddess of Protection... ] 

“Ohh hoh! Don’t make me return you to the Aegim Empire. Do you understand, Shiny?” 
Silence hung around for a while. 

After a moment, the Holy Sword quivered. 

[My Lord, Shiny agrees. ] 

It was at this moment that I acquired the Constellation. 

vz 

The press conference was held in the square. 


Not only the central square but also the alleys were packed. A crowd that looked like it easily exceeded 
tens of thousands. As we walked onto the stage set up in the middle of the plaza, cameras flashed all 
around us. 


The Witch, Sword Saint, Me. 
The three of us sat side by side at the table that was prepared beforehand. 
“-Thank you for welcoming us.” 


It was the Witch who spoke into the microphone. As the Witch’s calm voice flowed, cheers soared from 
the corners of the plaza. 


“Black Dragon Witch-nim!” 
“Kyaaaaaaa!” 
“Please look here, Black Dragon Witch-nim! Just once will do!” 


A group of people waved their placards around. There was even a person who brought a picture of a 
magazine cover that the Witch modelled for. 


‘Pretty incredible.’ 


Was it because the Saintess(##%) had not appeared yet? As a female Hunter, Black Dragon Witch was 
enjoying incomparable popularity. 


After bowing her head as a sign of greeting, the Witch started the conference in all seriousness. 


“As you all may know, we’ve cleared the 10th to 20th floor. It was a splendid achievement as featured 
by the various media outlets, broadcasts, and even small media outlets. We’ve been wondering how to 
announce this joyous news.... But it seems like we didn’t have to worry about it as you all promoted it 
well. Yes, that’s right. Thank you all very much for letting us save the advertising expenses.” 


There was a slight laugh from the press corps that occupied the front row of the stage. 
“But there’s something else that we’re very proud of this time.” 
The plaza gradually quieted down. 


“Tt isn’t about the fact that the 10th floor that we’ve been longing to clear over the years has finally 
come true. And neither is it related to the event of us having cleared up to the 20th floor at an 
unexpected speed. Zero casualties. The fact that not a single person died... Of all things, this was what 
made us happy the most.” 


After a little humour, she expressed her sincere feelings. 


Even to me, an outsider, I could see that the Black Dragon Witch skilfully led the conference with her 
speech. 


‘As expected, she has to be at this level to be the biggest guild’s leader.’ 

I wondered if she was really the same person who dressed me up yesterday and acted like a fool. 
“Everyone. Please look down for a moment.” 

Said the Witch. 


“Look at the ground of Babylon’s plaza that you are stepping on. You will be able to see each stone 
engraved with a name. The names of the fallen warriors thus far. The names of our seniors who devoted 
their lives to clear the tower.” 


We-ingggg- 
The cameras of the press corps flashed across the floor in unison. 


“When we raided the 2nd floor, when we raided the 3rd floor, countless names were engraved on the 
floor. It is because of their sacrifices that we can be here today. In front of all these people... I’m really 
happy to be able to announce this.” 


The Witch’s voice resonated throughout the plaza. 
“Today, we didn’t engrave anyone’s name on the plaza.” 


Snap! Snap! 


Reporters snapped photos alternately between the tiles on the plaza’s floor and the Witch. This would 
determine the photos that will be published in the newspaper, and also decide the atmosphere and mood 
of today’s conference. The crowd shouted the Witch’s name and cheered. 


“There’s no need for me to even butt in.’ 

I watched the conference unfold with an expressionless face. 
I felt gratified for no reason. 

‘As expected, siding with the right people is important.’ 
Feeling at ease, I glanced at the sky. 

[01:22:10] 


It was the same as when the 11th floor was opened. Even now, there was a clock of light in the sky. 
When the number indicates 0:0:00, the 21st floor will be opened. 


‘I can’t wait to finish the press conference and go to the 21st floor...’ 

When the press conference was proceeding smoothly. 

During the session of the reporters’ questions and the Witch’s replies. 

“This is Reporter John Evans from Babylon Daily News!” 

A reporter sprang on his feet. 

“T have a question for Death King, the new 3rd rank.” 

‘Huh? Me?’ 

I stared at the reporter. 

Naturally, the eyes of the people who gathered in the plaza were also on me. 


“There are a lot of rumours about your sudden rise in the ranking, Death King-nim. Especially the 
speculation that you are the [the Big Rookie that the big guilds have been secretly raising from a long 
time ago]. It sounds extremely convincing!” 


UT 


“Tf this is really true, then it would mean that Death King-nim is a hero intentionally created by the big 
guilds. What do you think of these suspicions?” 


Roaring. 
There was a commotion at the plaza. 


“There are also many voices of concerns that the top guilds may unite and monopolize the 10th to 20th 
floors. In particular, I heard that Death King-nim has been given the exclusive rights to the 20th floor! 
Is that true!” 


A commotion was stirred up even further. 


Tsk. 


The Witch sitting next to me was expressionless, but she clicked her tongue so soft that only I could 
hear it. She turned off the microphone and murmured. 


“He’s trying to aggro you. Don’t answer him. I’ll take care of it.” 
[T/N: aggro is like aggravating you, i.e. making you lose your cool. ] 


“No.” 

I shook my head. 

“These kinds of people will keep popping out anyway. I’ll have to make myself clear at least once.” 
"Bus. 

“Tt’s all right.” 

I reached out my hand to the Witch. 

“Please hand me the microphone.” 

My determination was resolute. 

Before climbing the 21st floor, I have to make sure to nip this kind of aggro in the bud. 
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Chapter 54 — The Obsessed Last King (2) 
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“Haihhh.” 
The witch sighed anxiously. 


“Don’t just blurt stuff out recklessly. Most mistakes can be covered for but if you really go all out 
talking nonsense, even I can’t restrain the media.” 


“There’s no one as gentle as me. You know me right. I’m the prophet, okay? I know what the most 
exemplary answer is.” 


“~..Can I really believe you?” 
“Ayyyy, of course.” 


I took over the microphone from the Witch. The Witch seemed worried about me up till the last 
moment when she passed me the microphone, but it was really fine. I had a [Secret Method]. 


“Ah. Ah ah.” 

I warmed up my voice gently. My voice resonated through the square through the speaker. 
“Hello, everyone. I am a Hunter who received the nickname, Death King. Nice to meet you.” 
Snap! Snap! 


The flashes formed a striking wave. I wasn’t very flustered. Was yesterday’s experience of being 
surrounded by a crowd a form of immunization against this? I was more relaxed than I thought and 
received the ‘baptism’ of flashes head-on. 


“Your name is... John Evans-nim?” 
“Yes. That’s right.” 


The young reporter looked straight at me. Eyes burning with the spirit of a journalist. He had a heated 
gaze that looked as if he wouldn’t miss any move I made and that he would surely reveal who I really 
was. 


It was quite an uncomfortable gaze. 

“Well.” 

Meeting a gaze like that. 

There was only one idea that came to my mind. 

“In my opinion, it’s a voice of concern that comes from my shortfalls.” 


Learn from your lessons. 
[T/N: BEA GAT (Sci #8) is a Korean idiom that basically means something that allows one to learn a 
lesson from a mistake, or a direct translation could be ‘One man’s trash is another man’s treasure.’ | 





Let’s just not become someone like Flame Emperor! 
“Huh?” 


The reporter gripped the microphone with one hand and batted his eyes. He probably didn’t expect me 
to react in this kind of way. Meanwhile, recalling in my head the weasel-like mug of the Flame 
Emperor, | said. 

[T/N: weasel in this context refers to someone who is deceitful and cunning. ] 


“T’Il repeat it. In my opinion, it’s all a voice of concern that comes from my shortfalls.” 

My secret move was very simple. 

‘No matter what, all I have to do is say it the other way round of how the Flame Emperor would!’ 
Did I look like I would have some kind of great knack for interviews? 


I was different from the Witch. I didn’t have a talent at captivating the crowd with speeches. No talent, 
no skills, no experience. 


But, there was just one thing. 

I had the knowledge that others didn’t. 

The world’s most impudent Hunter’s interviews! 

‘If I did the exact opposite of what Flame Emperor did, even if I was bad at it, it’d still be decent.’ 


I was a big fan of the Flame Emperor for nearly a decade. Thanks to that, the inside of my head was no 
different than a library. A library where the atrocities and the absurd remarks of Flame Emperor were 
recorded. 


What if it wasn’t me who was holding to the microphone now, but Flame Emperor? 
He would have said this. 
[It’s because of my greatness that we could clear through the 20th floor, you little bastards. ] 


[I worked to the bones to clear the tower, y’know? So what’d you expect me to do? The items and 
experiences I got there would naturally be mine. Hey, trash reporter. If I don’t fu-, if I don’t take it for 
myself, then who should I give it to? Huh?] 


[Your father? ] 
I didn’t just made that up on the spot right now. 
In fact, he really was like that! 


“That was why before I returned in time, the Witch would turn pale whenever there was a press 
conference...’ 


It was the so-called [Your father] case. 


So naturally, the press conference had a brilliant outburst. The swearing sounds of the reporters were 
broadcasted live, and by the time the Witch rushed to the conference, it was already too late. 


It was literally a major catastrophe. 
The live broadcast was stopped in a hurry, but the disaster was not over. 


As Yoo Soo-ha counterfire’d the reporters, the mother of all curses and all kinds of curses that exist in 
the world were thrown at him, and the scene that unfolded was broadcasted by individual streamers just 
as it was. 


‘His nickname wasn’t “The Plague” for no reason.’ 
Rumour had it that the Witch had been bedridden for a week after that day. 


Perhaps due to the [Your father] incident, the Witch learned what kind of existence the Hunter Yoo 
Soo-ha was. Was it not because of this incident that the top guilds distanced themselves from Yoo Soo- 
ha? 


‘In the past, the Flame Emperor thoroughly screwed up this press conference.’ 

In other words. 

‘I just have to say the exact opposite of what the Plague said.’ 

Do the exact opposite of the worst, and it’d be the best! 

I grabbed the microphone as I recalled Yoo Soo-ha’s absurd remarks. 

[It’s because of my greatness that we could clear through the 20th floor. You little bastards. ] 


“T know the public opinion is in an uproar because of me. But it’s overrated. Without the help of Black 
Dragon Witch and Sword Saint here, I would’ve never been able to clear up till the 20th floor alone.” 


[I worked my bones off to clear the tower, y’ know? ] 


“Of course, I am proud to say that I gave it my all. Aiming at zero sacrifices, we really put in all of our 
efforts, to the point of grinding our bones. But, I don’t think this can be considered as our ‘sacrifice’. 
It’s what we should do as human beings. As a Hunter, this was the right thing to do. More than 
anything...I did it because it’s something I like to do.” 


[The items and experiences I got there would naturally be mine. Hey, trash reporter. If I don’t fu-, if I 
don’t take it for myself, then who should I give it to? Huh?] 


“But, just cause of that, I don’t have the intention of claiming my rights. That is why I entrusted the 
rights of the 10th floor to the 19th floor to the guild masters. I only said that I wanted the 20th floor to 
myself... No. The 20th floor is a kind of [Green Belt] area. On the 20th floor, the residents of the tower 
who originally resided there will live there. I will be happy with just the administrator role.” 


[Your father? ] 
“Reporter Evan-nim. That is all.” 


“Do you still have any other questions.” 


The young man who was burning with the spirit of a journalist stuttered. 

“Noth-... Nothing else.” 

Good. 

From here, I worked my brain even faster. 

If it was the Flame Emperor, what would he have responded with when he heard the reporter’s words? 
[Okay. If you don’t have anything else to say, then fuck off, you American pig bastard. ] 
It was a scene that I could obviously imagine happening. 

In addition to this, he would’ve showed-off his bulky middle finger. 

‘Let’s see. If I wanted to say the exact opposite line of this....’ 

I opened my mouth. 

“Thank you. Ahh. If you have any other questions, I’ll answer it for a while, everyone.” 
There was a moment of silence that swept through the plaza. 

Though it was really just a moment of silence. 

“Here here! I’m from Hwanmun Newspaper!” 

“Please take our question, Death King-nim! I’m from Only Tower Daily!” 

“We came from the Tower of Babel Broadcasting System!” 

“Death King-nim!” 


The reporters raised their hands in unison. As soon as they sensed that I was an easy-going person, they 
rushed to make an article. 


This scene felt like baby ducks who were diligently swaying their beaks towards the mother bird. 
‘Wow.’ 

I was inwardly impressed as I watched the press corps. 

‘... The learning from your lessons strategy was insane.’ 

As expected of the Plague. A psychopath that was shittier than anyone else in this world. 

He was always the man who would become my compass in a bad sense. 

Even now, the compass clearly told me how to react. 


[What? Hwanmun Newspaper? I’|l never do an interview with you guys, There’s nothing but old 
baffoons there. Even when I flip open the newspaper, it gives off a geezer smell. Hey, if you’re gonna 
call yourself a reporter, at least shower. ] 


Again, I recalled the words of Flame Emperor and said, 


“_,.Then, starting from the reporter of Hwanmun Newspaper.” 


The effect was magnificent. 


The conference ended on a good note. It was literally a great success. Questions and answers popped 
up from everywhere for over an hour, but I didn’t make a common slip of the tongue. 


In actual fact, it wasn’t easy to end the conference on a good note. The reporters shot vague questions 
at me to somehow extract even one line of extra information so they could put it in their articles. In the 
end, the Witch took over my microphone and said a simple thankful greeting. 


“Everyone! I understand your desire of wanting to know more about our new hero. Unfortunately, there 
is little time left.” The Witch pointed at the sky with her finger. 


[00:05:27] 

Before we knew it, the clock of light was close to 00:00:00. 

There were only 5 minutes left until the new stage opened! 

There was no better excuse than this to be used to end the press conference. 


“We will end our night’s rest here, and concentrate on clearing the tower again today. Please watch over 
us with your great interest and warm support. This time too, we will do our best to achieve the goal of 
zero casualties.” 


“Ahbhhbhbhh....” 

There were regrettable bellows popping out from here and there. 

As I wondered if the press conference would end just like this, a brave figure raised his hand. 
“Black, Black Dragon Witch! One last question please!” 

“Yes. With this one question, the conference will really end here.” 

“Black Dragon Witch and Death King! What is the relationship between the two of you?!” 
At that moment, people’s eyes shined. 

Pure interest. Slight mischief. 


Since the dawn of history, the one thing that humans have been most curious about was the story of 
love. The reporters probably wanted to match up the Witch and me in that kind of way. 


“Hmmmm...” 

The Witch thought for a while, then glanced back at me. 
Should I say it was something like a mischievous prank? 
There was a faint playfulness in the Witch’s eyes. 

“The relationship between the two of us... That’s right.” 
The Witch slowly opened her lips. 


Then, a statement that would remain as a famous line of the era came out of her mouth. 


“-A more than friend, comrade-in-arms kind of relationship.” 
Fluttering fluttering. 


The reporters cheered. Should they focus on the word more than a friend? Should they focus on the 
word comrade-in-arms (#7/<)? Either way, it was a mood where they were unable to make out the 
heads or tails of what they were told. 


The reporter who asked the question also widened his eyes. 

“Frie-, a more than a friend relationship, is what you’re trying to say right?” 
“Who knows.” 

The Witch leisurely uttered. 


“T’Il repeat it again, it’s a ‘more than a friend, comrade-in-arms’ kind of relationship, That’s all there is 
to it. I hope there are no misunderstandings and misinterpretations.” 


“If you have any misunderstandings and misinterpretations...!” 
“The press conference hosted by the Black Dragon Guild will end here today.” 
The Witch stood up from her seat. 


“T would like to sincerely thank everyone again for all your interest and support. This has been the 
Guild Leader of Black Dragon, the Black Dragon Witch. I wish you all a good day.” 


The reporters all jumped to their feet. 

“Blac-, Black Dragon Witch-nim! How can you just leave like this?!” 

“Please give us a more detailed comment on what you just remarked!” 

“Black Dragon Witch!” 

“Death King-nim, what are your opinions on the statement just now?! Death King-nim!” 
Wow. 


The reporters clamored even as they shouted in hoarse voices. However, the Witch maintained her 
relaxed demeanor. As she guided me to the backstage, she chuckled lightly. 


“Let’s go quickly.” 

“Uhh.” 

I looked back at the press corps for a moment. Everyone was crying out. 
“_,.Are you going to just leave after putting out such a heated topic?” 
“T’m a woman who watches drama.” 

The Witch gently winked. 

A playful wink. 


“Originally, you have to set a fire at the end to leave a deep impression.” 

Her words showed the dignity and authority of a guild master that reigned over the tower. 
33 

Backstage. 


We walked all the way to a place we wouldn’t attract people’s attention. Only when we reached there, 
the Witch went “Phewwwww!” and exhaled deeply. Then she grabbed my hands. 


“Tt was perfect! Death King!” 
The Witch’s eyes lit up brightly. 


I wondered if she was really the same person who managed her facial expressions calmly throughout 
the press conference. 


“When did you even learn how to do an interview! Be proud!” 
“Uhh...” 
I just did the opposite of what the Flame Emperor would have. 


“Your humble attitude was a particular plus factor! People like heroes, but there are things they like 
more than that. Which is a hero who bows his head! Of course, your humility shouldn’t be too 
overboard that it becomes servility... But you did just fine. Oh my gosh. The balance was exquisite 


1” 


I just recited the opposite of what the Flame Emperor would’ve said. 


“T didn’t know you even had a knack at dealing with the press. Ahhhh. What the hell has this child been 
doing all this while, to have only appeared now?! Besides clearing the tower, you even know how to 
create a good image, I feel like my shoulders have become 10 times lighter...!” 


What’s this? 
My heart was uneasy as I saw her expressing her joy this much. 
I couldn’t bring myself to say that I just imitated the psychopath the other way round. 


“Tf you have anything you want, tell me right away. Money? Fame? Authority? or, a lover? Don’t worry 
about it. As long as it exists in the tower, I’ll give you anything.” 


“Tt’s okay, I kind of already have what I want...Black Dragon Witch. The statement just says, more 
than a friend, less than a comrade-in-arms, what was that all about? I was taken by surprise inwardly.” 


“Ah. That?” 
The Witch shrugged. 
An expression that seemed to say it was something trivial. 


“Tt’s nothing. I sprayed some smoke screens on purpose.” 


“Smokescreen, you say?” 


“Mmhmm. The media will be digging into a scandal that doesn’t even exist anyways. That way, your 
image will only be damaged that much. That’s why I’d rather put a smokescreen so that they will focus 
their attention on me and you.” 


“Ts that so...?” 
I had never dealt with the media before, so I don’t know if what she said was right or wrong. 
The Witch vaguely laughed. 


“Don’t worry. Death King. It’s already been several years since I shouldered all the public opinion by 
myself. Trust me entirely when it comes to this area. Leave special areas to the experts. Okay?” 


“Ah, yes.” 
Strange. 


I don’t know what it was, but it felt odd... That’s right. It felt as if I was aiming for a monster on the 
hunting ground whose abilities were unknown. However, this was not the hunting grounds, but the 
first-floor city of Babylon. It was impossible for a monster to be here. 


Was it because of the mood? 
-Tsk tsk tsk. 
Bae Hu-ryeong clicked his tongue. 


— You’re pathetic, Zombie. Since you have a head but not a brain, how can I not call you a Zombie? 
Even though you’re a Hunter in name, you don’t even know that you’re heading towards your own 
deathbed (FEHH), my my my. 


‘Ah? What are you talking about again?’ 
-You’re pathetic! Pathetic! 


Bae Hu-ryeong pounded his chest as if he was suffocated. Still, he was a nasty-looking man that was 
just like a gorilla pounding on his chest. 


It was at that time. 
“Waaaaaaaaaaaah!” 


On the other side of the stage. From the direction of the plaza, came the sound of a loud shout. It held a 
different excitement than the cheers that were sent towards us. 


“Ten! ” 
“Nine!” 
“Eight!” 


It was the countdown. 


The Witch and I stopped our conversation and looked up to the sky. 

[00: 00: 05] 

Before we knew, the time had come where the 21st floor stage was about to be opened. 
“Three!” 

“Two!” 

“One!” 

And. 

[00: 00: 00] 


The rays of light that formed numbers in the sky scattered in all directions. The cheers of the people 
became even greater. As if to answer back to the cheers, the rays of lights gathered again and formed 
the hologram of the Goddess. 


[ Warriors. | 

Blue sky. 

The hologram of the Goddess parted her lips. 

[Those who climb the tower. ] 

[Congratulations on breaking through the shadows of the Devil King. ] 
It was the moment when a new stage was about to open. 


People started making noise as if they were happy, perhaps because they had already witnessed the 
hologram of the Goddess. 


But I, who had experienced the tower in the past knew. 

-Hey Zombie. 

“Yes.” 

I nodded. 

‘It’s okay. I’m not letting my guard down.’ 

Just like the tower, which was a tutorial up till the 10th floor, changed from the 11th floor onwards. 
The fact that the 21st floor would again have a completely different stage from the 20th floor. 
[The lot of you can stay on the first floor of the tower forever. ] 

The hologram of the Goddess calmly announced that fact. 

[This is a refuge for those who have fled. ] 

[In return of giving up on the challenge, you could choose a ‘snack’.] 


[But you all chose to clear from the 10th floors up to the 20th floors. ] 


A voice resonated in the wide sky. 

[To witness the ending of this tower. ] 

[Then, it would be right to respond to your will.] 
Cwakkkkkk! 


White rays of light enveloped us without prior notice. It wasn’t just the Witch and me. From the 
direction of the plaza, flustered sounds could be heard. 


“Wha-, what’s happening?” 

“T didn’t say anything though...” 

This was the biggest difference as compared to the last time. 

No one had even said “Transmit”, but the white light swallowed us up. 
The Witch looked down at her own feet with a confused look. 

“_.. No way, is this a forced transfer?” 

Her speculation was correct. 

[Those who climb the tower. ] 

[Those who are determined to climb the tower. ] 

[Those who are willing to receive a new name and become warriors of the tower. ] 
The Goddess gathered her hands towards her chest. 

As if she was praying for someone. 

[From now on, only the chosen warriors will carry out the noble duty.] 
Suddenly, the white ray of lights completely covered us. 
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4. 
No matter what field, latecomers are always at a disadvantage. 
It was already a Red Ocean that was filled with the dead. 


Latecomers would’ve had to jump in and prove their worth. Just like the soldiers that were struggling to 
climb the walls occupied by the enemy. 


In this regard, the tower was no different. 
“—Welcome!” 

As the white rays of light faded, I opened my eyes again. 
It wasn’t the Goddess’ voice that greeted us. 

“Warriors that came from the Tower!” 

It was a child who I couldn’t discern as a boy or a girl. 


The kid was wearing loose clothes. 


At first glance, the clothes resembled traditional oriental clothes. 





“T have been waiting patiently for a day that felt like three autumns (— H 4 = 4k)!” 
[T/N: it’s an idiom that means one day apart seems like three years. ] 


But once I looked closely... It was completely different. 


Except for the long sleeves, there was nothing else that resembled an oriental attire. No, in fact, it was 
exceptional, starting from the sleeves. The cuffs were long enough to be stretched as far as 5 meters. 


“But it’s okay! Life begins with encounters and ends with encounters. In the end, once you look back, 
the meaning of life isn’t all about encountering people. Waiting is like a seasoning that deeply sweetens 
life!” 


There is a saying that the face completes fashion. No matter how special the clothes someone wore 
was, in the end, it depends greatly on who wears them. 


In that sense, the kid that was flapping his 5m-long sleeves was definitely unique. 
“Once again, I’d like to sincerely express my respect!” 

Air. 

“Welcome to the Great Library of all things!” 

The little kid was floating high up in the air. 


He looked down on us who had been summoned out of nowhere. 


[Librarian Bang Gu-seok welcomes you all! ] 








A Constellation, Librarian( [i 








tf) Bang Gu-seok. 





Those who manage the 21st floor up to the 30th floor. 
The representative of this world spread his arms wide and smiled. 


Unfortunately, no one accepted his greeting. Chattering chattering. The Hunters had yet to figure out 
what was going on and looked around in confusion. 


“Uhhh uhh, uhhbhh...” 

“What’s this? Why did we get transferred automatically all of a sudden?” 
“Where is this?” 

At a glance, there were hundreds of people. 


The Hunters whispered around as they were confused. Most of them had just gathered in the plaza to 
do the countdown together. 


But, there were also people who were spending ‘personal time’ in places other than the plaza. 
“Kyaaaaaaaa!?” 

“He-, don’t look here!” 

Embarrassed screams came from here and there. 


A Hunter summoned during a shower. Lovers transferred here naked. Whether they were summoned 
while asleep, or even a person looking around with sleepy eyes. The unfortunate Hunters who had to 
face this unexpected situation popped out one after another. 


“Oh my.” 
The librarian, a Constellation, giggled. 
“Tt seems I have been a little lacking in consideration.” 


Amid Hunters who were floundering around without knowing what to do, Thuckkk! The librarian 
flicked his finger. Then large bookcases flew around. Those bookcases that had holes for the head, 
arms, and legs, just like an outfit, went to the naked Hunters and suited up on its own. 
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“Thank, thank god.” 

The Hunters who were watching sighed with relief. I was relieved too, as I was pretty flustered. 
“Wha-, what the hell is this shit...” 


Actually, the people involved were fussing over the cardboard-made Gundam suit that looked as if it 
were worn inside out, but that was only a minority. A wave of embarrassment gushed over them just 
like that. The people barely regained their composure. One by one, they began to look up in the air. 


“ ..Who are you?” 
On behalf of the Hunters, the Witch opened her mouth. 
“And this place is...” 


“Ah. I’m just a small character who manages this slightly larger than normal library. Black Dragon 
Witch. Compared to you, I’m just an existence close to an extra. Just treat me as a unimportant person.’ 


he 


ts ” 


The Witch frowned. 


How did he who she didn’t even know, find out about her identity? It was suspicious to the point that 
she got an ominous feeling. 


It couldn’t be helped. 


I had already gotten used to the Constellation to some extent, as I was able to put [Devil King of Fall 
Rain] and [Goddess of Protection] under my control. However, to the other Hunters, the Constellation 
was still an unknown existence. 


“- Just a library that’s a little bigger.” 

Waiting for the timing when the Witch closed her mouth, I spoke out this time. 

“T’m not too sure about that. I don’t think it’s just at the level of ‘a little big’ though>” 
The 21st floor Stage. 


There was a Great Library here. Maybe, it wasn’t enough to simply just call it huge. From the 
surrounding vicinity to the far horizon, from the floor we stepped on to the ceiling above, there were 
countless bookshelves filled with books. 


It would be better to call it ‘A world made of libraries”. 
“Hoo000.” 

The owner of this world stared at me. 

An innocent and simple gaze. 

Eyes as pure as an innocent child glistened. 

“T see. You’re the Death King.” 

Yes. 


“Ahhh, don’t be so vigilant. Gentlemen. I don’t mean any harm. I just want to welcome all of you. For 
me, the lot of you are no different from heroes of an epic story.” 


Heroes in an epic story. 


The meaning of that word, after regressing 4,000 days, I knew what it was. Because this place wasn’t 
an ordinary library. But I pretended not to know deliberately. 


“What do you mean by heroes in an epic story?” 
“Tt’s like this.” 
Thuckkk! 


The librarian flicked his finger. Then, two hardcover books were picked out from countless 
bookshelves. The hardcover books flopped as they flew and hovered around the librarian. 


A title was written on the cover respectively. 

+ 

[The Chronicles of the Aegim Empire] 

[The Tale of Deungcheon City (4&A#iTH).] [T/N: &X means ascending to the heavens. | 





+ 
The librarian smiled gently. 


“Reading books is my hobby. However, the books that are gathered in my library are by no means 
ordinary archives. The history of the lot of you. These are books that talk about the world where the 
tower is built.” 


The librarian touched the back of the book with his sturdy fingers. 


“T know you all must be wondering why you were summoned among so many warriors. The reason is 
simple! Because in your world, only you all are a “character” who have a name.” 


“’..A character’s name?” 

“T suppose you all call it a Title (42 4).” 

The librarian gently grinned and looked down towards us. 

“The 302 people gathered here. You are all warriors who carry a Title.” 

The Hunters were buzzing. 

“Only Hunters with Titles will be summoned?” 

“Oth-, what about other people...” 

“Wait a minute. Don’t tell me we’re going to be the only one raiding the tower!?” 
That was right. 


Not the real name used in the outside world, but the name given by the Tower to the Hunters. Title. 
That was the entrance ticket needed from the 21st floor onwards. 


‘,..50 that was why before I regressed in time, I couldn’t even step in after the 20th floor.’ 
Front-runners with Titles. 


Latecomers who didn’t receive a Title. 


‘The gap between the two groups will widen more and mote.’ 


I fiddled with the hilt of the sword on my waist. It was something I relied on to calm down...It was my 
own little ritual. 


‘The me now is different from who I was before.’ 


The failure that didn’t have skills or a Title who couldn’t even step in after the 20th floor, was no 
longer here. There was only the Hunter who held the 3rd rank in the newly updated rankings. 


‘T wouldn’t have been able to participate, and would’ ve fallen behind.’ 
However, other than me, there were only a few Hunters who remained calm. 
The Witch was like that. 

Unable to hide her confusion, she muttered. 


“What a load of nonsense. What do you mean by 300 people, raiding the tower with such a small 
number...” 


“Fret not!” 
The librarian grabbed the [Chronicles of the Aegim Empire] and chuckled. 


“You all protected the Aegim Empire with just three people. 300 people is a whopping 100 times that! 
You’ ll clear the stage I prepared without much difficulty. Have some confidence!” 


Most of the Hunters looked at each other with anxious faces. In the middle of the Great Library that 
extended endlessly even beyond the horizon. There were over 300 Hunters present who looked like a 
handful of sand. 


I took the initiative before the restlessness spread any further. 
“Proceed quickly, sir librarian.” 
“Ohhhooo?” 


“IT know you are excited to meet someone that is alive, but we’d like to climb the tower quickly. You 
haven’t even given us a quest yet. I’d like to request you to proceed quickly.” 


“Ohhhooo, huhuhuh.” 
The librarian chuckled lightly. 


“T see! I was too happy that I didn’t even issue the quest. Mmm. However, it’s not in my nature to 
explain things in great detail...” 


Thud! 
Hundreds of books flew around. 


The hardcover books hovered around, with the librarian as the axis. 


“Let’s see. Which kind of project would most definitely be within your reach...? This Apocalypse is 
too boring, and this is also too peaceful in terms of destruction..... Oh. That’s right! This is the best.” 


The librarian grabbed a book. 

“T warn you in advance.” 

And the book flipped open. 

A white ray of light exuded from the open book. 

“Tt’s just to give you a taste of what’s coming, so don’t be too surprised.” 
Shiiiinggggg! 

Waves of light gushed at us. 

5. 

All the Hunters were transferred somewhere. 


We didn’t know where it was, but it was clear that it wasn’t our world. It had an architecture style that 
was never before seen in our world. Buildings, as if they were a termites’ nest that was enlarged 
hundreds of times, formed a forest of buildings. 


The Hunters, including me, were floating in the sky. We were high up, and on the dark ground below 
our feet, buildings that we had never seen or heard of before were lined up. 


“Fee, Eeeeekkkkkk!” 


Someone screamed. Was it someone who had acrophobia? Despite not plunging at all, the Hunters 
instinctively grabbed each other’s sleeves. 


The librarian laughed as he looked at us. 


“Tam a librarian. But, as I said, the archives gathered in my library are not just ordinary history books 
or novels. They’re a little more, no, it can be said that they are of a higher standard!” 


The Great Library of all things. 

A library where records of various worlds gathered. 
There, the worlds were kept in the form of books. 
“This is the world the lot of you will be raiding.” 


The librarian touched the hardcover book with the title of [The Chronicles of the Aegim Empire] 
written on it. 


“And this is the world you will all be in!” 


There was also a book titled [The Tale of Deungcheon City]. 


Besides those two, hundreds of books hovered around the librarian. The Constellation with the 
appearance of a young child, looked at the books in his possession, as if he couldn’t hold in any more 
of his love for them. 


“These books are called many things. Some call it an epic story. Some call it a novel or a chronicle. 
Annals (##%). Some even call it a Saga. Still, there is another expression that I prefer.” 


The librarian looked back at us. 

“Apocalypse.” 

The Constellation laughed. 

A bizarre sound of laughter resonated in the sky. 


“Your apocalypse... Yes. According to the terminology I like to use, it’s still in [Serialization]. After a 
long prologue, you are finally starting to climb the tower. It can be said that this is the section where the 
flavor of reading can be felt.” 


It was then. 
“But, not all Apocalypse are in [Serialization] as smoothly as your world.” 


Keuuurururu- 
[T/N: a sound of something falling down.] 


Something started descending from the sky. No. The word descending was too gentle. That something 
was tearing through the sky. 


“Although it is a pity.” 

Meteor. 

“There was also an apocalypse that was [discontinued].” 
Covered in flames, huge blocks of stones came falling down. 


A meteorite crashed on the buildings that looked like a termites’ nest. Kaboooom! A deafening boom 
shook the world. Even the earth split under the torn sky. Even the city where an intelligent race 
different from ours lived was destroyed without a trace. 


The Hunters screamed. 

As the meteorite crash-landed, a cloud of dust rose up and covered us in an instant. 

“This is not the only one.” 

In the darkness where nothing could be seen, only the voice of the Constellation resonated. 
“There are many others.” 

Thud! 


I could hear the sound of a book flipping open somewhere. At the same time, the cloud of dust 
disappeared. The destroyed city disappeared. The split earth disappeared, and the torn sky disappeared. 


Instead, a new world unfolded underneath our feet. 

“Tf the Apocalypse’s [Reason of Discontinuation] just now was stone-.” 
Tsunami. 

“The Reason of Discontinuation of this Apocalypse is water!” 

The tsunami, which filled up to the base of the sky, swallowed the city whole. 


It was too huge to call it a wave, and too overboard to say it was a tsunami. It was a disaster. As they 
watched the tsunami that came up all the way to the front of their nose, the Hunters screamed again. 


“Abhhhbhhh.” 

The Constellation sighed sadly. 

“How sad of a tragedy is this?” 

A world in which all of mankind died of illness. 

A world where sand had covered the ground and was dried down to the last drops. 
A world where volcanoes erupted and smoke clouds covered the sky. 

Even a world where zombie viruses were rampant. 


“Those people are humans just like you. They were alive, just like you. They were creating their own 
legacy the same way. But before it reached a proper ending, before it had an epic ending, it all ended 
due to unjust reasons.” 


The librarian covered the book. 

“Though I call this discontinued serialization...” 
Hundreds of books still circled around the Constellation. 
To you, it would simply be called ‘Destruction’. 
Suddenly. 

We were all back at the Great Library. 

“Urgh, ughhhhhh...” 


“Uuuuweeeeckk!” 
[T/N: Sound of vomiting. ] 


Sounds of vomiting could be heard everywhere. We witnessed the destruction of dozens of worlds. 
Although there was no damage to the physical body, there were many Hunters who were mentally 
scarred. 


“The quest I will be giving to you gentlemen is simple.” 


The Constellation looked at us that were behaving like that from above. 


“Choose eight series from the discontinued Apocalypse.” 

Choose eight series out of the worlds that were destroyed. 

“T want to finish reading the Apocalypse which was discontinued!” 
Wanting to continue reading the tales of the destroyed world. 

“You will all personally enter the eight books of Apocalypse,” 
Entering directly into the eight worlds. 

“Save the Apocalypses from the crisis of discontinuation!” 
Prevent the destruction. 

“That’s the quest that I will give to you all.” 

That was the quest given from the 22nd floor to the 29th floor. 
While the vomiting in the library didn’t stop, a single voice rang in the heads of the Hunters. 
[The quest for the 22nd floor has been given. ] 

Messages appeared in front of my eyes. 

vs 

[Remake The World. Volume 1.] 

Difficulty: To be determined (A) 


Mission Objective: As there are countless worlds, there are also countless destructions. The 
Constellation ‘Librarian Bang Gu-seok’ describes this as a Discontinued Serialization. Librarian Bang 
Gu-seok wants the world that was discontinued for unjust reasons to continue their stories again. 


First, choose one of the discontinued Apocalypse! 

If you succeed in saving the world, that world will be registered as your 22nd floor. 

However, if the mission fails, the 22nd floor will not be opened. 

+ 

That’s right. 

That Constellation was nothing else but a book fanatic (#%24£) who was obsessed with the worlds. 
“So...” 

I slowly opened my mouth. 

“You didn’t like the ending, so instead, you want us to re-write that book?” 

“That’s exactly right!” 


The librarian smiled brightly. 


“T hope that you will satisfy my reading preferences!” 
We had to [Remake] the endings of the world for this book fanatic. 
That was our mission. 
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There was silence in the Great Library. 


Hunters with weak stomachs felt nauseous. Hunters with strong stomachs, thought prudently while 
staring at the quest that jumped out in front of their eyes. 


Only the Constellation. 
“Ah.” 
Only the librarian opened his mouth while fluttering his 5m long sleeves. 


“Please clean the vomit yourself. Isn’t that just basic manners? The hygiene of the library can only be 
maintained if all the users work hard.” 


Clap! 


The librarian clapped lightly. On the backside of the bookshelf. From the dark corners of the shadow, 
unknown things came close. It might’ve seemed human at first glance in terms of running limbs... 


The Witch squinted her eyebrows. 
“ .. Bookmarks?” 
The unidentified things had bookmarks as their bodies. 


There was even a strange picture in the middle of the bookmark. Servant clothes? Maid clothes? 
Anyway, the clothes that were worn by maids of the old were engraved as pictures. 


“Ohh. You pointed it out exactly. These are bookmark maids!” 

The librarian went ‘Ehem’, and assumed the hands-on-hips pose. 

“They will be looking over the lot of you until you clear the 30th floor.” 
The bookmarks that had maids engraved on it, bowed down. 


“When you want to eat or go to the bathroom, tell the bookmark maids. Though they look like that, 
they are still quite capable.” 


“Monster.....right? For starters?” 

The librarian covered his mouth with his sleeves. 
The Constellation’s eyes were smiling. 

“You can think of it that way.” 


The librarian’s eyes were grinning, but his voice didn’t have the same feel. The Hunters flinched. The 
voice of the Constellation, which had been consistently bright, was cold for the first time. 


“Everyone, you should be mindful of a few things while staying here.” 
The librarian said. 


“First. Never touch a book without the great me’s permission. Just don’t touch it. These are all hard- 
earned books that I shed blood and sweat for. These are the one and only Apocalypses in this universe. 
Bastards who don’t even ask the consent of the owner and touch these books carelessly...” 


“Fuck.” 

At that time, a Hunter cursed out. 

“What a load of bullshit? In the end, aren’t you the boss monster, you bastard?!” 
“... Hmm.” 


“Hey! You guys arm yourselves! The quest is a whole load of shit, we just have to kill that guy and 
we’ll be able to clear up to the 30th floor. ‘Great me’ my ass! If 300 people attack him together, we’ Il 
be able to beat him anyways!” 


Everyone became noisy. 


The librarian didn’t particularly stop the instigators. He just smiled and watched silently. Upon seeing 
the silence of the Constellation, the Hunters became more amped up. 


“Us too, we can beat that little kid! Even a greenhorn such as the Death King or what not cleared the 
20th floor alone.” 


Were they trying to win me over? 
“Ts there anything we can’t do?! Huhhh!?” 


When the instigator pointed at me, several people looked towards my direction. Everyone was of 
different ethnicity. The colors of their eyes were also different. However, the glare in their eyes and the 
colors of their emotions were the same. 


Envy. Jealously. Greed. 
They were all the feelings that I was very familiar with. 
“You all, leave me out of this! No, all the top 5 guilds should stand down!” 


It wasn’t just me, the Hunter also shouted at the Witch and Sword Saint. He even shouted at Heretic 
Questioner, Count, and other top guild leaders. 


“T didn’t like the fact that the lot of you monopolized the attack from the 11th floor onwards. Huh? Like 
only you guys are the representative of the tower. Then you dragged a greenhorn from somewhere and 
then you framed him up as a new hero or something. You think we don’t know the bullshit you guys are 
making up?” 


The Witch was infuriated. 


“Who do you think you are talking to now...?!” 


Kuuuuuk. 
[T/N: Sound of grabbing something. ] 


I grabbed the Witch’s wrist. 

“Bear with it.” 

“But, Death King. If you leave those kind of people alone...” 
“But for now, bear with it.” 

I whispered to the Witch. 

“This now. Everything is being ‘live broadcasted’.” 

The Witch batted her eyes. 

“A live broadcast? What are you talking about.” 

“They are projecting via hologram videos on Babylon Square.” 


In the past, I couldn’t even step foot on the 21st floor because I didn’t receive a Title. Nevertheless, I 
knew in detail how the stage was going to be carried out, and what the quest would be about. 


“Tt’s like a television program. People in the plaza are seeing everything we do. Live.” 
“Why is that kind of thing...?” 

“That Constellation said so. We’re no different from [Characters].” 

I said softly. 

“Of course there would be [Viewers] who’d be watching the characters.” 

That’s right. 


I also saw it from the plaza in the past. I watched. Although I couldn’t participate in the raid... I 
watched the whole process of how the Hunters with Titles cleared the 21st to the 30th floor. 


‘There will still be a hologram shown in the plaza now.’ 

Every move the people gathered here made would be broadcasted live. 

The lines we say, and the actions we make. 

All of it is being watched live by hundreds of thousands of viewers. 

In the truest sense, we were on the Stage. 

“Don’t let your guard down just because there’s no one looking. Black Dragon Witch.” 


“If you say strange things or show a bad image here, they will remain in the memories of others 
forever.” 


The guild master in front of me immediately understood. 

How scary it was. 

“ .. Indeed. It isn’t important whether we clear this Stage or not.” 
I nodded. 

“Yes. ‘How’ we clear the stage is the most important thing.” 


Don’t do anything that would cause yourself to be blamed and caught later, even if you actually did it. 
People, no. In the eyes of our viewers, we really were like the heroes that came out of a book, so we 
have to act the part and calm ourselves down. 


“We are already in the series called [The Great Library].” 

It was at that moment. 

After the quest popped up, I heard a notification that should’ve been heard. 
Not the voice of the Witch, nor the voice of the librarian, but the voice of the tower. 
{Welcome, Death King. ] 

I smiled inwardly. 

[The 20th floor clear reward is being given. ] 

The me yesterday protected the Aegim Empire and the continent. 

The time had come for me to receive it. 

2. 

The tower was harsh on its latecomers. 

However, as much as it was harsh, it gave a high price to the front-runners. 


[Normal Stage reward. ] 

















[Blessing, the grace of the Goddess of Beauty(3¢##) is coming down!] 





[You can observe the favourability of the characters from the 21st to the 30th floor.] 
The reward didn’t end at that. 

The returns for completing the hidden quest still remained. 

[Hidden Stage reward. ] 

[Blessing, the grace of the Goddess of Vitality (fé##) is coming down! ] 

[You can observe the psyche of the characters from the 21st to the 30th floor. ] 
‘Fantastic!’ 


These were perfect bonuses. 


In this quest, the key was how well you perform with the role you were given. 
“These bonuses are exactly what I need right now!’ 


To perform a role, it wasn’t enough to be good alone. People other than me. I had to be able to see 
through the mentality of other characters too. 


Performing is always about team play, and not solo play. 
‘Status window.’ 

Before fully working on the quest, I checked my status. 
+ 

Name: Death King(#t 4) 

Rank: D-Class 

Skill (5/6) 

1. I Want To Become Just Like You (S+) 

2. Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX) 

3. Sword Constellation (A+) 

4. Goblin High Society (F) 

5. Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation (SSS) 

6. None. 


Goddess of Beauty’s (52##') grace is being utilized. 




















Goddess of Vitality’s (fé##) grace is being utilized. 
+ 
‘Okay.’ 


I glanced back at the Witch. Only then did I realize that I was still holding on to the Witch’s wrist. 
While I tried to let go of her wrist as naturally as possible, I recited some decent instructions in my 
mind. 


‘Character window.’ 

Softly! 

A hologram popped up in front of my eyes. 

And I saw a status window for the first time in my life. 


+ 





Name: Black Dragon Witch( f/f) 
Favorability: 82 


Favorite Genre: [Romance] 

Unfavourable Genre: [History] 

Favorite Characters:[Prince on White Horse], [Young Man], [Wolf Man], [Dazzling Man] 
Unfavourable Characters: [Psychopath], [Soldier], [Politician], [Imcompetent Female Lead] 
Preferred Plots: [Repay], [Sacrifice for the greater good] 

Undesired Plots: [Oblivion], [Betrayal], [Delusion of the Female Lead] 


Psychological State: ‘If whatever we do is broadcasted at Babylon... We’ll have to act as a noble figure 
in the future. Stage Clear is a secondary goal. Mmm. I’m going to have to make some thorough 
political calculations. After that, the wisest tactic is...’ 


+ 
Uhh. 


While I was confused and lost my words, the Witch’s expression hardened. She was probably nervous 
thinking about what to do if some kind of trouble came looking for me. 


‘What is it? Did something happen?” 
“Uhhh. No, it’s nothing.” 


“ .. Then I’m glad. If you have any other information I need to know, please tell me quickly. I’m still 
working on countermeasures in my head.” 


“Yes, got it.” 

The Witch turned her head and was deep in thought again. 

With a very serious look. 

As I looked at the Witch’s side profile, some kind of emotion hit me. 
“What’s this?’ 

What was this unidentified sense of guilt? 

‘This feels like.... I had secretly stolen someone’s diary...’ 

-Puhahahaha! 

Bae Hu-ryeong, who shared my consciousness, was already rolling around. 
He kicked the air with his feet and burst into laughter. 


— White, the prince on a white horse! Prince on a white horse...! Keu! A person who grew up, and 
maintained the youth of her face, at that age, a prince on a white horse! Hey Zombie! Get a nice horse 
from somewhere and ride it! You look just like a warrior! Doesn’t a warrior who wears a crown 
become a prince? Wow, you’ll be soul mates! 


I blatantly glared at Bae Hu-ryeong. 

— Hmm? What? Those eyes. Why do you look like you’re looking for a fight? 

I muttered quietly in my mind. 

‘...Character window.’ 

-Uh? Huh? Hey, Kim Zombie! What are you trying to do right now! ? You bastard! HEY! 
Bae Hu-ryeong was flustered and shook his hands around. 

But, shaking his hand couldn’t stop the command. 

In my eyes, the character window of Bae Hu-ryeong was clearly in view. 

“fs 


any 


Name: Sword Emperor (#77 


—_ 





Favorability: 59 

Favorite Genre: [Martial Arts] 

Unfavourable Genre: [Everything except Martial Arts] 
Favorite Characters: [Macho], [Rival], [Mother] 
Unfavourable Characters: [Weak Guys], [Pushovers] 
Prefered Plot: [Victory], [Cider] 

Undesired Plot: [Defeat], [Sweet potato] 
Psychological State: ‘Fuck! Don’t tell me that also works on me!?’ 
af: 

‘Puhahahaha!’ 

I burst into laughter on the inside. 

My poker face nearly broke. 


‘Mo-, mother it says. Mr. Sword Emperor, I didn’t see you that way, but don’t tell me you’re a 
mamaboy...’ 


-P’Il kill you! 


Bae Hu-ryeong glared angrily. It wasn’t just a glare, he was completely furious. He desperately 
struggled. He swung his limbs around and started rampaging. 


— Tl kill you! Fuck! Turn it off right this instant! Forget it! Erase it from your brain, fucker! If you 
don't erase it right now, I’ll blow your head away! I will really kill you! I’ll really end our relationship, 
you hear me, bastard! ? 


It had been a long time since I’ve met Bae Hu-ryeong, but it was the first time I saw him this flustered. 
Usually, the more disadvantaged someone was, the louder they got. Unlike Bae Hu-ryeong, I was 
completely relaxed. 


“No small talks until the 30th floor, and bow to me. Otherwise, I will open up your Psychological 
Window whenever I have spare time.’ 


-Hiiikkk...! 


Bae Hu-ryeong huffed. The snort was great. But no matter how epic his snort was, what could he do? 
Bae Hu-ryeong could never hit me, and he couldn’t block my abilities too. 


-Watch out! Someday you’Il suffer badly! 

‘Keukeu.’ 

I wasn’t the least bit scared of the man who asked me to watch out. 

While I tried out my new bonus, the Hunters continued to split into two different factions. 


On one side was a radical group that followed the instigator and tried to deal with the [Boss Monster] 
together. On the other side, including me and the Witch, was a cautious faction who wanted to wait and 
see what would happen.u 


The radical group had about 100 radicals. 

The cautious faction had about 200 people. 

“Foolish people.” 

Sword Saint, who had been quiet all this while, opened his mouth. 
The Old Detective was looking at the radical faction pathetically. 


“Have you already forgotten that the Constellation just showed you worlds themselves perishing? If he 
wanted to, that Constellation could throw us into such a world, and slip out leisurely. And still, you’re 
going to fight with such a being. You’re crazy I see.” 


“Tf it’s a group suicide, I won’t stop you.” 

With one comment from the Sword Saint, half of them deserted the radical faction. 
About 50 Hunters remained in the radical faction. 

“Hey! Don’t be scared!” 

The first person who instigated the Hunters shouted. 


“Death King also cleared the 10th floor by himself! The 20th floor was also a solo play by him! 
Originally, all boss monsters were just like that, but the top guilds are doing this to monopolize the 
profits. If you’re going to live your life shaking your tails at the top 5 guilds, then fuck off!” 


That instigator seemed to be a pretty high ranking Hunter. 


Seeing that there were still 50 people that listened to that Hunter’s words. 


‘Maybe not to the extent of a top guild, but he’s probably a pretty reliable guild master of a small 
medium-sized guild.” 


But the crucial point was that I couldn’t remember the instigator’s face or Title. Flame Emperor, 
Alchemy Master, Witch, Sword Saint, and more. This came from me, who obsessively remembered all 
the top rankers. 


If even I couldn’t remember. 

“Hmm-.” 

There was a reason for everything. 

“-Ts all the traffic control done and over with?” 

The librarian looked down at the 50 Hunters from the radical faction. 

Hundreds of books were revolving around the librarian, just like planets revolving around the sun. 
“Okay then! Fucking boss monster! Fifty of us are enough for a kid like you...!” 
“I’m sorry. I don’t really prefer Clichés.” 

Thud! 

The librarian grabbed a book. 

The title [Epic Tales of the Sealed World] was written on the cover. 

‘Let’s just get it over with quickly.” 

Shiingggg! 


When the book flipped open, a white light emanated out again. However, this time, the light didn’t stop 
shining. Somber arms. Countless tentacles oozed out, 


They swooped up the Hunters from the radical faction. 

The Hunters let out a scream. 

“What, what’s this!?” 

“In this particular Apocalypse, mankind went extinct, and only one wizard survived.” 
One person. Two people. Three people. 


The Hunters from the radical faction were caught by the monster’s tentacles and dragged around into 
the air. 


“Well, after going through various adversities, the wizard became more like a tentacle monster than a 
human. The main character was someone the great me was very fond of. It’s on a higher number among 
my favorite characters.” 


“Kyaaaaaaaaaakkk!” 


The Hunters who were dragged around in the air were soon swallowed up into the book. 


“Sav-, save me!” 


The Hunters who luckily managed to avoid the tentacles began to run away, but to no avail. Slurrkkk! 
Tentacles ten times more than before oozed out from the book. Some Hunters had their wrists, some 
Hunters had their waist, and some Hunter had their ankles caught by the tentacles. 


“This wizard. Basically, the great me’s favorite character specializes in sealing magic. Should I say its a 
customer and owner relationship? In exchange for the [Materials] I hand over occasionally, the wizard 
is willing to accept my request.” 


In an instant, 50 Hunters were eaten up by the book. 
The librarian giggled brightly. 

“Just like right now.” 

Thuckk. 


Thuckkkkk. Thukkkk. Hututukkk. Tukk tukkk. 
[T/N: Sound of something falling from the sky, (in this case, the book)] 


The book that swallowed up the Hunters began to spew something out. 
Binge eating and vomiting. 


We held our breaths and looked at the scene unfolding before our eyes. I couldn’t see if from here... 
The hundreds of thousands of people gathered in Babylon Square was probably holding their breath 
just like we did. 


“Oh yeah.” 

What the book spewed out was a huge bookmark. 

As tall and big as a person. 

Bookmarks with limbs. 

“The wizard’s hobby is to make the products that he made wear maid clothes.” 
In the middle of the bookmark, maid clothes were engraved. 

“T know it’s a little bit perverted.” 


“Well what could he have done? All mankind had perished except for himself. If he stayed sane, it 
would be weirder.”. 


The Hunters looked around fearfully. 
50 bookmark maids stood there silently. 


If we looked around the library a little more widely, it wasn’t just 50, but hundreds. Thousands of 
bookmarks were doing work while holding mops and tablewares. 


The Hunters went silent. 

Counting those in their line of sight was the extent of what they could do. 

This Great Library stretched beyond the horizon. 

If we could look at the library as a whole, exactly how many bookmarks would be walking around? 
“Mmmm. It became cleaner. The useless extras have been taken care of.” 

Thud! 

The librarian closed the book. 

“Now would you all be more willing to become the main characters?” 
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3: 
Hunters sat around in the library. 
“Unis” 


The Hunters were sitting in a wide circle. In the middle of it, hundreds of [Apocalypse] were piled up. 
From now on, they had to choose one from all those books, but no one hastily approached the pile. 


That was a given. Just a moment ago, their companions were eaten up by the book. And it was 50 
people. Everyone was afraid or depressed. 


If anyone could laugh energetically in this situation, wouldn’t it be likely that they were some kind of 
nut job? 


“Hahahaha!” 

Surprisingly, there was such a nut job present. 

“T can’t believe 50 people got eliminated as soon as we started. This is a big hit from the get-go. ” 

A blonde-haired boy. A certified, top of all nut jobs in our world. Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. 


“But there is always a sacrifice needed to go forward. Let’s not forget their sacrifice! We’ll have to 
work harder to clear the tower!” 


“Let’s cheer up! We’re lucky we’ve only lost 50 people so far when it could’ve almost been 100 
people. Instead of grieving for what was lost, we should be happy for what remained!” 


The more Heretic Questioner opened his mouth, the more severe the mood became. 


Bookmark maids still roamed around us. They served hot coffee and black tea that we had no idea 
about where it came from, and out of 250 hunters, only the Heretic Questioner said, “Ah! Thank you!” 
and accepted it at once. 


“Hmm?” 

Heretic Questioner sipped the black tea and tilted his head. 

“Everyone, are you all not going to drink? It’s very delicious though?” 
“First...” 

I cut off the Heretic Questioner. 

There was nothing good about letting a psychopath talk for a long time. 
“Heretic Questioner, please keep your mouth shut for a bit.” 


“Huh? Why should I?” 


“The more you talk, the lower our morale becomes. We’re losing motivation. It’ll be big trouble if our 
morale drops any more from here on, so please shut up until I say it’s okay.” 


“Oh. If that happens, it’ll be a big problem.” 

Heretic Questioner gave me a broad smile. 

“Okay, Death King! I’ll happily shut up!” 

The Hunters stared at the Heretic Questioner and me with a puzzled look. 
Don’t look at me like that. I just figured out how to deal with that nut job. 
“Now.” 

I purposely raised my voice to change the mood. 


“Everyone. I’m sure you all know now. You can’t just go against that Constellation recklessly. Right 
now, we have no choice but to behave ourselves and follow the quest that the librarian gave us.” 


The Hunters’ eyes slowly gathered on me. 

Instinctively, I felt a burden, but I swallowed hard. 

‘I’m 3rd rank now.’ 

The third strongest hunter here with the right to speak! 

I had to get used to getting people’s attention as if I was breathing. 
I opened my mouth while putting up my best poker face. 


“But just because we’re following the quest doesn’t mean we’re at a disadvantage. Everyone, please 
take a look at the quest window.” 


The Hunters’ gazes were stuck in the air along with my words. 
The same hologram I saw would’ve also been reflected in their eyes. 


+ 
[Remake The World. Volume 1.] 


Difficulty: To be determined (4%) 


Mission Objective: As there are countless worlds, there is also countless destruction happening. The 
Constellation ‘Librarian Bang Gu-seok’ describes this as a Discontinued Serialization. Librarian Bang 
Gu-seok wants for the worlds that were discontinued for unjust reasons to continue their stories again. 


First, choose one of the discontinued Apocalypse! 
If you succeed in saving the world, that world will be registered as your 22nd floor. 


However, if the mission fails, the 22nd floor will not be opened. 
+ 


“You’ve read all of it, right?” 


The Hunters nodded. Some of them even answered “Yes.” Was it an effect from making the Heretic 
Questioner shut up? For the time being, no Hunter looked like they would challenge my authority. 


“The most important thing here is the last part. [If you succeed in saving the world, that world will be 
registered as your 22nd floor.] Do you all know what this means?” 


The Hunters were puzzled. 
They still didn’t know how big of a reward this was. 
I said. 


“The rewards will change depending on what kind of world you save. Well, let’s say we saved a world 
packed full of diamonds! Then, that world becomes our 22nd floor.” 


The Hunters’ faces began to change drastically. 


“Diamond is just an example. For people who live in the tower like us, there’s no need to pick that 
piece of crap. But what if it’s a world buried with an abundance of food, water, and all kinds of ore?” 


“Self-sufficiency...” 

The Witch murmured. 

“Then being self-sufficient would really be possible.” 
“That’s exactly it.” 


I stood up from my seat. And a pile of books in the middle. I walked towards the Apocalypses that the 
librarian told us to ‘Pick from these books’. 


“He-, hey now! Death King!” 
Came the Venomous Snake’s shout from behind my back. 
“If you touch that recklessly, then the tentacle monster...!” 


I picked up a random book from the pile. Hukkk! The Hunters screamed and shut their eyes. There was 
even a Hunter who ran away because he was afraid that the tentacle monster would pop out again. 


But even after one, two, and three seconds passed, nothing happened. 

The Apocalypse laid obediently still in my hands as if it were an ordinary book. 
“Uh, huhhhhhh?” 

Venomous Snake’s eye silently went wide. 

“Nothing’s happening...>?” 

“Hur hur.” 


The librarian, who was floating in the air, laughed. 


“That’s right! As long as the great me doesn’t activate my powers, the Apocalypses are just plain old 
books. Of course, there are forbidden books (4*#%) that could prove to be dangerous just by touching 
them. Those books are sealed somewhere secluded, so don’t worry.” 


“Yes.” 

I nodded. 

And when I opened the book in my hand, another hologram popped up. 
It was information about the book. 


+ 
[Tales of Sormewin Academy] 


Genre: Romance, Fantasy 

Difficulty Level: D Class 

Player Limit: 4 to 5 people 

The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: Sormewin is a historical magic academy. It’s an ordinary academy where friendship and 
competition, love, and jealousy comes and goes. This Apocalypse could have remained as an ordinary 
academy. If only it wasn’t for the World Destruction-class artefact that was sealed in the academy’s 
basement of all things! 


Reason for Discontinuation: The evil lady lost her fiancé (Crown Prince) to a schoolgirl who was 
reincarnated twice. She then changed for the worse, and unsealed the artefact, liberating the Great 
Devils and causing the world to be destroyed. 

+ 


The reason for discontinuation, in short, the cause of the world’s destruction, was very pitiful. 
It would’ve been better if the world was destroyed because of meteorites or tsunamis. 

‘What a pity. The world was destroyed because of the children’s love quarrels.’ 

It was obvious why the librarian got angry. 

Let’s think about it. 


2B 2K OK OK KK 


(ED/N: Dear readers this is definitely SSS-Class Suicide Hunter, please don’t be confused and keep on 
reading) 


“Ahbhhh.” 
Like a crack in a blue jewel, the ice-cold eyes of the Crown Prince began to gain an understanding. 


The long misunderstanding that had driven a wedge between the two of them all this while had finally 
melted and collapsed after the second life. 


“My half was here. Dear Silvia. She was my half.” 


The Crown Prince, muttering, let out a sigh and knelt on one knee. Silvia sobbed silently as if holding 
her breath. 


The two of them unwittingly realized that they would never forget this moment until they died. 
At that very moment. 

With a bang, the Crown Prince burst entirely. 

“Eeeek?” 

The next moment, Silvia burst. 

What came to the consciousness of Silvia as she was blown away, was a flurry of screams. 
“Kyaaaaaaak!” 

“Tt’s the Devil! The Devil has appeared!” 

“What bad luck.” 

The world. 

It was the moment where everything came to an end. 


2B 2K OK OK KK 


Imagine that the romance novel that you had been reading was discontinued because of something like 
this. Any reader would’ve been pissed off. 


It was like that even in a novel, so it would’ve been worse if it was the real world. 
‘Anyways.’ 

This wasn’t important right now. 

“Everyone! Come here and take a look at this book.” 

I yelled at the Hunters. 


“Every book has a different difficulty level and content. There are levels that we can clear more easily 
among these books. We have to choose the books that will benefit us the most among these!” 


Several Hunters stood up from their seats. 
But still, the majority just stared at each other. 


-Stupid. They’re like that because you’re using honorifics. You still don’t understand how hard it takes 
for these Hunter bastards to listen? 


Bae Hu-ryeong said. 


-There are 250 Hunters you have to deal with right now. 250 people. You’Il have to drop the honorifics 
to at least make them listen. 


‘Really?’ 


-Every time you level up, you hear [Your presence has become clearer], right. Do you know what that 
means? It’s [Your pride has grown stronger]. By nature, the higher the level a Hunter has, the stronger 
their pride will be. They’d never listen to you. 


Indeed. 

I gave a declamatory speech that was filled with my aura. 

“There are hundreds of Apocalypses here, how can I read them all by myself?! Come and read!” 
Flinching. 

Only then did the heavy hips of the Hunters picked themselves up. 

“Listen, everybody!” 

I continued ordering without a break. 


“Let’s split into groups. Those that have read some novels or history books, to the left! Those that 
really don’t know anything about novels or history, to the right! Come on now! Quickly!” 


Their steps quickened. 
Thump thump thump! 
The people were divided into two sides. 


“People who have read books, divide according to your favourite genres! Romance lovers to the 
romance group! Fantasy lovers to the fantasy group! If you’re a mystery novel lover, to the mystery 
novel group! Chop, chop, get to it now!” 


At last, the atmosphere of the library became a little busy. 
Hunters under my command began to go around. 

“Now. From now on, we’re all going to read!” 

I picked up an Apocalypse and tapped on it. 


“We will divide the hundreds of books into genres. [Romance] group reads romance books. Other 
groups too, read the books according to your genre! Read the book, and decide for yourself if it’s a hit 
or a flop.” 


“Hup! Hup!” 

The Heretic Questioner shook his arm hard. 

He was still keeping his mouth shut and following my orders. 
“_.. Yes, you can speak.” 


“Death King! I don’t know what a flop is! Please tell me the standard! If the story is good, it’s a hit, if 
the story is bad, is it a flop?” 


“No. That’s not it at all.” 
I opened up an Apocalypse and showed it to him. 
“For example, this is a flop.” 


+ 
[Survive the Volcano! ] 


Genre: Survival, Romance 

Difficulty Level: D Class 

Player Limit: 2 people 

<The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: This world has been devastated by nuclear warfare. But the vitality of humanity is 
amazing! Even on the ground where the nuclear warfare broke out, the main character and his lover 
survived. After overcoming all the adversities and hardships, the main character couple vow to be the 
new Adam and Eve. 


Reason for Discontinuation: Of all places, the main character couple had to spend the last night in the 
active volcano zone. The volcano erupted during the night. The main character and the main character’s 
lover were smashed to death by a rock that flew from a volcano. Humanity thus perished. 

+ 


I spoke in a wretched tone. 

“Tt’s not just acommon flop, it’s a shitty flop.” 

“Why?” 

Heretic Questioner tilted his head. 

“New Adam and Eve. Isn’t it romantic and nice?!” 

“Tt’s useless saving this world. It’s a world where there’s already nuclear warfare.” 
I sighed and closed the book. 


“What can we do if we get a world full of radiation as the 22nd floor? Do you want us all to die of 
radiation contamination?” 


“Aha.” 

For instance, in the past, the Flame Emperor had cleared the Great Library in an amazing way. 
From the 22nd to 29th floors, he only targeted worlds that had [Lava] or [Volcano]. 

‘What a crazy bastard.’ 


The Flame Emperor was immune to fire. Even in a disastrous world where there was flowing lava and 
volcanic eruptions, he could leisurely take a stroll. 


He chose the Apocalypses based solely on the criteria of [how easily he can attack]. 


He really didn’t consider what kind of Apocalypse he should have saved so that it’d be a benefit to all 
of us, not even a little. 


‘If he did well, there was a chance where he’d be able to get eight treasure troves!’ 
At any rate, a man who feeds off his own pride wouldn’t be of help. 

After all, it’d be a loss to other people living in the tower. 

‘This time, I’ll only pick out the best possible Apocalypses so that it’d benefit us.’ 


Apocalypses where monsters sprang out which could help the Hunters gain combat experience, or an 
Apocalypses which was filled with rare minerals, or Apocalypses which were set in ruins full of 
treasures, or an Apocalypse, where seasoned chicken and sweet & sour pork run through the forest and 
shrimp fritters dance in the sea. 


No. Let’s cancel the last one. It would be quite scary if it actually exists. 
Anyway! 

“Bear in mind! It doesn’t matter whether the story is shit or not!” 

I shouted while handing out books to Hunters. 


“Whether the main character has cancer, or if the story’s no fun, pay no heed to anything like that. Just 
read it! Read it from beginning to end, and evaluate whether saving this world will benefit all of us....” 


Paused. 

I paused when I was handing out a book. 

One Hunter made eye contact with me. 

“ ..Excuse me. Black Dragon Witch?” 

“Mmm. What’s wrong?” 

It was the Witch. 

I slowly opened my mouth. 

“This is the [Mystery] group.” 

A gathering of people who enjoyed reading mystery novels normally. 
For some reason, the Witch was sitting there proudly. 


This person, didn’t it show that she was a romance fan when the Character Window popped up just 
now? 


“T know.” 


The Witch nodded as if it was natural. 


“Would I have sat here without knowing where I was?” 

“Uh.... Black Dragon Witch. Did you always like the mystery genre?” 
“Of course.” 

Slurp. 

The Witch modestly drank some black coffee. 

“T’m an intelligent woman.” 

Crazy. 


Why was this guild leader suddenly cosplaying as a normal person? She liked dramas. She liked 
romance. Anyone who knew her could tell she was an enthusiastic reader of nonsense romances even at 
a glance. 


“No way.’ 
I realized something. 


‘Does she not want to let people around her know that she’s obsessed with Romance...?’ 
Come to think of it, the [Romance] group particularly had very few Hunters. There was not even a 
single man. On the other hand, for some reason, the [Martial Arts] group was full of men. 


I assure you, less than a handful among them actually read Martial Arts novels. 
‘Wow.’ 

My mind went blank. 

‘Are these people cosplaying even in this situation! ?’ 

-I told you. 

Bae Hu-ryeong murmured sullenly. 


-High-level Hunters feed on their pride. Besides, they’re all people who received a Title. They’d rather 
die than lose face. Didn’t you see? Just now, the 50 people that were doing a suicide special all at 
once? They’re all crazy dudes. 


It drove me crazy. 

“No, Black Dragon Witch... No matter how much you want to....” 
“What do you mean no matter what?” 

The Witch asked back calmly. 

Her calm face had the feel of an impregnable fortress. 


I thought desperately of what to say, and I spoke slowly. 


“No... I thought you were a pretty romantic person... That’s what I thought. So to see that you aren’t in 
the [Romance], but in the [Mystery] group, is a little surprising....” 


The hand with which she was drinking coffee paused mid-action. 
“Hmmm. Is that so?” 

Her voice was exactly the same as usual. 

“Do I look like someone who goes well with romance?” 


“Yes. That’s why it’s weird that you’re not in the [Romance] group but somewhere else....It feels like 
you’re wearing something that doesn’t suit you....” 


“Haa.” 
The Witch put down the coffee cup and stood up. 


“T can’t help it if Death King says so. I’ve never read romance novels in my life, but yes. Should I take 
this chance to get used to a new genre this time? It’s the right attitude as a Hunter to challenge new 
things no matter what the task is.” 


“Tt’s just as you’ve said....” 

“Mmhmm. Got it.” 

The Witch headed for the [Romance] group with light steps. 

It was like a cowboy walking to the far side of the wilderness in a western movie. 

I couldn’t help but to look at her back with a very subtle feeling. 

“Well done, Death King!” 

Heretic Questioner looked at me with sparkling eyes. He was sitting in the Mystery group too. 


“When the Black Dragon Witch sits somewhere, she doesn’t get up easily. Aha. For real, an incredible 
rookie showed up!” 


“_..Ten Thousand Temple Guild Leader. Do you read mystery novels, too?” 
Heretic Questioner smiled like an angel. 

“T know Sherlock Holmes!” 

“Oh. I know Doctor Watson too.” 

I chanted the command quietly in my mind. 

‘Character window.’ 

Snikttttt. 


Messages flashed before my eyes. 


+ 
Name: Heretic Questioner(##}it [i &) 


Favourability: 50 

Favourite Genres: [Fairy Tale] [Myth] [Legend] 
Unfavourable Genres: None 

Favourite Characters: [Human] 

Unfavourable Characters: None 

Preferred Plots: [Greatest Happiness of the Greatest Number] 
Undesired Plots: None 


Psychological State: ‘I know Sherlock Holmes! Oh. I know Doctor Watson too.’ 
+ 


Crazy. 

I got goosebumps. 

’How come his outward demeanour and his innermost thoughts are exactly the same?’ 
Furthermore, there was nothing he hated or disliked. 

‘Is he really a human?’ 

I genuinely felt fear and shock. 

In a literal sense, he was purely a Natural Born Crazy Psycho. 

“Hmm? What’s wrong, Death King?” 

The Crazy Psycho tilted his head. 

I was pondering over how to deal with it. 

Then I took out a pen and wrote down some letters on the back of the hand of the Heretic Questioner. 
[Fairy Tale] 

I said with a solemn expression. 

“Heretic Questioner-nim.” 

“Yes!” 

“You’re in the [Fairy Tale] group from now on.” 

“Fairy Tale, you say!” 


“That’s right. Heretic Questioner-nim is the only person in this group. You have to verify and screen all 
the books that come into the group alone, Heretic Questioner-nim.” 


“Ohhh! What a heavy responsibility!” 


The Crazy Psycho’s eyes glistened. 

I nodded. 

“Yes, it’s very important. So I’ Il leave it in your good hands.” 
“Ahahaha. Don’t worry! Death King. I’ll screen it properly!” 


That’s right. 
Out of the hundreds of Apocalypses, there was not a single fairy tale. 


I searched thoroughly to see if there was any other Hunter who tried to cosplay as an ordinary person. 
The result was unbelievable. Out of the 250 people, as many as 100 of them were lying about their 
taste. 


These crazy assholes....’ 

In the end, it took three hours just to split them into groups. 
As many as 112 cosplayers were sent to their rightful places. 
But even for him.... 

As the last one, he couldn’t help but keep silent. 


+ 
Name: Venomous Snake (#¢#fié) 


Favourability: 32 


Favourite Genres: [Otherworldly Fiction], [Strongest Fiction], [Destruction Fiction], [Harem Fiction] 


Unfavourable Genres: [Political Fiction], [Crime Fiction] 


Favourite Characters: [Older Sister], [Younger Sister], [Married Woman], [Pure], [Coy], [Girlish 
Youths]... 


Unfavourable Character: [Mafia], [Gangsters], [Blonde-haired and tanned bully] 

Preferred Plots: [I’ve been summoned to this world, and it turns out that I have the blood of the world’s 
strongest Dragon and the Devil Realms strongest Empress, I’m going to show you what a purely 
peerless cheat character is, but something seems to be the problem?], [I think my younger sister became 
a God of Creation for me, but I just want to be an ordinary high school student who just wants to have a 
quiet day, and it is only troubling me] and as follows [Cheat], [Peerless], [Harem], [Well well, it seems 
I have no choice but to come forward] 


Undesired Plots: [NTR] 


Psychological status: ‘Wow, fuck. What’s with this Old File Room? What’s up with the Martial Arts 
group. Every time I read a line, I feel like my eyes are falling out and it feels like a sign, it’s full of 
sweaty guys. Shit. Isn’t this too inconsiderate for the readers?’ 

+ 


That person had an eye patch covering one of his eyes. 

That person was a swordsman called Chen Mu-mun Master. 
That person was... ... the Emperor of light novels. 

“Huh?” 

Venomous Snake looked back at me. 

“What, what are you looking at? I’m busy reading.” 

And Venomous Snake was sitting in the [Martial Arts] group. 
“Nothing...” 

I couldn’t bear to say anything. 

“T’m sorry to interrupt you while you’re reading. Continue reading....“ 
“Okay.” 

I turned my back and walked feebly. 

I realized for sure when I came to the 21st floor this time. 
The top-ranking Hunters were all crazy. 

And I had to carry these crazy madmen. 
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Chapter 58 — Bibliomania. (3) 


Translator: WH Editor: Sasha 


4. 

Find a book that has high chances of having a popular plot. 
This was what I had instructed the Hunters to do. 

“Do you all understand?” 

I roamed among the Hunters and said, 


“Tf the difficulty is too hard, it won’t do. But then it shouldn’t be too easy, too. An Apocalypse with a 
suitable difficulty! In addition to that, choose one that will give us a suitable reward.” 


Following my instructions, 250 Hunters began reading the Apocalypses. 


As if it documented the imprints of the world itself, the volume of each Apocalypse was so extensive. 
Even when all of the Hunters were reading it, it was never-ending. 


“Death King, it’s strange.” 

The only exception was the Heretic Questioner, who did not have a single book to read. 
On the back of the Crazy Psycho’s hand, it still said ‘Fairy Tale’. 

“What is?” 

“T’m the only one who doesn’t have an apocalypse. Is fairy tale a minor genre?” 


“Eyyy, no way. There may be people who have never read fantasy, and some may have never read 
romance, but I’m sure everyone has heard of fairy tales. It’s a majority even among the majorities.” 


“You’re right. Hmm. But why isn’t a single book coming to me....?” 
Crazy Psycho tilted his head. 


‘Cause there’s no fairy tale ending in the destroyed worlds. You Natural.’ 
[T/N: It’s a short form for his small nickname that Death King gave, the full name is Natural Born 
Crazy Psycho (literally this was what he called him). ] 


These words almost rose to the top of my throat, but I held it in. 
And pretended to know nothing. 


“Who knows? Just wait a little longer. Out of all these books, there should at least be one that has fairy- 
tales as it’s genre.” 


“Hmm. That’s certainly true. I guess I’m a little impatient. I’1l wait calmly!” 


Crazy Psycho walked to a comer and sat there. I knew that the day when he would be given a fairy tale 
book would never come, the Witch also knew, and all the other Hunters knew too. 


“Hey, religious brat.” 

Let’s correct it. 

It seemed that the Emperor of Light Novel did not know. 

“Yes, Chen Mu-mun Master? Did you call me?” 

“This seems to be a fairy tale. There was a book mixed into the Martial Arts group.” 
“Oh hooo! Thank you!” 


Heretic Questioner received an Apocalypse from the Venomous Snake. A bright smile, as if it had been 
made by grinding angels and saints together, hung around his lips. 


It was a little scary. 

“Then Death King, I’ll get to reading too! Ahhaa, I wonder what kind of Apocalypse this will be!” 
“Abhh, yes.....That, what’s the title of that Apocalypse?” 

“Tt’s called [Me and Our Scapegoat]!” 

The title was also a little scary. 

In the end, all the groups received books. And they started reading. 

Some time passed and then it was mealtime. 

“Ughhh.” 

“Ey-, I think my eyes are going to fall apart.” 

Anguished groans were coming from here and there. 


It was to the extent that everyone just took and ate the sandwiches and black tea that the bookmarks 
maids prepared without a single complaint this time. 


“Death King...” 

The Witch in charge of the [Romance] group was no exception. 

“I, I can understand how that Constellation feels.” 

“Huh?” 

“T’m talking about these Apocalypses. They all got discontinued at the climax scene.” 
The Witch looked exhausted. 


“As soon as the Female Lead confesses to the Male Lead, the meteor comes falling down. As soon as 
they held hands and kissed each other, aliens suddenly invaded. It’s all messed up! Let’s disregard the 
meteors, but why the hell are there alien invasions in a court romance comedy?” 


“Furthermore,” said the Witch. 


“Tt’s even worse because up until it gets discontinued, it’s so interesting. The main character is 
charming and even the story is interesting... It’s just the ending is rubbish! It’s a perfect course meal, 
but when I cut the cutlet from the main dish, it feels like something would pop out...... - 


“No, you don’t have to tell me what’s going to pop out. Can’t you see I’m eating a tonkatsu sandwich 
right now?” 
[T/N: Tonkatsu is basically pork cutlet] 


“Ahh, I’m sorry. Death King. You’re right, sorry for not being careful with my words while you were 
eating.... No, but, I must tell you, what this feeling is!” 


“This is all being broadcasted live. Witch-nim, live broadcast, okay?” 


The Witch laughed and shut her mouth. This person really, even when she tried to make eye contact 
with the one-eyed giant zombie a while back, she always lost her temper at strange moments. 


Anyway, it was a relief as the moment I finished the last bite of the Tonkatsu sandwich, the Witch 
looked around and brought her lips closer to my ear. 


“What this feeling is...... A 


Will the viewers in the middle of Babylon Square hold their breath, while watching the Witch whisper 
in my ear? 


I could hardly breathe when I heard her whispering. It was something that made me not want to look at 
the Tonkatsu sandwich for at least a month. 


Oh, Dear God. Please save me....... 
[Shiny is giving her best effort to save you.] 
I wished that the Goddess, who couldn’t even save her own world, would just stay silent....... 


Of course, the God of the Great Library did not save me either. Instead, Bang Gu-seok, the librarian, 
smiled as he floated around in the air. 


“Finally, you lot seem to understand the pain the great me had suffered.” 


The appearance of the librarian was that of a child. But the laughter on the face of the Constellation 
now was not childlike at all. It was a smile of a gourmet who lost his taste because he couldn’t 
overcome the sweet and salty combination of life. 


“T wont hide it any longer. These 683 volumes of Apocalypses which I have allowed you to touch. Even 
in my Great Library, they’re Magic Grimoires(/#£#) that boast a particularly destructive power.” 
“Magic Grimoires?” 


“That’s right. While being extremely exciting they’re so interesting, that the readers cannot help but 
love these books.” 


The librarian’s laughter resonated gloomily. 


“But that’s all there is to it! Even though it’s so interesting, you lot will never be happy with it. No, it’s 
even more unfortunate as it’s so interesting! Because all these Magic Grimoires have a shitty ending!” 


The Witch swallowed her saliva. 

“Don’t tell me you chose only those kinds of books on purpose? To inflict the same pain on us...?” 
“You may think of it that way.” 

“That’s the only thing I can think of....” 


“Now then! I hope you lot fall into this hell of discontinued books and struggle with eternal pain like 
the great me! Come on! Hurry and suffer!” 


The librarian laughed. 

Some Hunters trembled with fear. 

“Are you perhaps a demon?” 

“T can’t believe you purposely let us read only the masterpieces that got discontinued. You’re crazy.” 
“This deserves heavenly punishment...!” 


Later, it turned out that they all originally had the hobby of reading novels. I didn’t really know, but for 
novel lovers, the librarian’s remarks were very frightening. 


It was then. 

“Ahh. Hun-, Hunter-nim.” 

“Hmm?” 

I heard a familiar voice from somewhere. 


As I turned my head, one of the members of the [Fantasy] group was waving his hand. For a while, I 
wondered who that woman was waving at, and soon after I recalled her face. 


“What’s this? Aren’t you Sajang-nim?” 
[T/N: Sajang-nim refers to boss/president. ] 


A Hunter, who would later grow to become the Ministry of Alchemy Master. 

The Alchemist who made me an elixir was here. 

“Did Sajang-nim also receive a Title too?” 

“it-, It happened by chance. Though it’s a tasteless Title such as ‘Alchemist’.... Ehehe.” 
The alchemist who became an ‘Alchemist’ smiled awkwardly. 

I was a little surprised. 


‘The Ministry of Alchemy Master already received her Title?’ 


No matter how great of a Hunter she was, the woman in front of her had been wandering around the 
slums until recently. ‘Title’. It was a little early for her to have made an admirable achievement. 


Even me, who was armed with fraud skills, I only managed to get a ‘Title’ after doing crazy things 
repeatedly, as expected, as the twig is bent, so grows the tree? 

[T/N: as the twig is bent, so grows the tree is an idiom that means a promising person that stands out 
even when they’re young. ] 


“You’re really amazing, Sajang-nim. How did you get a Title in such a short time? As expected, my 
eyes are never wrong. At first glance, I knew that Sajang-nim would succeed. I did a profitable 
investment.” 


“N-, no! I’m not amazing at all!” 

The Alchemist shook her dry right hand. 

“T’m serious. I’m not being modest or anything... All I did was stay still and I got a Title.” 
“What?” 


“T-, I also don’t know what happened. A few days ago, I suddenly heard a sound, [The item you 
produced has helped save the world], and I was given a Title. Ugh. I’m sorry. You’re probably really 
baffled right...>?” 


‘Abhh.’ 


The Alchemist looked like she didn’t know what she was talking about even after she said it. But I was 
different. I realized the truth of the situation upon hearing her words. 


“Tt’s because of the elixir you made for me!” 
The cause was the elixir I took when I was fighting the Devil King. 


In my bloody fight with the Devil King, I properly felt the effects of the elixir. Thanks to it maximizing 
my senses, I was able to watch the Devil King swinging his sword in slow-motion. 


‘What the? Then....’ 
In other words. 


‘Have I been carrying her all this while?’ 
[T/N: Carry in this context is like the gaming term, in other words, our MC carried her by using the 
item she made, that was why she could get a Title. ] 


It was like giving someone a bus ride unintentionally. 
The Alchemist wriggled his fingers as she didn’t know that. 


“Re-, Really what’s amazing is not me, but you, Hunter-nim! Ah. I should call you the Death King 
now...Death King-nim is indeed the awesome one. Up till a few days ago, you were out of the 
rankings, but you went up to 3rd rank at once! It’s such a great, great honour for me to get to know 
someone like you, Death King-nim! I really wanted to tell you this!” 


“Eyyy, what do you mean? I just have good luck, that’s all....” 


As she scratched the back of her head awkwardly, the Alchemist went “Ehehe.” and clasped her hands 
behind her back. 


“Death King-nim, if you need anything, please tell me! As long as I can do it, I’ help you all I can!” 
Wow. 

What’s this, this person? 

Perhaps she was an angel? 

-Hey Zombie. Can’t you raise the hurdle a little bit higher for judging people as angels? 


‘Mr. Sword Emperor, I’m just trusting people. No matter how much I get betrayed, I can’t stop 
believing in people. It’s not my sin for carrying such a warm heart.’ 


-You’re speaking bullshit today as well. In English, it’s called a hot-dog sound. 
[T/N: Literally, he said hot-dog sound. ] 


Let’s pretend I didn’t hear the last bullshit. 


5. 

It’s been four days since we started reading. 

We finally succeeded in reading every single volume of Apocalypses. 
Every Hunter announced that they had completed reading (3¢:%). 

“In [Romance] Group, we recommend a total of four books.” 

“The [SF] Group recommends two books.” 

“In the [Mystery] group....” 

Each group announced their recommended masterpiece. 

Moderate difficulty. Adequate reward. 

Recommendations that fit these two criteria were listed. 


“My [Fairy Tale] group will recommend this! Although that’s the only book I have!” 


a 
[Me and Our Scapegoat] 
Genre: Fairy Tale 

Difficulty level: A-Class 


Player Limit: 2 or more 


The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: This world’s humanity had succeeded in creating a Utopia. But a special power source 
was required to maintain the Utopia. The power source needed were the screams of suffering of an 
innocent child who bears no crimes. Though it was a pity, for the perfect happiness of 17 million 
people, 1 innocent child should bear with it, right? Thanks to the meticulously developed torture 
techniques and life-saving treatments, about five years’ worth of screams were able to be extracted 
from each child. Such efficiency! 


Reason for Discontinuation: 118,000 years had passed since the creation of Utopia. Eventually, all the 
innocent children were used up. The Utopia, which lost its power source, came to a stop. 


+ 


I’ll have to stop by that Apocalypse regardless of the level of difficulty or reward being given. 
However, there was a separate Apocalypse that caught the eye right now. 

“The [Martial Arts] group strongly recommends this masterpiece.” 

The Sword Saint said. 


Sword Saint was the team leader of the martial arts genre. Unlike someone who appeared as a martial 
arts lover but instead lived as an Emperor of Light Novel, the Sword Saint was indeed a connoisseur of 
martial arts. 


The old man flipped opens an Apocalypse. 
“This is the book.” 


+ 
[The Chronicles of Heavenly Demon(XK/%)] 
Genre: Martial Arts, Fusion 

Difficulty Level: B Class 

Player Limit: 2 to 4 people 

The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: Murim. A world of those who revere Mu, those who use Mu, those who strive to attain 
Mu! A Heavenly Demon descended here and tried to unify Murim. A Demonic Cult(#& 2) brought 
together centering on the Heavenly Demon. The opposing forces who go against this Demonic Cult. 
Fighting over the control of the world...would be what they would’ve done. 

[T/N: Murim(zt#) is the Martial Arts World, Mu(it) is basically Martial Arts. ] 


If it wasn’t for the sudden super epidemic. 


Reason for Discontinuation: An unidentified epidemic went rampant in the world, causing the 
Heavenly Demon to die. The Demonic Cult was annihilated. The other forces were also destroyed. End. 
+ 


[T/N: I know, it reminds us of a certain manhwa/novel. But I just had to!] 


“The reason I recommend [Chronicles of Heavenly Demon] is simple.” 
Said the Sword Saint. 


“There’s a character called Heavenly Demon in this world. It is the Murim, where the strongest of 
strongest Martial Arts Scriptures are gathered at. Therefore, there will be a huge hidden treasury (#i)#) 
at the stronghold of the Demonic Cult. Well. In short, a library or something would’ve been built.” 


The Sword Saint had an awkward look. It was because all the people who were not part of the [Martial 
Arts] group were saying in reaction, ‘Martial Arts Scriptures? Hidden Treasury? What the hell is he 
talking about?’ In the end, the Sword Saint gave up on using martial arts terminology and used words 
that were easier to understand. 


“Tt’s safe to say that the Martial Arts Scriptures are books that contain the secrets of a skill. If we 
succeed in saving this world, we will be able to get a library where the best skills in the world are 
stored. It’s a chance for our Hunters to be a level stronger.” 


The Hunters’ eyes glistened. 

“Martial Arts huh.” 

“Does that mean we can get new skills?” 

“Well. It’s really rare to be able to learn skills....” 
“Tt’s an opportunity to learn the way to be strong!” 


Everyone’s mood was pretty good. People who valued individual strength, just like the Sword Saint, 
responded particularly positively. Right now, our priority was to be strong. These claims were 
convincing. 


Of course, it was a good story for me, too. 
‘Isn’t that pretty good?’ 
I stroked my chin. 


There must be a lot of Masters that fly around in Murim. If I die once by the hands of those Masters... 
Wow. Wouldn’t there be an A-Class skill even if I picked poorly?’ 


-Hey Zombie. Are you afraid no one would know you’re a Zombie, why are those screwed up thoughts 
all you have filled in your head? 


‘A world I want to destroy just appeared. But it’s difficult with my current strength now.’ 


The Sword Emperor silently shut his mouth. 


Instead, another being spoke up. 

[Shiny notifies you that she sensed a vestige. ] 
The sword on my waist was suddenly vibrating. 
“What do you mean a vestige? What vestige?’ 
[Shiny says her sister is very close. ] 

“Sister, you say?” 


Shiny... the so-called Constellation ‘Goddess of Protection’ was split and sealed within five swords. 
One of the swords was on my waist. 


Even Shiny doesn’t know where the rest of the swords disappeared to. 
But to be able to sense the vestige of her sister swords nearby. 
“Where? Where did you sense it?’ 

I looked around. 


The Great Library of All Things. The bookshelves( #2) that continued beyond the horizon. Each 
bookshelf was huge. Looking up, it was as high as a tower. Of course, I couldn’t see anything besides 
books. 


[Shiny advises that you focus your eyes ahead instead of looking around the wrong place. ] 
“In front of my eyes? There’s only Sword Saint in front of my eyes...... Wait a minute.’ 
Apocalypse. 

A book containing a world. 

‘Is it perhaps in there?’ 

The Holy Sword vibrated. 

[Shiny affirms and says “Yes, warrior.” ] 

[Shiny says she feels her sister’s presence from the book that the Sword Saint is holding! ] 


At that moment, my next destination was decided. 
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Chapter 59 — Expedition Without Hopes Or Dreams (1) 
Translator: WH Editor: Sasha 


Ls 

A bathroom had already been set up in the Great Library. 
“Okay.” 

After washing my face at the sink, I said. 

“Before we go to the Murim... Let’s just start with dying once.” 


Silence flowed around. There was no one else but me in the bathroom. But there was a ghost and a 
sword, and they responded to me. 


-What do you mean by okay? 
[Shiny doesn’t understand your intentions. ] 
Bae Hu-ryeong batted his eyes, and the Holy Sword’s light glimmered. 


“Lefanta Aegim. The first Emperor of the Empire and the one who made the Goddess of Protection into 
Shiny.” 
[Shiny pointed out that you were the one who named her “Shiny”.....] 


“T don’t know what kind of guy he is, but he could travel back and forth between the various worlds.” 


I put on my overcoat. It was a custom-made suit gifted to me by the Witch before the press conference. 
Looking at my reflection in the mirror, it made me look like a fresh recruit who was ready to go to 
work. 


Strangely, this appearance gave me a sense of psychological stability. 


“Think about it. Shiny, you were in the world of the Aegim Empire, right? But the other sword is in the 
Murim world. That means Lefanta Aegim had [The ability to cross-over worlds].” 


-Hooooohhh. 
“He must be a munchkin-like dude.” 
I touched the shaft of the Holy Sword on my waist. 


“He’s capable enough to establish an Empire, and he’s strong enough to split and seal a Constellation. 
He even has the ability to cross over into this world. It’s not a good idea to blindly jump into the Murim 
without any plan to look for fragments of the Holy Sword.” 


I needed to be a little more cautious. 

















“I’m not invincible (i) either.” 





That’s right. 


In fact, lately... I was a little on edge. 
Should I say I was worried about my current self? 
I was worried that if I relaxed even a little bit, my ‘confidence’ would turn into ‘arrogance’. 


“T rose to 3rd rank in the Hunter ranking. I almost single handedly defeated the Devil King. In the city, 
the people only talked about me, and now I’m even giving orders to Hunters that carry Titles.” 


-So what? 

“T’m afraid [’ll let my guard down if I make a blunder. ” 

There were up to 100 floors in the tower. 

As of right now, I was just a Hunter who had only reached the 21st floor. 

It was too early to relax just because of the success I had right now. 

“The Flame Emperor was also hunted by me because he let his guard down.’ 


Because he had a skill that ‘revived’ him even if he died, [Returners Clockwork Watch]. It was a crazy 
cheat skill that looked as if there was no way to subdue it. However, what happened to Yoo Soo-ha, the 
Flame Emperor who had such a crazy cheat ability? 


‘He died.’ 


What’s more, after his death, he even danced a big round of Kozatsky dance in front of the world’s 
army. 


It was a very good example that no matter how strong a Hunter was, he should not let his guard down. 
-No. That’s because Zombie, you’re quite the devilish bastard.... 


“Anyways, I’m not going to jump into [Chronicles of Heavenly Demon] without any countermeasures. 
I need to know what kind of bastard Lefanta Aegim was. Right now, I really don’t have any 
information about it.” 


Preparedness averts peril. 
[T/N: It’s an idiom #-4|42! (4%) which basically means, with all precautions taken, one would 
be safe. Or it could also mean better safe than sorry. ] 





Why was there a fragment of the Holy Sword in Murim out of the blue, and not in the world of Aegim 
Continent? What was the munchkin named Lefanta Aegim even thinking, and for what purpose did he 
split and scatter the [Goddess of Protection]? 


I wanted to at least get the minimum amount of information before entering the next Stage. 


-Well, it’s not a bad mindset to think before you leap. 
[T/N: it’s SCte| = =S7/a1 WHCtE, a Korean Idiom that means to think carefully before you 
commit to your next action. ] 














Bae Hu-ryeong tilted his head. 


-How exactly are you going to prepare? Just like you said, you don’t know anything about the guy 
called Lefanta or whatever it is. There’s also no way to find out. 


“You’re right about me not knowing anything. But...” 
I tapped the Holy Sword with my finger. 

“You’re wrong about there being no way to find out.” 
-What? 


“Even if it looks like this, this sword is the [Goddess of Protection]. Though it’s been divided into five 
fragments, it’s undoubtedly a Constellation.” 


I grinned mischievously. 


“A question now. If I stab myself with this sword, would that count as suicide? Or is it murder by the 
Constellation?” 


Bae Hu-ryeong’s eyes widened. 
He looked as if it was something unthinkable. 
-Huh? Huhhhhhhh? 


“Tt could be suicide or murder. Let’s say the odds are fifty-fifty, and I don’t know which one it is yet, 
but... It’s worth testing out.” 


Shashingggg. 
[T/N: the sound of pulling a sword out of its sheath. ] 


I took the Holy Sword out of its sheath. Then I heard a desperate voice. 
[Shiny sincerely asks the warrior to reconsider once more. ] 
“Why?” 


[Shiny strongly asserts that it is embarrassing for her past to be seen by another person and that she 
would like to protect her privacy. ] 


I raised the comers of my lips. 


“Eyyy, there’s no such thing as privacy between us, right? I’m also showing my personal life to you, 
broadcasted live 24 hours a day. You should be fair.” 


[Shiny is begging you to stop...... ] 

Shlickkkk! 

The Holy Sword pierced my body. 

The next moment, I was sure I succeeded in the fifty-fifty gamble. 
[You have died. ] 


[Your death has satisfied the skill condition. ] 


[Goddess of Protection’s skill is currently sealed and cannot be acquired. ] 
It was a bit disappointing that I couldn’t copy her skills. 

But what I was trying to get right now was not a skill. 

[You are currently a D-Class Hunter. ] 

[You will receive a penalty due to your skill.] 

[The trauma of your enemy is being reenacted.] 

[The extremity is Moderate (4). Vengeful Ghost Road.] 

Shinggggg! 

The scene I had hoped for unfolded before my eyes. 


-Your long journey finally came to an end. 

I could hear a beautiful voice. 

-I knew you could do it. Warrior-nim. 

It was a woman I had never seen before. But somehow I realized right away who she was. 
The [Goddess of Protection] that wasn’t sealed in the blade. 

It was a Constellation that could fully control her power. 


-Yes. 

A man. A silver-haired nobleman, probably whom the Goddess was referring to as a warrior, was sitting 
on a rustic jade throne. From the chin upwards, there was a hint of fatigue on his face. It was the 
Empire’s first Emperor, Lefanta Aegim who replied to her. 


‘Is that dude Lefanta Aegim?’ 
The man opened his lips. 


-It seemed like it was just a few days ago that I was taken aback by the sudden summoning. Before I 
knew it, I’ve become an Emperor that unified the Continent. Life is full of surprises. 


-Hurhur. I feel refreshed too. At first, you were a normal human who really didn’t know anything. Now, 
you’re stronger than me. No, most Gods wouldn’t even be able to hold a candle against you.... 


It was then. 


-Huh? What the-. 

Bae Hu-ryeong, who was looking at the trauma scene with me made a sound. 
-It feels like I’ve seen that bastard before? 

‘Huh?’ 


-I mean that blonde-haired dude. Even at a glance, I can recognise, he’s definitely the Constellation 
Killer (#X#). 


Bae Hu-ryeong muttered as if it was strange. 
I was surprised at the fact that Bae Hu-ryeong had met Lefanta Aegim before. 
“What does Constellation Killer mean?’ 


-It’s that bastard’s Title. He got that Title because he was a crazy bastard that only went around looking 
for the Constellations and crushing them. 


Crushing the Constellations? 


— Don’t you see? The tower is connected to the worlds. From the 50th floor, you have to compete with 
Hunters from all over the world. 


‘Oh, really?’ 
-Mmhmmm. And that [Constellation Killer] was a bastard that was cooped up on the 50th floor. 
Bae Hu-ryeong said. 


-He would never climb the tower, and just stayed locked up on the 50th floor all the time, and when the 
words of a Constellation being there came by, he’d chase after them immediately. I’m sure that there 
are at least a few hundred Constellations that were killed by him. 


ee then Lefanta Aegim is also a Hunter?’ 


-That’s right. I was wondering what kind of world such a crazy madman was born in, that brat. So he’s 
from Aegim. 


Bae Hy-ryeong murmured. 
-I never thought I’d see an old connection in a place like this. Phew. 
‘Ubhhh. What was the relationship between the two of you...?’ 


-What else could our relationship be? We had a proper fight, that’s what our relationship was. He was 
strong, that I’ll give him, but he couldn’t dare match me. 


The trauma scene kept unfolding even in the midst of our chatter. 


The Goddess of Protection opened her mouth. 




















-What do you plan to do from now on, Warrior-nim? There are no longer any Gods(##!##) and 
Demons(##) that can block Warrior-nim’s path. Your long journey is now... 


-Constellation. 

-Yes? 

-It’s neither God nor Demon. It’s Constellation. 

Lefanta Aegim stood up from his jade throne. 

-The world belongs to humans, not to the Constellations. 
Lefanta Aegim looked back at the goddess. 

A dark red Aura blazed forth from the Emperor’s body. 

— ...Warrior-nim? Why are you suddenly using your Aura....? 
With an exhausted look, the Founding Emperor of the Empire seemed to be agonizing. 
It wasn’t for long. 

-I won’t kill you. Because you’ve been helping me up till now. 
A red Aura swoop over the goddess. 


-I will split and seal your existence. If I do that, you won’t be able to regain your power again. And 
when the Constellation is gone....... 


The latter part of his words couldn’t be heard because of the piercing scream. 

The goddess’s existence was being torn apart in front of us. 

-I’m sorry. 

Lefanta Aegim said. 

-But this is the right way. 

After the goddess’s scream faded away, the trauma moved away from us in a flash. 


[Trauma reenactment finished. | 














[Confirming that the subject’s psyche (4) is maintained. ] 





[The penalty is ending. ] 


Siegeas What’s this, this guy?” 


After coming back to the day before, I mumbled in the bathroom that I came back to again. 


“T thought I would see what kind of guy he was after getting a glimpse of the past through the trauma... 
Now I’m confused even more after watching it. Hey, Shiny. Why did your old master seal you?” 


[Shiny replied sullenly, saying she doesn’t know either. ] 
The Holy Sword glowed lightly. 

Was it because she was down? 

The light of the Holy Sword seemed unusually weak. 


[The Lefanta Aegim, who she remembers, was a man of few words, but he was a righteous warrior. 
Shiny expresses that she had no idea why he sealed her, and why he left behind the Empire that he 
founded. ] 


The mystery only got worse. 
-I told you. The higher the levels of the Hunters are, the crazier they are, okay? 
Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged. 


-Don‘ try to understand those crazy madmen. If you peek into the abyss, you will fall into the abyss 
yourself. Become strong just like me, and crush all the fuckers you don’t like, whether it is 
Constellation Killer or whoever! 


I sighed. 

“Well. It’s considered a harvest just by knowing his face.” 

And I was certain of one fact. 

Lefanta Aegim. The so-called [Constellation Killer] would be hostile as soon as he saw me. 
Because I was carrying around the fragments of the Goddess of Protection that he sealed away. 
“Hmmmm.” 

I wrinkled my forehead while looking in the mirror. 

“If we’re going to meet on the 50th floor anyway, I’d like to take care of it in advance....” 


-Hold your horses. You’re no match for him with your current ability! He’s just weaker than me, but 
that guy is a master among masters too. Also, if you already have time to worry about the 50th floor, 
how about you clear the 22nd floor, you wimp! 


“Ehem.” 
He wasn’t wrong, so I quietly repeated the same day. 


The next day. The Hunters picked out the ’22nd floor’ after reading all the Apocalypses. [Chronicles of 
Heavenly Demon] was chosen without difficulty because it was none other than the Sword Saint 
himself who recommended it. 


“Hoooh? I see you all chose Martial Arts as your first genre.” 
The librarian watched us make our decision and meaningfully laughed. 


“Tt’s not a bad choice! Although it may not exactly be the same Murim you lot know of, it is the same 
in that there are martial arts and strong people. Depending on how you lead the story, you might even 
gain a Miraculous Encounter(#i#x). Martial Arts that are priceless... According to the expression you 
lot use, you may even be able to learn ‘Skills’.” 


Obhhbhhhbhhh, the Hunters got excited. 


Everyone was in high spirits and yet the librarian immediately sprayed ashes on the mood. 
[T/N: ‘sprayed ashes’ is a Korean slang for ruining a mood. ] 


“However, all things are high-risk, high-returns! That’s how strong the ‘enemy’ characters are. 
Needless to say, but if you enter the Apocalypse and lose your life, you will actually die in reality. Of 
course, you won’t be able to escape from the Apocalypse until you’ve completed the ‘ending’ 
properly!” 


The Hunters shut their mouths. 
It was a given. Unless you had an unusual skill like me, death always had the power to shut people up. 


“(Chronicles of Heavenly Demon] has a play limit of 2 to 4 people. Now! Who’s going to be part of the 
characters of this Apocalypse?” 


The Hunters’ eyes naturally turned towards the top rankers. 


Among them, I was the one who garnered the most attention. The reason was simple. It was because, 
over the past few days, I ordered and directed the Hunters around as if I was some sort of 
representative. 


With power comes great responsibility. 
“T’]l take part.” 
And I had no intention of running away from my responsibilities. 


At my quick answer, the guild masters smiled delightfully, as if saying ‘I knew he would do that’ and 
the majority of the Hunter stared at me with a surprised look. 


“T’Il get in on the act too.” 
The Sword Saint followed up and said. 
“You can’t leave out the person who recommended the Apocalypse.” 


He looked solemn, but there was a slight smile on the corner of his lips. I could plainly see his body 
was itching for excitement. Perhaps as a reader who loves Martial Arts, isn’t the fact that he could enter 
the real Murim a pleasure in itself? 


“T’m glad. The minimum number of people has been met!” 


The librarian chuckled. 


“We can have two more characters coming with us here....... How do you guys want to do it?” 
“There’s one more reason why I recommended this Apocalypse.” 

The Sword Saint immediately opened his mouth with confidence. 

“Everyone, look at all the reason for discontinuation.” 


+ 
[The Chronicles of Heavenly Demon(X/%)] 


Genre: Martial Arts, Fusion 

Difficulty Level: B Class 

Player Limit: 2 to 4 people 

The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: Murim. A world of those who revere Mu, those who use Mu, those who strive to attain 
Mu! A Heavenly Demon descended here and tried to unify Murim. A Demonic Cult (£70 brought 
together centering on the Heavenly Demon. The opposing forces who go against this Demonic Cult. 
Fighting over the control of the world...would be what they would’ve done. 

[T/N: Murim (#044) is the Martial Arts World, Mu (#) is basically Martial Arts.] 


If it wasn’t for the sudden super epidemic. 


Reason for Discontinuation: An unidentified epidemic went rampant in the world, causing the 
Heavenly Demon to die. The Demonic Cult was annihilated. The other forces were also destroyed. End. 
+ 


Looking at it again, the reason for discontinuation was ridiculous. 
It didn’t even state exactly what the epidemic was. 


In the text of the Apocalypse, only this was written, [The Heavenly Demon suddenly died due to the 
unidentified epidemic, soon, all the other forces died too.] 


No one knew what happened specifically. 

“We’|l find out when we really enter this world.’ 

In any case, it was clear that the Murim was destroyed because of the unidentified epidemic. 
The Sword Saint nodded. 


“As you can see, the epidemic was what destroyed this world. Needless to say, we should not only take 
strong Hunters but also Hunters who have extensive knowledge about diseases. And I know who is the 
most educated when it comes to diseases.” 


The Sword Saint smiled brightly and called for someone from the [Martial Arts] group where he came 
from. 


“Medicine King. Will you come out?” 


A stubborn-looking elderly man walked out with his hands behind his back. 
This time again, the Sword Emperor pretended as if he knew. 

-Ahh! That guy! 

“Why? Who’s that?” 


-What do you mean why? You know that store right? The place where I tried to bring you to first, 
Zombie. He’s the shop owner of Marcus grandpop’s favourite Drugstore. 


Aha, really now. 

-That grandpop is good at making drugs. But, ummm... He’s good at it, but....... 
The Sword Emperor mumbled towards the end of his sentence. 

No one knew the reason better than I did. 


“Don’t worry. I will be the one mainly fighting, and Death King will help if I am not enough. And 
when this [Medicine King] resolves the matter regarding the disease, this Apocalypse will only be for 
the three us...... Death King, is there anything you want to say?” 


As he spoke confidently, the Sword Saint stared at me with his hands raised. 

“Ahhh. Yes. There’s one person I’d like to bring with me.” 

I lowered my hand and pointed to one Hunter. 

The Hunter, who was pointed out of nowhere, gasped for words. 

“Ubhh, huhhh? Are you talking about me...?” 

It was the Alchemist. 

I nodded. 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

The Alchemist trembled as if she had been struck by lightning while walking down the street. 


“Dea-, Death King... It hasn’t even been a week since I received my Title. Ve-, I’m very weak! It 
wouldn’t be of any use even if you took someone like me with you, so why...” 


“You’re the most capable pharmacist and doctor that I know, Alchemist.” 
“Huhh? Yes...?” 

“And you also said earlier.” 

‘Death King-nim, if you need anything, please tell me!’ 

‘As long as I can do it, I’ll help you all I can!’ 

I smiled widely. 


“Tf it wasn’t just empty talk, you’ ll help out. Right, Alchemist-nim?” 


The Alchemist’s eyes were in despair as if she was looking at the devil. 
‘Why? Didn’t she get her Title thanks to me?’ 


If you got carried, you have to pay the price for being carried. 
[T/N: This was talked about in C58, but just in case, Carry in this context is like the gaming term, in 
other words, our MC carried her by using the item she made, that was why she could get a Title. ] 


For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 60 — Expedition without hopes or dreams (2) 


Translator: WH Editor: Sasha 


Di 

The Hunters cheered. 

“Ohh, what’s this. So all four spots are filled?” 

“But who exactly is that woman?” 

“That’s what I want to say. The elder, Medicine King, as you know....” 
The Sword Saint also had a puzzled look on his face. 

“Tsn’t that the girl I saw last time?” 

“Hikkkk...” 

The Alchemist tried to hide herself behind me. 


Back when the Sword Saint mistook me as a mass-murderer, she had tried to stop the number 1 ranker 
alongside the Crusader. The pressure the Sword Saint had emitted that time was so chaotic that it 
looked like she was recalling the memory of that incident as soon as she was able to see him from up 
close. 


Perhaps the Sword Saint also was also thinking the same, so he cleared his throat. 


“Hmmm. You don’t have to be so scared. The misunderstanding between me and the Death King has 
been resolved.” 


“Ts-, is that so...?” 
“Yes, that’s right. Well...... But just because of that....” 
The Sword Saint looked at me with an awkward face. 


“Death King. Where we’re headed now is a very dangerous place. Didn’t the Constellation also say so 
himself? If you die in the Apocalypse, you also die in reality. Is it okay to take that lady to such a 
dangerous place?” 


“Yes,” 
I nodded confidently. 
“She’s the best alchemist I know.” 


At the same time, she was probably the greatest Alchemist in existence. 


Did the Sword Emperor also disagree? 


Even though they used the same ingredients, she produced 15 times the quantity than the store he had 
originally introduced me too, in other words, it was the store of the Medicine King or whatever that 
was standing over there. 


-That guy makes pretty good elixirs, but...... It’s not the best. Now. Since we have that lady....... 
“Yes.” 

However, the Sword Saint eyes had a subtle feel in them. 

“The best alchemist you know...... 
I pulled up the character window to get a handle on the Sword Saint’s psychological state. 


[Ummmmm. It’s a remarkable young man’s recommendation so there must be something special, but 
there’s a bigger ocean in the world....... I see, Sword Emperor. It’s been a long time since you said the 
right thing. Even a king carp who’s been living in the open water all this while, when it goes to a river, 
it will find out that it isn’t the smallest carp. Alright, I think we should take this opportunity to build a 
relationship with those two young people and the Medicine King. | 
[T/N: bigger ocean in the world: it means that there are always people that are better or more skilled. ] 


Wow. 


I’ve built some connections all this while, and perhaps it was because Sword Saint had made a promise 
with himself, so he didn’t say anything out loud, and I knew his words held good intentions behind 
them, but...... really, he still had an old-fashioned mindset. 


And he said, Sword Emperor, so it was probably the other Sword Emperor by the side of the Sword 
Saint, meaning that he also looked down on the Alchemist just like he did last time. 


Not surprising as there was another figure here that laid down his old-fashioned mindset brazenly, and 
spoke without any good intentions. 


“Huh?! What do you mean the best you know?!” 
It was the Medicine King. 


“This is why they’re greenhorns! Huhu, oh, my, my. It’s laughable that you think you’ve crossed a 
mountain when you have really just crossed a stone. Geez, I hate it because I have to feel like this 
youngling as my rival. Ugh.” 


Hoooooh. 


“Medicine King, please be understanding. Death King is an outstanding man. It’s just that his life 
experience is a bit...... i 


“That experience! That experience is what I’m talking about! Experience is the most important thing! 
But you don’t even know that and pretend you know the entire world. I’m the one who’s ashamed of it 
all. He’s acting the same as when I earned about a billion dollars in Silicon Valley when I was in my 
20s. The same rotten, corrupted mind! But you’re the only one who doesn’t know.” 


“Calm down a little...... 


“Huhu, my, my, my. I’ve been calming myself down all this while. It’s a sin to say and do whatever 
they want, even if they’re just greenhorns, Marcus, I’m holding myself back for your sake. And what? 
What did he say just before? He was saying he wants to bring along this low-key girl who turned up 
from nowhere. It’s just like a young billionaire carrying a trophy around at the Silicon Valley.” 


“Death King is not that kind of youngling...... 
“What do you mean he’s not? You brat! Look me in the eye and tell me! Are you sure he’s not?!” 
Impressive...... 


What was impressive was that there exists aman who could make THE Sword Saint flustered. It 
looked like it was a food chain of the oldie’s version where an oldie was being dragged around by an 
even greater oldie. 


It was hard to shut up my brain which was thinking about the mysteries of this newly discovered 
ecosystem 


Maybe that was why I was not the one who talked back to that oldie of all oldies. 
“T-, I don’t mind you calling me a kid, but...... 
The Alchemist grabbed my collar tightly and gritted her teeth. 


“Dea-, Death King-nim is absolutely not a greenhorn! He’s an incredible man! Ro-, what do you mean 
a rotten mind....” 


“Huhu, see, Marcus. Doesn’t it look like she’s defending her own man? This is what it’s like to be 
young. Eyyyh. When I was young, I thought that was what youth was all about...... a 


“Wh-, what do you mean defending my own man....” 


The Alchemist puffed up her mouth. She had heard such absurd things that it seemed like her brain 
couldn’t process it. 


Crusader took a step forward and defended the Alchemist. 


“Stop. ‘Alchemist’ is undoubtedly an excellent pharmacist. Although I learned of her existence because 
of the introduction from Death King, my Civil Militia has also received countless excellent medicine 
from the Alchemist.” 


The Medicine King snorted. 
“Only the Civil Militia standard would be able to accept that.” 
errs What did you say?” 


“You should say the right thing. Have you ever stopped by my pharmacy with your financial 
conditions? You think the ceiling is high because you don’t know the sky. And you don’t even know 
that it’s a box lid, not a room ceiling. Even your ridiculous look is just like that of a young rival, tch 


The Crusader bit her lips hard. 


Although it was listed as one of the top five guilds, the Civil Militia was always suffering from 
financial difficulties. She was brutally pricked in her sore spot. 


The Medicine King shook his hands like he was chasing away a junkie. 

“Eyyy, what’s the point of talking? Let’s just stop. You’d just be tired of listening to me ramble.” 
Well. 

That was right. 

‘Mr. Sword Emperor.’ 

-Uhuh. 

‘Is listening to this nonsense good enough?’ 

-More than enough. Why are you suffocating yourself? 

I glanced around the library. 

‘I’m not suffocating myself.’ 

As I’ve said many times, this scene was being broadcasted live to the hunters in Babylon Square. 
In other words, this timing was optimal for both [Debut] and [Retirement]. 

I said to the Medicine King. 

“Would you like to duke it out?” 

If what the Sword Saint had was an awkward look, then the Medicine King was literally on our throats. 


“Huhhh! Look now. Marcus. Because he couldn’t reason it out, he really immediately pointed his 
‘knife’ at me, that, that rotten expression! It reminds me of when I became the boxing world champion 
in my 40s.” 


“No, not with me.” 
I took medicinal herbs out of my bag. 


“T’Il provide the medicinal herbs. You two can make one elixir with it. Then, we’ll compare the 
performance with the elixirs you’ve both made, then wouldn’t we be sure?” 


“Feeeek.......!” 
The Alchemist jumped. 


“Dea-, Death King-nim! That old man...... I’m very upset that he insulted Death King-nim, but... 
St-,still he’s a person called the Medicine King though? He’s a big name that all the Hunters know 
about.... In comparison, it’s only been a week since I received my Title, -kyaaaat,” 


The Alchemist shuddered. 


I held her shoulders. 

“Alchemist-sshi.” 

“Huh, ye- Yes!>?” 

With her glasses in between, I made direct eye contact with her and said. 
“T believe in you.” 

oetase Dea-, Death King-nim.” 

“So you need to believe in yourself, too.” 


The Alchemist took in a deep breath. Beyond the glasses, I could see that her shaking pupils had 
regained light. 


With clenched fists, she nodded vigorously. 

“Yes, Death King-nim! I’1l do my best! No,” 

She immediately shook her head, and the Alchemist corrected her words. 
“Pll win!” 

The Medicine King looked at us as if it was ridiculous. 

“Huh.” 

The Medicine King shook his head. 


“There are always things like this. You have to dip it and try to see if it was ketchup or blood so that 
they’d know their place. It’s the same as when I was about three years old. Tch tch...... ” 


“You’ve been blabbering for too long. Are you trying to run away?” 


“Alright. Youngin. Be prepared to see that girl shed tears. I don’t know how to go easy on young 
people.” 


Medicine King vs. Alchemist. 


An extraordinary match had begun. 


3. 

The Hunters’ reactions were cynical when the match began. 

“Of course the old man Medicine King will win.” 

“That old man’s drugstore is so expensive, but it still takes almost a month for reservations.” 


“Do the two of them really have something going on? No matter how much I look at it, Death King is 
being too irrational.” 


“Death King and Medicine King. They’re both Kings, but there’s still a difference in the years of 
experience.” 


In a literal sense, their reactions were normal. 
“Now, those that think Medicine King will win, come here! Those that think Alchemist will win, here!” 


On the other hand, there was also the Count, who didn’t miss out on the chance to make money and 
opened a gambling table. 


Out of nowhere, two bookmark maids were holding a collection box. 
“Death King, will you be all right? The betting odds right now are 1.08 to 47.” 
The Witch came close and whispered to me. 


“That’s great. Why do you think about making some pocket money and betting on the Alchemist’s side 
so that the betting odds wouldn’t drop too much?” 


Eras Death King, this is all being broadcasted live. You were the one who said it.” 
The Witch looked as serious as she could be. 
“Tf that Alchemist you recommended breaks down horribly. If that happens...” 


“Tt’ll all be broadcasted live to Babylon and to the world. No, the viewers on the internet must really be 
in an uproar right now.” 


If it were me in the past, what comment would I have been writing? 

Something like I want to become like Medicine King too, would I be posting comments like that? 
While I was having such idle thoughts, the Witch touched her forehead. 

“That’ ll damage your reputation if it happens, Death King. ...... Are you sure it’ll be alright?” 
“T’m a little sorry for the old man Medicine King.” 

No. Honestly, I wasn’t sorry at all. 

If you spouted rough words, you should take responsibility for your actions, right? 

Isn’t that the true spirit and reason behind ‘respect for seniority’? 


The witch stared at me and the Alchemist in turn with an odd expression. I was wondering what she 
was thinking, so I was thinking of pulling up the psychology state window of the Witch to see. It was 
then. 


“T’m finished, greenhorn!” 
Medicine King. 
He bellowed while lifting up the elixir he had made. 


“Bow your head before my great creation!” 


+ 
[Unique Recovery Potion] 
Rarity: Unique 

Producer: Medicine King 


Description: Although it is a little bitter, drinking it will heal even the deadliest of wounds. Needless to 
say, as it’s a recovery potion, it has to be taken in a safe location to take into consideration the 
aftereffects of healing. Anyway, it’s an amazing feat to be able to produce a potion of this quality! 


+ 


Cheers resonated throughout the library. 
1” 


“It’s a Unique Recovery Potion 


“Oh my God. Pulling out a Unique Recovery Potion. He’s indeed the Medicine King. It really is ‘A 
King Never Dies.’ ” 


“Old man Medicine King! Would you like to sell it to me?” 
“How dare you cut in line! Medicine King-nim! I’m at the top of the reservation list! I’ ll buy it!” 


The Medicine King raised his chin and looked at me and the Alchemist in turn. He had a face that was 
saying “The two of you dare to touch a tiger’s nose, so now you will get to properly and completely 
know what it means to be humiliated.” 

[T/N: Dare to touch a tiger’s nose is like a slang that means to mess with the wrong person. ] 


It was then. 
“Ubh...... I’m done making it, too....” 


The Alchemist showed everyone the elixir she had made. 


ae 
[Soma Strawberry] 
Rarity: Quasi(#)-Myth 
Producer: Alchemist 


Description: Huh, it tastes like strawberries! Why does it taste like strawberries when there are no 
strawberries in it? And what’s with this effect?! As long as the preservation state is good, it can graft 
the severed body parts without any aftereffects! What on earth was just made!? 


+ 


Silence covered the library. 
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Chapter 61 — Expedition Without Hopes or Dreams (3) 


Translator: WH Editor: Sasha 
The two of them stared silently at the elixirs that they had individually made. 


The others were silent too. They had used the same exact material, but the items produced were so 
different that the people seeing it, looked as if they were enchanted. 


“Ehhhh.” 
It was the Alchemist who made a move first. 
She fiddled with her glasses with her dry knuckled fingers and tilted her head. 


“Ts this the elixir you made, Yonggam-nim...?” 
[T/N: Yonggam is basically a polite way of calling an old man.] 


The Medicine King was silent. 

The Alchemist picked up the Medicine King’s potion and scanned all over it. 
“Hmmmmmm.” 

Even looking at it from another angle, 

“Ehhbhh.” 

She even tried to turn it upside down. 

Then, she returned the potion to the Medicine King’s hand and fixed her glasses. 
“It’s at this level, huh...?” 

Mmhmm. 


‘Is this person the type of person who becomes infinitely stronger when she thinks she is in an 
advantageous position?’ 


In other words, like all other high-rank Hunters, she harbours the seeds of a freak? 
That can’t be. 
It can’t be....... 


While my trust in humans was on the verge of collapsing, the Medicine King barely responded. 


The height difference between the two was huge. 


The woman’s height was as bright and promising as she lived, and the old man’s body was as short as 
he had lived. 


So the Alchemist looked down at the Medicine King, and the Medicine King looked up at the 
Alchemist. 


“Yonggam-nim, don’t tell me...... 
“Greenhorn, don’t tell me...... 
Both of them spoke at the same time. 

“Ts your ability at elixir-making just bad.....?” 

“Are you just lucky...... fs 

Uhmm. 

“Huh?” 

As the Alchemist tilted her head, the Medicine King nodded. 
“Tt was good luck.” 

“What?” 


“Tchhh. This is why young people are like this. It reminds me of when I was in my thirties, I earned 
about $1.7 billion in 10 minutes on Wall Street. I thought it was all because of my skills.” 


The Alchemist tilted her head. Her glasses also tilted along. 
A heartfelt voice came from the lips of the tilting Alchemist. 
“Would you like to try again...... 2 


“Ts that okay with you? The Goddess of Fortune doesn’t smile twice. Tchhhh, young people are 


” 


Three minutes passed. 


“You’re very lucky. But the Goddess of Fortune doesn’t smile the third time. “This time, the difference 
in our years of experience will definitely...” 


Three more minutes passed. 


“You’re extremely lucky. But the Goddess of Fortune doesn’t smile the fourth time...... 


In the end, the Sword Saint gripped the Medicine King’s shoulder. 
“Enough, Medicine King....... 
“Marcus, what are you talking about?!” 


“You- right now you look awfully disgraceful...... 


“That’s not it! This time for sure! This time for sure, my skills! My experience will destroy that first- 
timer’s luck! Can’t you see?! This is my, Sean McCallister’s Victory Road!” 


“I’m sorry, miss. You’re really the best alchemist. It’s my bad that I didn’t immediately trust and 
understand why the Death King was vouching for you.” 


The Sword Saint bowed and apologized. 


The Alchemist who was looking down at the Medicine King with her eyes as if she was looking at a 
bunch of fleas, pulled herself together. 


” 


” 


It was at the moment when the Alchemist muttered as she fixed her glasses. 
“You!” 


With the nimbleness that greatly resembled a cat running towards a silver pine grass, Sangryun’s 
Master, the Count, grabbed the Alchemist by her wrist to pull her over. 


“A contract!” 

“Huh! ?” 

“A contract! An immediate contract! Exclusive contract! A contract with me!” 
“Uh, uh uhhbh...” 


“T’Il guarantee that you will receive the best treatment in the industry! I’ll even let you touch the cat! 
No, I'll let you roll around in the cat field! How about it?! How about it?!” 


The Alchemist was perplexed and was unable to speak. 

But the Count pouncing upon her was only the beginning. 

“Me too!” 

“Alchemist-nim! And since the Death King pointed you out, I’Il call you Alchemist King-nim!” 
“No, exclude the King, it’s just Alchemist-nim!” 

“Tt’s the God of Medicine! Give us some elixirs too please!” 

She got the same treatment as I did when I had solo-cleared the 10th floor. 


The request for countless handshakes overwhelmed the Alchemist. 


“Fo-, for starters!” 
The Alchemist was flustered and pushed people away. 


“To those of you who want to trade with me, first of all, please ask permission from the Death King! 
Ah, of course, I’ll still do trade with my previous customers...... The-, Crusader-nim is alright! If not! 
I-, for now, I’m only going to sell elixirs to people that Death King allows, so...... on the condition that 
they do not cause any trouble to Death King.......” 


Her words drew the eyes of the Hunters, including the Count towards me. 
Crusader quietly drowned in her victory, did a Hooray pose, and then quietly went off again. 
I grinned. 

“First of all, let’s think about it after breaking the Apocalypse.” 

“Ah! Yes, yes!” 

Climbing a tower always works for the Hunters. 

Even the Count backed away with a bitter feeling. 

‘Good.’ 

With this, the members are in place. 

For starters, we have Sword Saint. 

And we also have the Alchemist. 

Above all, there’s me. 


“No. No way! This can’t be happening! My experience! My years of experience can’t be foiled by the 
luck of a mere greenhorn!” 


I don’t know if he was Medicine King or Emperor of Self-Deception.... Though, just like what 
Alchemist said, he was better than nothing. 


“Well! I guess all the characters have been decided.” 
The librarian, who had been watching our show so far, said cheerfully. 


“T’ll say it again. if you die inside the Apocalypse, you will die in reality. There’s only one way to get 
out unscathed! Overcome the crisis of Serial Discontinuation in any way you can and then create a 
proper [Ending]!” 


“What’s a proper ending?” 
“That depends on your judgment.” 


The librarian grinned at my question. 


“Maybe you can save Murim by eradicating the epidemic. Or by using the epidemic, you can possibly 
become the master of Murim yourself. The possibilities are practically limitless! Please think for 
yourself which will be [The Best Ending].” 


In short, it means that the choice would entirely be ours to make. 

I nodded. 

“Good. Then please send us to [Chronicles of Heavenly Demon] right now....” 
“Wait a minute!” 

Someone shouted. 


“Isn’t Sect Master-nim going?” 
[T/N: It’s just a short term for Chen Mu-mun.] 


“T know right. Isn’t a martial arts related Apocalypse a perfect opportunity for Sect Master-nim to 
actively take part in?” 


Chen Mu-mun. 

They were Hunters from the guild headed by Venomous Snake. 

The Venomous Snake, who was still holding his breath in the [Martial Arts] group, batted his eyes. 
“Huh?” 

To the perplexed Venomous Snake, the guild members spouted out one word after another. 

“No matter how much I think about it, it’s a world meant for the Sect Master-nim...... 
“T think so too. Sect Master-nim. Doesn’t a strong player’s duty refer to our Sect Master-nim?” 
“T think so too, Master. Master should come forward.” 

The Venomous Snake frowned. 

And slowly put his arms together. 

Those thick eyebrows and the one-eye below them were full of manly determination. 

“Alright. I was just about to step up. You bastards, you haven’t forgotten me, right?” 

I was speechless. 

That’s strange. That person wouldn’t be interested in the martial arts world though? 


Something was fishy, so when I pulled up the character window to read his psychological state... Sure 
enough. 


No, you shitty disciples! | 
| Why the hell are you trying to send me to that kind of village? J 


The Venomous Snake was crying inwardly. 


He was serious, but only on the outside. So the one-eyed prosecutor spoke calmly as if he had been 
waiting for his disciples to push his back with such encouraging remarks. 


“Those who worship martial skills and chivalry. The world of martial artists and chivalrous fighters, 
that is the Murim! Even though I was born in a different hometown, I have long kept the Murim as my 
heart’s hometown.” 


| There won’t be a flush toilet there. How much shitty trouble did I have to go through because of that 
in the Aegim Empire, this fucking... | 


Holy Crap. 
“Tt’s not like you don’t know why the clan I set up is called Chen Mu-mun.” 


[With the cheat skill ‘Cheon’-ha-moo-sang I have, before I came to the tower, the fact that I was a 32- 
year-old ‘Mu’-jik who seemed to have painted a big picture, was there a ‘Mun’-je? Everyone knew it’s 
Chen Mu-mun Az?) for short. That’s how the sign-man made it too. I can’t even explain this now that 
we’ve come this far, damn it..... | 

[T/N: I decided to keep all the Korean words so that everyone would understand the meaning behind 
Chen Mu-mun. Basically Cheon-ha-moo-sang means unrivalled under the heavens, whereas Mu-jik 
means jobless, and Mun-je means problem. |] 


Holy Shit. 
“T must go, by all means.” 
[I absolutely don’t want to go! | 
I was beyond speechless. 
Bae Hu-ryeong who shared consciousness with me seemed to have a similar reaction. 
[Shiny reports that she’s also speechless. ] 


There was an existence in front of me that made people, spectres, and Constellations alike, all 
speechless. 


“Uwoooohhhbhhhhhh!” 

Such an existence actually garnered the cheers of the Hunters. 

The guild members of the Chen Mu-mun were particularly pleased. 
“As expected of Sect Master-nim!” 

“T knew you’d step forward, Master-nim!” 


“Our idol! A true Hunter of this era!” 


“T will follow you forever! Sect Master!” 


If I didn’t have the ability to read psychological states... Who knows, I might have also admired him 
too. No matter where you look, the Venomous Snake’s appearance was that of a chivalrous fighter who 
devoted his life to the sword. 


Just like the Sword Saint. 

That Sword Saint folded his arms. 

“Uhummm.... Venomous Snake, if it’s you, you have all the right to feel like going.“ 
“Tf you say it like that, it feels like you’re nagging.” 

“But even so, I don’t think there’s any reason for this man to make concessions.” 
The Sword Saint extended his Aura. 


It was a situation where the Venomous Snake was already exuding his force. The energies exuded by 
two swordsmen clashed. Paaangggg...! With the sound of balloons bursting, the air around the 
colliding forces changed rapidly. The bookmark maids must have felt a sense of crisis, and either ran 
away quickly or were caught up in the clash of force and were sent flying. 


The Hunters were more excited. 

“Sword Saint and the Venomous Snake facing each other!” 

“This is a battle of pride!” 

It was a rare sight in a literal sense. 

For me, who knew the psychological state of the Venomous Snake, it was a rare sight. 
At that instant, the sound of someone limping could be heard. 

“Sword Saint. Chen Mu-mun Master. Stop it.” 

It was the sound of the Crusader taking a step forward. 


The reason why a limping sound was heard was that Crusader was one of the few figures who bet 
money on the Alchemist during the bet earlier. Her purse, which had always been thin, was now packed 
full with 47 times the betting amount. 


The reason why the Crusader with the most serious expression seemed a little strange was because of 
the spell of her stuffed purse. 


“You’re not going to start stabbing at each other here, right?” 


Regardless of the purse, the voice of the Crusader was solemn. As had always been the case, the two’s 
fight was mediated. 


As always...... a 
‘Wait, don’t tell me, was it [Always] like this...?’ 


-I know right, Zombie. If it was always like that, and it’s just that we didn’t know until now....... 


‘This world seems to be full of forbidden knowledge that we really shouldn’t know...... 
The Venomous Snake snorted. 


“If we have to dance with our swords, then we just have to do it. Fuck, I and the Sword Saint are 
martial artists, right? Why don’t we just go at it and let the stronger one go>?” 


[I need to lose on purpose! | 
[It’s embarrassing to just lose outright, so let’s make it a close fight and lose! | 
[If I lose to the Sword Saint, my disciples will understand. Probably. | 
It was a rare sight indeed. 
The Sword Saint, who didn’t have a clue about such an inside story, wiped the sweat from his forehead. 


“T’m sorry, but Venomous Snake...Against a strong man like you, I will have no choice but to use my 
full power. As a result of that, you had lost one of your eyes in the last battle. I can’t guarantee that the 
same thing won’t happen again.” 


“Right back to you, old man. If you come at me thinking I’m still the same me from those days, you’ Il 
be lying in a coffin after this.” 


[This fucker! Fuck! Fuck fuckkkk! | 
The appearance of the Venomous Snake was that of a pompous warrior that lacked nothing. 


The Sword Emperor, who was floating beside me, also wiped the sweat off from his forehead like the 
Sword Saint. 


-Hey Zombie. 
“Yes, Mr. Sword Emperor.’ 


-I said all the high-level hunters were crazy right. But then. Even then. Among them, that bastard, how 
do I say this.... 


‘It’s for [Real]....’ 
My forehead was full of sweat too. 


In fact, when it came to the ‘sweating on the forehead’ part, everyone present was in a similar state. All 
the Hunters who were watching this scene had sweat dripping from their foreheads. 


Those who had gathered in Babylon’s Square and were watching the broadcast must be sweating too. 


The Crusader’s forehead was full of sweat too. The sweat ran down her cheek and dripped on the purse 
full of gold coins. 


“At any rate, Venomous Snake, a man like you...... 
The Venomous Snake gave off a wide smile. 


“For a warrior. There are moments when you just can’t back down.” 


| Crusader! Do something about this! | 


The outcry from his desperate mind would never be said out loud, but the Crusader really did 
something about it. 


Specifically, she said this to the Sword Saint. 
“Sword Saint...... Can you please step down this time?” 
| Why are you telling that side to back off? J 
‘Why are you telling that side to back off?’ 
Oh, it overlapped. 
With that [Real], our thoughts overlapped....... 
[Shiny trembles and pats the warrior’s waist for comfort. ] 
The Sword Emperor also touched my shoulder. 
While I was being comforted without words, the Crusader continued to speak toward the Sword Saint. 


“T know you always want to be on the front line. But didn’t you already join in the raid of the 12th to 
19th floors with the Death King and the Witch? So, it would indeed be a shameless thing to do if you 
say you want to be the first to step foot into the 22nd floor’s raid this time as well.” 


A calm tone and a logical explanation. With a serious expression. 
The only thing that bothered me was the bulging purse that hung onto the side of her clothes. 
“In addition to that,” 


The Crusader pointed to Venomous Snake, and then to the members who suggested that Sect Master- 
nim should go. 


“Chen Mu-mun Master is the head of a group. Although he’s not a man who cares about the face of his 
disciples, his position is different from you who plays solo. Can’t you respect him a little?” 


“Uhmmm...” 
Sword Saint, Marcus Calenberry, was pondering. 


The hard-posed old man frowned. Then relaxed his tight brows. He went through these motions many 
times. 


Finally, he folded his arms. 
“When have I ever cared about the honour of you five top guilds?” 
The Crusader gritted her teeth. 

“Sword Saint, you really......! 


“But.” 


The Sword Saint, who had cut off the Crusader’s words, turned his head to stare at me. 
No, why was he looking at me now...... ? 
“These days, I’ve been wondering if he’s going to have some sense of honour.” 


It was a great sight. A stubborn old man had bent over his stubbornness. It was a beautiful sight and yet, 
the grumbling Medicine King still had a “This can’t be happening’ look on his face beside me, and his 
body language seemed to convey that he did not want to follow the example of the person before him 
in the slightest. 


But why was I seeing that sight of him now...? 
“Got it.” 
The Sword Saint took a step back. 


He gazed at the Chronicles of Heavenly Demon full of regret, but the old man brushed it off his heart 
and said, 


“Venomous Snake, this time I will yield to you.” 


The Venomous Snake raised his eyes. But that was only for a moment. The Venomous Snake released 
his force even more and grinned. He looked like a gambler who had won as he wanted. 


“You should have done that sooner. You should know that you’ve just kept your life, old man.” 


| No! What the shit, why are you making concessions all of a sudden!? Marcus Calenberry! You’re not 
one to give up anything to anyone else! No, I don’t want to go! | 
There was an indescribable scene happening that no one knew the insides about. 


As expected, the Crusader also looked at the Sword Saint with the same face, as if it was difficult to 
describe. Heretic Questioner, who was watching with a sparkling face, jumped and hugged the 
Crusader’s arm. 


“That’s amazing! You convinced the Sword Saint, Crusader!” 

“Well. No. It was the Sword Saint who has accepted my persuasion.” 
“Ahaha, is that so! Then I’ll have to hug the Sword Saint!” 

“T strongly refuse.” 


The Sword Saint immediately set up an iron wall. Of course, any random iron wall would not work for 
the Natural Born Psycho, so the Sword Saint had to be in trouble for a while. 


“Really...... Everyone is growing little by little.” 
The Witch grinned with her mouth closed like a dot. 


In a mood as if a heartwarming story had been told, the three people who came to the expedition of 
Apocalypse [Chronicles of Heavenly Demon] were ready. 


“Tchhhh. If it’s decided, go faster you bastards. I’m going to lose it if I keep waiting. You’re just the 
young me......... It just can’t be helped either. Ha, really. I should just leave, what can I do? I was 
defeated by the luck of that greenhorn earlier, but the one of a kind, widely renowned, all-time best 
alchemist is me, Medicine King.” 


“Ughh, Death King. I’m scared......... is it really okay if someone like me follows? Oh, but of course, 
I’m at least better than that Medicine King or something though? The outcome was as solid as Galileo 
Galilei’s Geocentric theory, but the results are strangely unrecognized by that flea-like old man? Even 
then, is someone like me...... ” 


“Hey, non-combatants. Take care of yourself when there’s a fight. It only takes a moment for a person’s 
neck to fly off, you know?” 


[I don’t want to go...Swap with me... Sword Saint Grandpops, can you please swap with me, even if 
it’s right now....... | 


I stared blankly at the expedition members who had come together. 
The Sword Emperor spoke in a soothing tone which was rare for him. 


-Don’t worry, Zombie. If you don’t think this is correct, just die! Whether you get sick or throw 
yourself from the ceiling, go back to one day before! This reset, I’m going to acknowledge it for real 
from the bottom of my soul. Although all I have is a soul now. 


I nodded weakly. 
“Yes... ... let’s go...... 
“Good.” 


The librarian snapped his fingers. Tak! The Apocalypse which was in the hands of the Sword Saint flew 
by itself into the hands of the librarian. He had just lent it to us for a moment, but this book was 
originally his own, so the librarian flipped open the book with familiar hand gestures. 


“Death King, Venomous Snake, Medicine King, Alchemist.” 
Light radiated from the book. 


“T would like to name these four new characters in the [Chronicles of Heavenly Demon]. When you lot 
open your eyes there, it will still be a world ten days before the tragic serial discontinuation of the 
series.” 


And the light enveloped us. 
“T look forward to your wonderful ending.” 
It was the moment when an expedition team with no hopes or dreams was dispatched. 
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Chapter 62 — The Battle of Good and Evil (IEA/ KER) (1) 
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I had never read a martial arts novel before. 


Not only did I have no habit of reading books, but in our generation [Martial Arts] was already a 
declining genre. Sometimes old martial arts movies were posted on the Internet. However, the inferior 
CG technology would only cause it to become a laughing stock. 


It was an era that had come to mock all things considered serious and honorable in the past. 
There was no place to stand for Martial and Arts in the current time period. 

A declining genre. 

A declining world. 

In such a place, snow was softly falling. 

“Tt’s cold!” 


We, the expedition with no dreams or hopes, safely entered the world of the Apocalypse where a vast 
snowfield (27 )) greeted our party. When our shoes stepped on the snow, they made cute squeaky 
sounds. 





But the coldness that hit us was not cute in the slightest. 
“Everyone!” 

I shouted hastily. 

“Release your Aura and protect your own body!” 

It was the bitter cold of a snowstorm (ji 43). 


Even if we stayed still, our toes would freeze. As soon as he heard my cry, Venomous Snake 
immediately released his Aura. But the non-combatant, Alchemist and the Medicine King, failed to do 
sO. 


“T-, I-, I... I didn’t learn how to use Aura...” 


“Achooo! Ahhhh, chooooo! Aigoooo, this old man is dying! I’m going to freeze to death!” 


It had only been 20 seconds since we had entered the world of this Apocalypse. Already, two people’s 
complexions had so badly turned pale as if they were going to die. But then again, I did all sorts of 
things in order to learn Aura. How would Support-based Hunters know how to use Aura? 


“Tch.” 

I dealt with it quickly. 

“Chen Mu-mun Master! Please take care of the Medicine King!” 
“Alrighty.” 


The Venomous Snake carried the Medicine King on his back. Regardless of whether he was the 
Emperor of Light Novels or a man who lived and died for his pride, the Venomous Snake was 
undoubtedly a top-ranked Martial Fighter-based Hunter. 


His purple Aura immediately surrounded the Medicine King’s body. 
“Aigooo. I’m finally able to breathe...” 


The Medicine King sighed with relief. His face relaxed like that of an old man who had just entered an 
open-air hot spring. I nodded, and then took the Alchemist’s hand. 


“You’ll follow me, Sajang-nim.” 
“Huh, whatttt?” 
“Give me your hand.” 


My Aura flowed from my hand to the Alchemist’s hand. A red Aura. The Aura, which had yet to be 
identified as a symbol of fire or blood, surrounded the Alchemist’s body warmly. 


“Ah.” 

The Alchemist bowed. 

“Tha-, thank you. Death King-nim. But thi-, this tickles a little bit...” 
“IT know you’re shy. I’m shy, too. But this is no time for such emotions.” 


I looked around. The blizzard was as thick as mist. The problem of low body temperature was solved 
urgently, but that was all. I was at a loss on where this was and where we had to go. 


“The librarian is a Constellation so he could easily use the word [Masterpiece] and [Serialization]. But 
this is definitely another world. It’s no ordinary book. We’re here to save this world. You know that, 
right?” 


The Alchemist raised her head. 


“_.. Yes. I do. I guess I thought of it too lightly. I-I’ll try my best.” 


“All you have to do is focus on your role. I’m protecting you with my Aura now, but when you need to 
cure the epidemic, Sajang-nim and Medicine King will have to step forward. I’ Il leave it in your 
dependable hands.” 


“Yes, Death King-nim.” 
-Guooohbhhbh. 


The blizzard brushed past our ears. We tried somehow to grasp the surrounding geography with our 
eyes wide open. I recalled the last sentence of the Chronicles of Heavenly Demon. 


| The Heavenly Demon suddenly died because of the unidentified epidemic. | 
| Soon, everyone else died, too. | 
A concise sentence. 


The sentence, which was less than 50 characters long, did not state ‘skin-piercing cold’ nor did it 
feature ‘Snow that reached the calves and knees’. It only stated the basic info on what sort of world we 
had fallen into. 


The rest, we had to figure out for ourselves from now on. 

What exactly happened that killed a strong character like the ‘Heavenly Demon’? 

What exactly was the ‘unidentified epidemic’ that caused the humanity of this world to go extinct? 
“Ah.” 

Thuckk. 


As the Alchemist held my right hand a little more tightly, she pointed to the other side of the 
snowstorm. 


“Look over there, Death King! I think I just saw people there!” 
We all turned our heads in the direction pointed by the Alchemist. 


She was right. I couldn’t see well because of the heavy snow... But there was a shadow of a person 
beyond the storm. There were countless shadows. It looked like there were dozens of people, not just 
one or two. Perhaps it was even more than a hundred. 


It was a forest of silhouettes (A 3). 
“Okay.” 

I took the lead and walked ahead. 
“Let’s go over there for now!” 


Snow flew around. It wasn’t just falling from the sky; it was being swept away by the wind in all 
directions, lowering our visibility. When the snowstorm covered us, only our shadows could be seen. 
We walked close together so that we would not be separated from each other. 


-Hey Zombie. 


Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. He was looking around the surroundings, acting as my eyes. 
-Something’s weird. I can’t hear anything from that direction. 

‘Isn’t it because the snowstorm is so bad that their voices are being covered up?’ 
-That may be the case. 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked at the forest of silhouettes with narrowed eyes. 


-But it’s not just the voices that I can’t hear... Those things, they’re not moving at all. They’re not 
moving an inch. They’re more like statues, not humans though? 


Fortunately, the snowstorm soon subsided, and with it, our vision became clearer. But that was the only 
fortunate thing. 


We were speechless at the sight that had unfolded before our sight. 
“_..What. What are these?” 

The Venomous Snake puffed out white breaths. 

“Why are all the humans frozen?” 

In the midst of the snowy field. 


Hundreds of humans were all frozen while standing. 


2: 

“_.. They’re real humans.” 

The Alchemist looked at the frozen human and said. 

Wearing latex gloves, she ripped off the flesh of the corpse with tongs. 


“According to my [Life Diagnosis] skill, it’s already been two years and three months since they died. 
The cause of death was due to a contagion. After analysis by [Moving Hospital], it is still an 
unregistered disease.” 


ED/N: A contagion is a virus carrying agent, responsible for causing contagious diseases. 


“That’s strange!” 


The Medicine King also took out his monocle and examined every corner of the frozen human corpse. 
Like a Martial Fighter-based Hunter who would use martial arts skills, they diagnosed the frozen 
humans with Support-based skills. 


“The causes of death are all the same. It’s not death by hypothermia (4%). He died from a disease, so 
they should have died lying on the ground... Aren’t they all standing up? Hmmm, really now. It’s 
spookily strange. When this kind of thing happened in Silicon Valley....” 


“Tt’s highly likely someone moved them here on purpose.” 


The Alchemist cut off the Medicine King’s words. 
The Alchemist’s expression became serious, as if she had recalled my words from earlier. 


“Though the cause of death is the same, the dates of death are all different. This guy was two years ago. 
That person died three years ago. I can only think that someone intentionally moved the body....” 


I frowned. 

“Ts this some kind of grave?” 

“Hmm.” 

The Venomous Snake stroked his chin. 

“A grave huh. It also looks like a Terracotta Army from far.” 


The frozen humans all had a separate pose. Some looked up at the sky with open arms. And another 
had his mouth open like a beast. 


‘Character window.’ 
I looked at a frozen human that was the closest and chanted it in my mind. 


The letters popped up over the white snowfield. 
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Name: Jang Seong-pa (sk ski) 
Favorability: Favorite Genre: — 
Unfavourable Genre: — 
Favorite Characters: — 
Unfavourable Characters: — 
Preferred Plots: — 

Undesired Plots: — 


Psychological state: ‘Light.’ 


So this was how a dead person’s character window looked like. 


Maybe the ‘light’ in his psychological state... was the last thought he had when he died. The corpse’s 
mind looked like someone had inscribed a fixed phrase on a tombstone. 


The party chattered in the face of the mystery. 


“A grave.... If this was a cemetery, why was it made this way?” 

“Who knows. But they all have weapons hanging from their waist.” 

“Is there no good place to stay? It’s a little warm thanks to the Aura, but....” 
It was at that moment. 

“—Fuhahahaha!” 


Laughter came from afar. Our party lowered our bodies reflexively. Perhaps the owner of the laugh did 
not notice us, as it looked like he was shouting at someone else. 


“The Heavenly Demon Sect (£i8 XK F) ends today!” 
“Ha. Even a passing dog will turn over and laugh.” 
It wasn’t just one voice. There were two. 


“As long as I am alive and well, the Heavenly Demon Sect would remain alive and well. Bu Wol-sun 
(iil) You’re the one that should say your last goodbyes to the Righteous Sects.” 





The voices had become clearer. 
One was the voice of an old man and the other of a young woman. 


The old man shouted. 








“Bullshit! The Bloody Ghost Squad (if. ¥4/%) that your Demon Cult boasted about had their heads 
blown off by the blades of my axes. The rotten Demon (/s£2#) Elders also had their heads cut off and 
were sent to the Yellow River! There are 500 Martial Masters of the Righteous Sect that follow me. 
What sorcery can you use to stop this body?!” 

















“Pitti. 
The woman laughed softly. 


“What a long tongue this old man has. The Bloody Ghosts are just staying off the radar for a while after 
receiving my secret order. They’re not weak enough to be killed by someone like you.” 


I raised my finger and signalled to the others. 
“Shhhh.” 

They batted their eyes. 

‘Let’s get closer quietly. Okay?’ 

The party nodded silently. 


We crept through the frozen human’s cemetery and the forest of corpses. The voices of the two 
unknown individuals gradually grew closer. Soon after, their figures could be seen. 


“Before you worry about my subordinates, how about worrying about your own underlings, Wol-sun?!” 


The woman was wearing a black uniform. 


“Where did all the pillars of the state that you were so proud of fuck off to? The old monster, once 
revered as the Faction Leader of the Murim, has become ugly.” 


“Huh?!” 

The old man was wearing a white robe. 

“Tt’s none of your business. They quickly spread to the whole world on my secret orders!” 
“T see that you all have quite a lot of secret orders too.” 


“Isn’t this it all because you screwed up the whole world, you bitch?! Ugh. If it weren’t for the retarded 
Heavenly Demon Cult, the world wouldn’t be this abnormal!” 


“Tf we’re idiots, what would that make you Righteous Sect people who got your asses handed to you by 
such idiots? It’d be correct to call you idiots of all idiots.” 


“Huh, you bitch dare to!?” 
“If you’re mad, you can come at me anytime, Old man.” 


A very low level fight was taking place. 





According to what they said, the elderly man dressed in a robe was a figure on the Righteous Sect (iE 
Jk). And the woman in the black uniform seemed to be on the Demon Sect (4k) side. The old man of 
the Righteous Sect and the woman of the Demon Cult pointed their weapons at each other. 


“T’m done with this shit. I can’t stand fucking Demon Heads like you anymore bitch! I'll split your 
head into two, and offer one to the Jade Emperor and the other to Yeomra!” 


[T/N: Yeomra is the King of the Underworld/Hell.] 


“Heh. I was hoping for a life-or-death situation. I’1l finally cut off the last flesh and blood of the 
Righteous Sect today, and show that the Heavenly Demon Sect is alive and well.” 


Though they spoke frivolously, it was a typical fight between two people of the Righteous and Demon 
sects. 


Now if the two people actually exert their force and started sword fighting, everything would have been 
perfect. 


But there was a serious problem. 

-Hey Zombie. 

Bae Hu-ryeong muttered dejectedly. 

—What are they doing, holding a branch...? 
That’s right. 


The old man and the woman, the two powerful people, held a wooden stick as thin as a cane. That was 
the weapon’ that the two had brought out. There were no brilliant weapons that could be seen that 
usually appeared in martial arts movies. 


The two seemed to be embarrassed when they aimed at each other with wooden sticks. They exchanged 
awkward glances. The woman in black robes slowly opened her mouth. 


ale Hey Bu Wol-sun. Where did you put the jade axe you bragged about that you are carrying a 
piece of wood? For being a trash of the Nangong Family, your only merit was that you wielded your 
axe valiantly...” 


“Sh-, shut up!” 
The old man’s face became flushed. 


“Right back at you, bitch! Where did you throw your Blood Weaving Demonic Sword (Ail!) that 
you treasured like a daughter, that you are holding such a cane?!” 


“Ehem, what do you mean a cane?!” 
The woman averted her gaze. 


“That’s too much. Even if it looks like this, this is a wooden sword that I personally carved and made. 
This sword contains the essence of the thousand-years-old Demon Sect, and I personally gave the name 
of Hundred Sky Splitting Sword to this weapon.” 


“Did you just stick the name Sky Splitting to a cane right now?” 


“Hmmm, can’t I do that...?” 


Silence. 
The old man said calmly. 


“Ehem. Even so, Hundred Sky Splitting Sword is just over the top. Why don’t you use a trivial name 
such as Pyeontae (‘i)?” 


[T/N: Pyeontae is Hanja for Cane/Whip/Flog/Lash, and it’s written as #2 and read in Hanja as 
bianchi. ] 

“The word Pyeontae is not supposed to literally mean a cane...” 

“The word basically means cane, and it literally looks like a cane! You stupid!” 

The woman nodded sullenly. 

“Alright then. If that’s what you say, the name Demonic Pyeontae is good enough.” 

“You and your Demon (/#)! Demon!” 


The old man’s white beard trembled. 


“Why are all the Demon Cult’s people making a fuss with putting ‘Demon’ on their names? You and 
your subordinates and there’s already four Demons: Bloody Demon (fil), Sword Demon (#!)&), 
Flame Ghost Demon (2% J), Moon Shadow Demon Lord (i 52)! Even their moniker is The 


Four Demon Lord ()4&#4)! You bastards, even before you learn the Thousand-Character Classics, do 
you all first memorize the word ‘Demon’?!” 


























“Hmm. Isn’t there a refined feel to it...?” 
“Aghhh! I can’t believe that you bitches were considered the strongest at one point in time!” 
Just then. 


Dark clouds covered the sun. The snowy clouds were so thick that they quickly descended upon the 
snowfield. In an instant, the world darkened like it was dusk. 


“Huh! ?” 
The old man flinched. 
“Dem-, Demon Head. This is no time for us to fight amongst ourselves!” 


The two Murim people leaned against each other as if they never had an argument. A cold sweat broke 
out on the woman’s forehead. 


“Damn it. The Law of Heaven (X##) has been acting as it pleases nowadays...” 
“You bitch! Weren’t you confident that the weather would be clear today?!” 


“There are times when the divination is right and wrong. I had just sloppily learned the art of prediction 
of the Flame Ghost Demon. How can I see through heaven and earth?” 


“Aigooo! Why don’t I just get a Fortune-Teller from the street and make him the Religious Sect 
Leader?! I don’t deserve the position anymore after being deceived by this bitch’s words!” 


“Shut up and get ready to fight, old man. I’m losing more energy that I don’t even have.” 
Our party was puzzled. 

The Alchemist, who was close to me, whispered. 

“Wha-, what’s happening all of a sudden...?” 

“T’m not sure. I don’t really....” 

It was at the moment when I was about to say that I didn’t know too. 

-Grrrirriirirr. 

Something wriggled. 


At first, I thought that someone in our party made a sound. But as growling sounds began to come from 
the left, right, front, back, I realized that my thoughts were firmly wrong. 


-Guooooo............ 
-Kiiiikkk, grrrrrr. 
-Grrrrrrr. 
“Hiikkkkk!?” 


The Alchemist was startled and clung to my arm. Beyond her glasses, I could see that her complexion 
was as blue as a beetle. 


The faces of the Venomous Snake and Medicine King were not much different. Perhaps my face was 
now also blue. 


-Kiiiik! 

-Guooo, U0000000. 

The frozen humans numbered thousands at a glance. 

The ones we considered to be just corpses... Moved their arms and legs slowly. 
-Uohhhh. 


The dead bodies’ eyes, which had previously stood still, turned. The pupils were open, and the 
eyebrows were almost missing. Most of all, some of them had their eyes dug in as if worms had eaten 
through them. Nevertheless, one of those corpses zeroed in on us. 


I made eye contact with one of them. As soon as I saw the dead body’s eyes, I realized. 
“This fuckin-...” 
An Apocalypse going by the name of Chronicles of Heavenly Demon. 


The book clearly said this. 


rm 
[The Chronicles of Heavenly Demon(X/é)] 
Genre: Martial Arts, Fusion 

Difficulty Level: B Class 

Player Limit: 2 to 4 people 

The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: The Righteous Sect. A world of those who revere the Mu, those who use Mu, those who 
strive to attain the Mu! A Heavenly Demon had descended here and tried to unify all the sects. A 
Demonic Cult (£3) was brought together centering on the Heavenly Demon. The opposing forces 


would go against this Demonic Cult. Fighting over the control of the world...would probably be what 
they would’ve done. 


If it wasn’t for the sudden super epidemic. 


Reason for Discontinuation: An unidentified epidemic went rampant in the world, causing the 
Heavenly Demon to die. The Demonic Cult was annihilated. The other forces were also destroyed. End. 
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The bodies, which we thought were frozen humans, moved slowly. 

Their movement was slow and sluggish, but the sight of the body moving was a horror in and of itself. 
I belatedly realized what the ‘unidentified epidemic’ was that brought this world to an end. 

“Was the super epidemic a [Zombie Virus]?!” 

The dead body’s mouth opened at the same time I shouted. 

-Uoohhhhhhh! 

The sun was covered by dark clouds. 


And a thousand zombies swooped upon us. 


For any errors and issues contact me through discord:- https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 63 — The Battle of Good and Evil (IEE XE) (2) 


Translator: Cuties Editor: Sasha 

The Alchemist turned pale as she shuddered and tried to scream. 
“Hiiiik-.” 

“Gruuooghhh! >” 


Even after I stopped the Alchemist from making any sounds, one could still hear shouts. It was the 
Medicine King. 


Old enough to chew out the Sword Saint despite being his friend, this old man who seemed to think it 
was only acceptable to view young people as naive and immature, screamed like he lost his marbles. 


“Run away! Run away! I’ve never seen anything like that even in the Silicon Valley! Waaaah, We’re 
going to die! The world is coming to an end!” 


“This is a world that has already been destroyed you know?!” 


I quickly took out the Holy Sword and cut off the nearest zombie. Unlike the martial arts genre , I had 
seen movies and drama of the zombie genre quite often, and so thanks to that, I was able to face my 
opponent(s) directly on the 13th floor. And now after all that experience, my blade instinctively flew 
towards the zombie’s neck. 


-Keeeuuuugh! 


The zombie’s head growled even as it soared into the air. The headless body also swung at me, 
swinging its arms and legs. Damn it. Is it a type of zombie that would only stop moving after its brain 
is destroyed? That was the worst case. 


“Let’s get out of here first!” 
“Yo-You bastards who are you! ?” 


Finally, the two people we saw earlier noticed that we were there. The old man of the Righteous Sect 
and the woman of the Demonic Cult looked in our direction, and they were astonished upon glimpsing 
at our party, just like we were surprised to see the zombies. 


“ .. Hey old fart. It seems that the eyes of the great me have turned up strangely. They see, not just one, 
but four living people. Is the King of the Underworld calling for the great me?” 


“That’s, that’s what I see, too. Maybe because you’ve provoked me first by calling me a retard, I feel as 
though I really have become retarded.” 


“You should run away, too!” 
I rushed to carry the Alchemist on my back. 


“And please tell us where to run to while you’re at it!” 


Both of them looked at each other. 
“Oh, my world. It really is a living person, old thing.” 
“Maybe we’re already dead and looking at the scenery of the underworld...>?” 


“Then probably one of the two things happened, either you and the great me died and we went to 
paradise together or we fell into hell together.” 


“T don’t think this body, which has served righteousness and honor as the Murim Lord, will go to hell, 
so it’s probably paradise. However, there are no peach trees, no fairies, and there is an abundance of 
jiangshi in here. And above all, you are here too, aren’t you? It’ll be very odd if this is heaven.” 


“Then this must be reality, not a dream.” 
“So these people are innocent?” 
“At least the warmth of their bodies doesn’t seem to resemble the cold of the jiangshi.” 


Maybe they had figured out that we were already fleeing from the zombie infested area, the Venomous 
Snake took care of the old man of the Righteous Sect and I was carrying the woman of the Demonic 
Cult, while they went on chatting in peace. 


“Where the hell are you guys from?” 
The woman from the Demonic Cult looked up at me curiously. 


“So you’re mastering the miraculous Footwork. Are you perhaps children of the Sae-Wae ? Are the 
orangs still alive in the periphery?” 


“We are...” 


I didn’t understand exactly what Sae-Wae meant, but I had an inkling. She must be asking if we’re 
from a place outside the control of the Righteous and Demon sects. When I was thinking about what to 
say, I heard a sound from the back that relieved my worries about giving an answer. 


-Kkikik, keeeek! 

-Ooohoohooh! 

They were zombies. They ran after us in full swing, probably after setting their bodies back in order. 
Wouldn’t it be more accurate to say they were jumping? 


What kind of zombie was so lively that it skipped ten meters with every step? I should have said 
“flying” instead of “running.” The sight of hundreds of zombies flying like a swarm of seagulls gave 
me both shock and horror. 


“Wh, what?!” 
The Venomous Snake was astonished as well. 


“What kind of zombie flies in the sky?!” 


“Tt’s a Qingong Skill invented by the great me. I borrowed it from the lowlives of the Land of Mystery 
and improved it.” 


The woman of the Demonic Cult trembled. 


7? 


“Look at that. They’ve gone beyond the Extreme Qingong Skill (#% 2) #4) and even reached the point 
of Walking the Air (422% iti#)! Are they not the elite of the Demonic Cult who were taught by the great 
me? They are true demons because they have not forgotten their martial arts even in their death.” 























“Ho-Hold on.” 


I said, even if I only understood the approximate nuance of the sentence in a flurry of bizarre words, I 
still heard something that couldn’t be overlooked. 


“They don’t forget their martial arts even after they die?” 

“Huh? Perhaps you’re in the dark about things because you’re a child of the Sae-Wae.” 
The woman of the Demonic Cult tilted her head. 

“If a strong person becomes a jiangshi, their Martial Arts spread. Isn’t it common sense?” 
“T’ve never heard of such a thing being common sense!” 

Oh, my God. Zombies who use martial arts! 


If it were a comedy, I’d laugh it off, but now it was not a comedy genre, but the world of genuine 
martial arts genre . It wasn’t the time for jokes. 


“Those children are of the Demonic Cult, which have been taught directly by the great me. If you take 
lessons from the great me, your body will react to killing intent even when you go to bed. Huu. It’s 
great to see the Qingong Skill being used even if it’s by corpses.” 


“Huuuh! They’re catching up! They’ Il catch up to us like this, you Munju idiot!” 


The Medicine King on the back of the Venomous Snake screamed. The Zombies, who rose into the air, 
descended like ferocious hawks, and the Medicine King almost tore his own hair apart from the 
tension. 


“Run more! Can’t you run faster?! If I get bitten and become a zombie, I’ ll bite you first!” 
“Fuck, where is the brat who brought these oldies here, huh?!” 
The Venomous Snake squealed. 


“And why am I surrounded by oldies behind and in front of me while you are surrounded by two 
women?!” 


“We are about to be torn to shreds getting hit by the zombies’ martial arts, does that matter now?!” 
“We’re about to die. What else could matter more?” 
Shouted Bae Hu-Ryeong who was shielding the rear on my behalf. 


-They’re Zombies! Zombies! 


What kind of bullshit was this? 

“Weakness!” 

I said to the woman of the Demonic Cult. 

“Don’t they have any weaknesses?” 

“Tf you cut off their heads, they will stop moving.” 
“Not that, something easier to manage!” 


In fact, I was prepared to die at this moment. That would work on a normal zombie perhaps. But the 
story was very different if the world was full of zombies who were even able to use martial arts. Not 
only the Sword Saint, but it was also the same with the Witch and the Heretic Questioner, I was worried 
that I might not see a clear angle ever after handpicking all the star members we currently had. 


“Um.” 

The woman of the Demonic Cult nodded her head. 
She raised her finger and pointed over my shoulder. 
“When the sun shines, they stop.” 

Indeed. It was simple when you think about it. 


The scene where zombies started to close in on us, and the scene where they flew in with a Qingong 
technique, were so shocking that I couldn’t think around those facts. 


“Nameless maiden! And also the Alchemist!” 
“Um.” 
“.. Yes?” 


The witch-like woman answered in a nonchalant voice, and the Alchemist answered in a rattling voice. 
I focused the Aura on my arm. 

“T’m sorry, but I’ll cast you aside! Please land on your own!” 
“Um.” 

“Yes?” 


And threw the woman and the Alchemist as far away as possible, with all the might of a javelin finalist 
in the Olympic Games. 


The woman made no sound when she flew away. She just dropped headfirst on the snowy field with a 
thud. The Alchemist, on the other hand, fell with a piercing scream. The snowfield she fell into was 
engraved with a large (X) embossed letter. 


“Sorry!” 


I apologized one last time and then stopped. 
Looking back, hundreds of zombies were rushing in. 


-Keuuurgh! 


-Oooooh! Keuooo! 
I got goosebumps all over. 


I have fought with zombies on the 13th floor before, but they were different from these ones flying like 
mosquitoes in the sky. To be honest, I was a little scared. 


-I’m going to die! 
For some reason, Bae Hu-Ryeong was delighted. 


-I never thought I’d see a zombie die because of a real zombie again! Ah, good! This is the moment 
when I check one wish off my bucket list! 


Did that old man make a bucket list even after he became a ghost? 
“Not yet,” 

In the middle of the snowfield, I faced a group of zombies. 

“T’m not going to die just yet!” 

I pulled the Holy Sword of the Goddess out of its sheath. 


Striking the teeth of a proud zombie nearest to me and looking at the flesh of the zombie who was 
previously frozen, I hurriedly spoke into my mind. 


“Shiny!” 

[Shiny answers the call of the warrior. ] 
‘Shine!’ 

Paaaaaaaaahhhh! 


Fragment of the Constellation. The Holy Sword; the first Idol I owned out of the five sister swords, 
radiated light. The snowfield reflected the light and everything shone brightly. 


And I realized that I had a talent for naming. It was indeed the right choice to give Shiny the name 
“Shiny”. 


-Uhhhhhh! 
-Geuooo. 
Ooooohhbhh... 
They stopped. 


Zombies seeing the light of the Holy Sword stopped midair in unison. All of them fell to the ground 
like mosquitoes that were hit directly by a bug spray. Because they did not break the fall, the snow that 
covered the snowfield was drilled with holes like a honeycomb. 


“heuoook!” 


The Medicine King, who had been caught by a zombie, groaned. The zombie hardened as it was 
gripping the Medicine King’s white hair. 


“A-Am | alive? Do I get to breathe again? If it weren’t for that bastard Marcus, I wouldn’t have come 
to the tower. Curse my fate...” 


“Ts everyone alright?” 


I didn’t let my guard down. It was not yet over. The dark clouds had not receded from the sky, and the 
ground was still dark. 


The only light around us was the brilliance being emitted from the Holy Sword of the Goddess. 
If the light goes out even for a moment, those fearsome Zombies would resume their activities. 
“Uh. Yes, my face hurts a little, but it’s okay... Thank you for saving me, Death King....” 


“Fuck, the Medicine King, and this old fart too! I want to live my life while distancing myself from old 
people, please!” 


The Alchemist and the Venomous Snake informed us that they were safe in their own way. 
I nodded. 

“Guild master of Chen Mu-mun. Please take care of the others while I kill the zombies.” 
“What are you going to do?” 

“I’m going to get rid of them while they’re not moving.” 

I aimed at a zombie with the Holy Sword. 

“Tt’s going to take some time, but it’s not hard work...” 

“Wait a moment. Child of the Sae-Wae.” 

The woman of the Demonic Cult rose from the snow. 

Slowly she brushed the snowflakes off her uniform. 


“First of all, I’d like to express my gratitude for saving the great me, who is a complete stranger. But if 
you’re going to behead the jiangshi, then the great me will have to stop you.” 


«| Why?” 


All kinds of things came to my mind. 


Is there an unusual curse on a zombie if it is killed, will the curse be transmitted? In fact, few monsters 
are as abundant in variations as zombies. Depending on how it is set up in the world view, they can 
either become a trash-mob or a terrible disaster. 


But what the woman of the Demonic Cult told us was something we completely didn’t expect. 
“Those are all the Demonic Cult’s followers.” 

“Pardon?” 

“They’re the disciples and subordinates of the great me.” 

She was serious. 


“The Great War, which was ignited by the Righteous Sect bastards, is on the horizon. We are in dire 
need of every individual. We can’t lose more elites here when we’re in a tight spot anyway.” 


What kind of a crock of shit was this? 


Our party did not understand the woman’s words. What Great War? The heaven and earth of this world 
were already on the verge of collapsing. There could not be any forces or men to wage war. 


The librarian had said this as he guided us to the Apocalypse. 


| When you open your eyes, it will be the world 10 days before Chronicles of Heavenly Demon faces a 
discontinuation. | 


[I look forward to your wonderful ending. | 
Only ten days till utter destruction comes. 


I don’t know how many survivors will remain in this world, but... After ten days, they’ ll all die 
anyway. Neither the woman of the Demonic Cult nor the old man of the Righteous Sect was an 
exception to this fate. 


The two Righteous and Demonic sect people were calm, perhaps it was because they knew of this 
future. 


“That old man...” 
“The Murim Lord, master of the Righteous Sect. He’s called Bu Wol-sun.” 


“_..I’ve been in the Great War with that old man for three years. It’s been 989 days since the war was 
declared. The great me and the old man swore on our respective names, and we could never get out of 
here until one of us concedes defeat.” 


The woman of the Demonic Cult gravely stated. 


“All of our sect disciples have been reduced to jiangshi, but if they use the martial arts of the Demonic 
Cult, they will soon be demons. They’re the men the great me has to take care of. Don’t kill them. If 
you want to kill, then only pick the ones wearing priest robes....” 


“Bullshit! We painstakingly raked those Elites together from the prestigious Righteous Sect!” 


The old man of the Righteous Sect jumped up and down. 


“Didn’t you make a promise, Heavenly Demon? You and I will see the end of the Great War of Good 
and Evil without touching the jiangshi!” 

“Promises are made to be broken.” 

i 


“You wicked bitch! Then I’ll also smash each of those demon jiangshi’s heads 


“You son of a bitch, the head of the Righteous Sect is going to break the bargain? You have finally 
revealed your true colors of being a hypocrite!” 


Just as they did before the zombies started moving, the two looked as if they were going to have a life- 
or-death duel right away. 


I was dumbfounded. 

“_.. The world is destroyed, and you’re saying that you’re going to continue doing something like that?” 
“The order is wrong.” 

The Demonic Cult woman called the Heavenly Demon shook her head. 

“The whole world was destroyed on its own while we were at war.” 

That was to say, 


The Righteous Sect old man, the Righteous Sect Lord woman, and the Demonic Cult, and the Heavenly 
Demon fought while putting their fates on the line. There was no problem so far. However, the sudden 
outbreak of the virus turned all of their subordinates into zombies. 


Ordinary people would stop the war here, run away, or hide—. 
“But you can’t put off the game that you’ve already started!” 
The Righteous and Demonic sects people were definitely not ordinary. 


The Murim Lord and the Heavenly Demon... Even though all their men were reduced to zombies, they 
had no intentions of stopping the war. 


Not only did they not stop, but the two still treated their men who had turned into Jiangshi as their own. 
That’s why the world with the Zombie Apocalypse had been suffering through a war for three years. 


“The great me won’t stop until we get a victory from that old man. There are still five hundred soldiers 
left to the great me. I will lead them and destroy him.” 


“That’s for me to say, you Madu! I am joined by a group of martial artists who will fight against you 
bitches, even if they turn into vengeful spirits! I’1l put an end to this tedious 989-day war!” 


Yes. 


It wasn’t just our expedition which had no dreams and hopes. 


There was no dream or hope in this world itself. 
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3. 


The world as they knew it was collapsing, yet the two Righteous and Demonic sect people had no 
intentions of stopping their war. 


This alone was enough to render me speechless, but... There was a separate scene that was even more 
shocking. 


It was the scene of the two fighting. 

“The scholar does not cover his brush, and the warrior does not cover his sword.” 
The Heavenly Demon said to the Murim Lord. 

The wooden stick was still in her hands. 


“Although the great me is only holding a wooden stick upon forgetting to bring a sword, I can still send 
an old man like you beyond the yellow river.” 


“Come on then!” 
The Murim Lord held his cane and shouted vehemently. 


“Let’s fight for the last time and determine who will lead the Righteous and Demonic sects once and 
for all!” 


Thus the two Righteous and Demonic sect people clashed. 
Perhaps the term “confrontation” was a little too much. 


The two people’s tactics were nothing more than mere drabbing. 





“Heavenly Demon Limbo (K/ie# fae)!” 
[T/N: Basically the leader of the demonic cult. Cheonma is the heavenly demon] 
“Huh! Sky Piercing Yellow Moon!(#¢ M f&X)!” 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Sect Lord faced off with fairly specious words. But that was all 
there was to it. 


What the two people had in their hands were only wooden canes, and the sound of them clashing was 
rhythmic and cheerful. 


Bam! Bam! Bam! 


Their canes broke even before the climax of their fight. Then the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord 
rushed at each other, with a fierce glare in their eyes. The Heavenly Demon caught the Murim Lord’s 
beard, and the latter grabbed her by the hair. 


I was speechless. 

“What the hell is this...” 

And then it got more interesting. 

With all of us dumbfounded, 

-Oh, that’s weird. 

Bae Hu-ryeong gave an unusual response. 

-They’ve got the right posture. Those guys. 

‘What?’ 

-They’re breathing properly with correct movements. Even in my world, they’d be considered masters. 


I looked at the duel again. The Murim Lord was about to poke the eyes of the Heavenly Demon, and 
the latter was hurriedly covering her face with both hands. 


‘Those two?’ 


-You don’t know that fundamental principle? That Divine Dragon’s claw poking the eyes is trying to 
steal the Vile Dragon’s pearl can be called Two Dragons Fighting for a Pearl (i ## #4). And that 
one defending his face can be assimilated to Buddha covering the faces of the humankind and can be 
called Thousand Sound Observing (7 zt #7)... 


[T/N: the first one refers to a Chinese myth where fairies were bathing in the heavenly pond and got 
attacked by demons but were rescued by 2 dragons. When the Queen heard of this she bestowed them a 
precious pearl that would grant them immortality and ultimate cultivation. None of the 2 Dragons ever 
gave up the pearl for the sake of the other and so they kept trying to snatch it from the other’s claws 
eternally. 


The second is a Buddhist belief that Buddha Listens to the sufferings of 1 000 people at once and 
answers them by covering their eyes. The meaning of the closed eyes in Buddhist philosophy is a 
conception that one is not exposed to the evil around. Hence, one doesn’t indulge in any kind of crime. 
One remains immune to villainous acts and thus protected from all kinds of misgivings and ill-fortunes 
as a result. 


(Face covering = closing eyes = relief from suffering) ] 

Thus went Bae Hu-ryeong’s explanation. 

I raised one hand to block the last of it. 

‘But why are they having a dog fight in such a sloppy manner?’ 


-That’s why it’s weird. If they’ve reached that stage, they should follow the flow of qi, so they should be 
filled with righteousness. 


It’s because they don’t have any energy in their movements, that’s why they cannot summon a single 
flex of Aura and were flailing their arms in that slovenly manner. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have been 
like that if their Dantians were crushed... 


Seeing Bae Hu-ryeong constantly tilting his head, I thought of one possibility. 
Perhaps the only possibility. 

“You’re just making fun of me, Sword Emperor, aren’t you?’ 

-Hey, you zombie. I’m not some kind of a sicko, I don’t joke around with stuff like this. 
The Sword Emperor smacked me. 


-No, damnit, can you really not see that? of all things I had to go into closed-doors cultivation and 
draw out my form and thought with my drained aura. Tsk tsk. well, I guess that’s why I needed you in 
the first place... 


Spending many years behind closed doors cultivation upon fighting the Devil King of Fall Rain was 
only natural. Anyway, the Sword Emperor was serious. 


And there was one more serious person. 
“That old woman... she’s pretty good.” 
The Poisonous Snake was squinting his eyes. 


“That bite is following the principle of the Jiwangsa, and that arm strike follows the principle of 
Onwolyong.” 


-Heeya, he says he’s “real,” but I guess a warrior is still a warrior. Yes, like a giant snake biting the 
King of the Earth, and then going on with a dragon-like skin. Did you see that zombie? Unlike you, I 
have eyes that see through everything. 


I went through the Venomous Snake’s thoughts silently 
Chen Mu-mun Master was seriously thinking with his arms folded. 
[If I were to analyze it with my [Unrivaled under the heaven] skill... I’d say it’s right. | 


| Those movements could also be explained as [It’s good to be born as a hell ‘ji’ hound (Cerberus) and 
keep the gates of the Demon King‘wang’ castle, but both sides were the rebirth ‘sa’ of the 
troublemakers and the class president, so I’m the one stuck between them] And [the hero of the ‘on’line 
game, a male high school student along with his younger classmates who skipped a grade‘wol’ and a 
popular cartoonist, has decided to be a true warrior‘yong’]. I’m sure.’ 


[ T/N: Jiwangsa and onwolyong appear in the hangul of the previous sentence] 
The Sword Emperor was dumbstruck. 
The unknown Alchemist tilted her head. 


“Is... is that so, Lord? It just looks like a little fight between young kids...” 


“Fuck. If it could be clear to anyone then what’s the difference between the master and the follower? 
It’s only obvious to the eyes of people like me.” 


[Oh, my God. Just how many skills do they hold? At this rate, those two are above the Sword Saint 
grandpa. | 


(I feel like I’m going to level up just by looking at them. I got things to teach my disciples when I go 
back | 


Eum. 
‘Sword Emperor.’ 
-Yes, zombie... 


‘All rivers meet in the ocean, right? There’s a lot of formulas to come up with the same answer. That’s 
the point of martial arts.’ 


-Yes, thank you... 


Fortunately, this strange scene in which the Murim Lord and the Heavenly Demon were having a 
dogfight, the Emperor of Light novels coming to a realization while watching that, and above all, this 
strange scene in which I consoled the Sword Emperor, did not last long. 


“Achoo! Aigoo I’m freezing to death!” 
The Medicine King screamed. 


“Hey, you bastard and wench! How long are you going to be fighting? Can’t you see us in front of you? 
Tsk tsk, look look, what a narrow-sighted pair! You’re just like young children, exactly like young 
children!” 


They stopped at the Medicine King’s deafening roar. 

The Murim Lord scratched the back of his head with an embarrassed face. 

“Well, we haven’t had a visitor in a long while. Surely this is not the proper behavior to exhibit.” 
The Heavenly Demon also coughed awkwardly. 


“For now, I will guide you to the cave, where the great me is staying.” 


It wasn’t long before the dark clouds cleared up. I no longer needed Shiny to light the way. 

The zombies were again as hard as stone in the sun, and we were able to escape the snowfield safely. 
“Huff, huff...” 

“Oh... haah...!” 


However, the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. The poor physical strength of the two people was 
a hindrance. 


The two of them were obviously not ordinary Righteous and Demonic sect people, but the heads of the 
Demonic Cult and the Righteous Cult. They were the ones who had to show off that they had this 
world’s most powerful martial arts. The Sword Emperor and Chen Mu-mun Master even guaranteed 
their military service through different arguments. 


And yet somehow... The two people were totally out of shape. 

They were gasping for breath even though they had only walked a little in the snow. 
“Uhm.” 

I said discreetly because I couldn’t stand seeing it. 


“Can I give you a piggyback, if you don’t mind?” 





“Plea, please. It’s not easy to practice Mind Control (72) today.” 


In the end, as I did earlier, I carried the Heavenly Demon, and the Venomous Snake carried the Murim 
Lord. 


The Venomous Snake said solemnly. 

“Death King. That’s not right.” 

“What?” 

“This is how it should be.” 

“Tt is only right this way.” 

“Yes...” 

I didn’t have the strength to argue, so I decided to go along with it. 
It was then. 

‘Huh?’ 

I was seized by a strange feeling as I was carrying the Murim Lord and walking. 
‘It’s strange.’ 

Bae Hu-ryeoung tilted its head. 

-What’s weird? 

‘He feels warm.’ 

-Hm? 


‘...His body feels very warm. But isn’t the weather so cold now? If we don’t use our Aura we'll freeze. 
But he’s so warm.’ 


The Sword Emperor looked thoughtful and silent. I followed his example and was lost in thought. 


Is he protecting his body with his Aura just like we’re doing? But why didn’t I feel a single speck of 
internal energy from his attacks in the battle that just took place then? 


‘What is it? Things don’t add up.’ 

Something was strange. 

But as I was failing to notice exactly what was strange, we crossed the snowfield. 

“This is the home of the great me.” 

The cave that the Heavenly Horse pointed at was not far from the snowfield. 

There was a wide hole in the ceiling, and the glow of the sunset poured in. 

“Wow....” 

The Alchemist’s mouth was wide open with shock. Her eyes glistened over the frosted spectacles. 
“T-It’s a hot spring, isn’t it?” 

There was an open-air bath in the cave. 


A deep pond had settled on the bottom of the cave. Water vapor rose from the surface of the pond. The 
natural hot spring was supposed to overcome the freezing cold and warm the surroundings with the 
consolation of sunset. With the hot spring flowing down, I thought it was a beautiful sight. 


“The great me had found it a long time ago.” 
The Heavenly Demon smiled like she was glad. 


“T didn’t expect to welcome strangers from the Sae-Wae as guests. Wash first. Ill look for food to serve 
you in addition to drinking water with that oldie.” 


“Huh. Is there anything else we can serve other than energy bars?” 
“Didn’t I say let’s go look for something? Old man, are your ears deafening as you age?” 


“Old man, old man, old man,... you always call me that, but if you look at it, there’s not much age 
difference between you and me!” 


“If you’re offended, then you should’ve also grown some wisdom instead of getting old in vain.” 
The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord wobbled away to the other end of the cave. 

We stayed in the hot springs and looked at the two with curious eyes. 

“Th, that’s amazing. They were engaged in a life-or-death battle just a while ago...” 


They had been fighting for three years. There must be some affection or respect they grew for each 
other while fighting.” 


The Medicine King grumbled. 


“But it’s warm and nice around here. Eey. As soon as I came to this world, I was so embarrassed to 
hold a man’s hand. Now get away from me a little, Chemu-mun Master.” 


“How did the Sword Saint become friends with someone like you?” 

“Oho! Get your facts right. I allowed Marcus to become friends with me!” 

“What the... Well, I guess you and the Sword Saint are both weirdos. Frick, you’re two of a kind.” 
So we went into the open-air bath and took a rest. 

After we finished taking a bath, the two Righteous and Demonic sect people served us food. 
“Well, I don’t think we have any other food to serve you.” 

“Tt’s an energy seed. Eat lots.” 

What the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord served us were kernel beads. It was Hwan (JL). 
/* 'T/N: Hwan is a round medicinal pill that is made from natural substances. */ 

It looked like Cheongsimhwan, but the grain was a little bigger. 

/* T/N: Cheongsimhwan is a medicine that clears a person’s heart. */ 


“Once upon a time, I could hunt prey like a wolf. These days, animals are so hard to see, let alone 
catch. I don’t even know how the world came to be like this.” 


“No, thanks for your hospitality.” 


I received the plate politely. It had been three years since the world collapsed. There’s no way there’d 
be any other type of food around. 


Our party carefully nibbled at the Hwan. 
“Blegh!” 
“Ugh.” 


The Venomous Snake and the Medicine King had a constipated face on. I almost coughed, too. The old 
beans tasted raw. They could barely be considered as food. 


“You haven’t really been surviving on this, have you...>?” 

The Alchemist picked up the Hwan and looked around as if she were amazed. 
“Almost so.” 

“For, for how long?” 


“Uhm.” 


The Heavenly Demon stared at the cave wall. The wall was inscribed with numerous calendar 
markings. Perhaps the two had kept track of the date one stroke a day when they began to live in this 
cave. 


“Tt’s been more than two years since we’ve been eating only the Hwan.” 

“2 years...” 

The Alchemist was speechless. Two years... They said they had eaten only grains for two years. 
The Alchemist groaned as if it was difficult for her to understand this. 


“Th-That’s ridiculous. Then you won’t be able to get proper nutrition. Without proper coordination of 
sugars and lipids, proteins, and vitamins and minerals, the human body...” 


“Hmm? I don’t know what you mean, but it’s still edible.” 
“T can’t stand it!” 
The Medicine King shouted back. 


Standing up suddenly, the Medicine King took something out of his pocket. He pulled out all sorts of 
things, like bummers, meat, seafood, and so on. 


“Watch and learn, you idiots! Tch tch, you don’t even have the energy to cross the snowfield. You not 
thinking about your bodies is the same as when I was young. Is there any water?” 


“Oh, the water, we melt snow and drink it, or once in a while, when the sun shines for a few days in a 
row, water runs through the stone in there....” 


“Tt’s driving me crazy. It’s driving me crazy. 70% of the human body is water, but you drink that kind 
of water occasionally. You need to drink water that is full of minerals...” 


The Medicine King, who set fire to a burner, took out bottled water and poured it into the pot. 
The Alchemist was surprised to see the bottled water. 
“You’re using Bling H2O, aren’t you? That expensive thing...” 


“What’s so expensive about this? It’s good for cooking, so I just use it. When I was outside the tower, I 
couldn’t even see water. Tch tch, if it weren’t for Marcus...” 


The Medicine King tilted his head over the cooking pot that he pulled out of nowhere. 
-Hey zombie. What’s a Bling H20? 

“Well, maybe it’s like Evian.’ 

-What is Evian? Is that some kind of Elixir of Life? 

‘What’s an Elixir of Life?’ 

-There’s this crazily expensive water. 


Then it must be similar. 
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While Bae Hu-ryeong and I chatted, the Medicine King boiled the Evian-like bottled water. 
Meanwhile, on the other side, he laid out a frying pan and a cutting board and started cooking. 


A savory smell filled the cave. 
“Huff, hut.” 


The Medicine King’s hands were quick. Mussel soup, white fish grilled to a crisp like a crusted steak 
and served on asparagus, a stir fry dish consisting of a mysterious fish and long clams garnished with 
parsley, a porridge-like dish with clams and chopped mushrooms, and even a lamb leg cooked whole— 
all these dishes were cooked and served in just 15 minutes. 


“Hey, everyone! It’s not much, but eat it. Young’uns should eat a lot and be well. Tsk.” 
Seeing the dishes lined up in front of him, the Murim Lord opened his eyes wide. 
“Oh, no, but I am over thousands of years old... “ 


“What, did you eat something that gives you eternal youth? Ah, if it were Silicon Valley, I would have 
patented it! If you’re old, eat as much as your age! That’s how you stay strong.” 


The image of the Medicine King talking as he poured the mussel soup into a large bowl was similar to 
that of a foul-mouthed grandmother or grandfather. 


I also received a bowl of mussel soup. It smelled all right. Mussel soup was mussel soup, after all, but 
just as I thought that— 


Oh my god. 
‘It’s so delicious! ?’ 
Was it because I’ve only been eating scraps of food like a Breatharian or something?[2] 


First of all, there was no trace of the usual fishy odor. And the soup wasn’t just boiled with water. The 
broth was red, as some crimson vegetables had been added to it, and it was a little sour and savory, so 
the broth alone was delicious. The mussel meat was also chewy, so it was fantastic to bite into it and let 
the juice burst in my mouth and create an exquisite mixture with the broth as it wrapped around my 
tongue and teeth. 


It was like the pinnacle of taste. 


Even after winning the Sangryun lottery, I had only limited myself to the luxury of a white mocha 
frappuccino venti quadra shot java chip half and half chocolate drizzle, which was enough of a shock to 
me. 


The Alchemist, who was rolling in the slum as she hadn’t yet become famous, seemed to be in the same 
position as me. Her eyes widened. 


“Oh my god. It’s delicious...” 
The Alchemist savored the taste and went on to explain. 


“This shrimp. It’s plump and solid. And even though it tastes like shrimp... There’s no fish odor... H, 
how can shrimp taste like this? In addition, the mille-feuille served for this dessert tastes like the 
nobility of Nuneddine[1]. And not just regular nobility but a high ranking noble. The yogurt ice cream 
underneath is fresh and seems to be mixed with passion fruit juice, so it feels refreshingly sour... H, 
how does it taste this good?” 


The Medicine King’s nose haughtily pointed upward. 


“That’s because when I was in my 50s, I was awarded the three Michelin stars as the owner and chef of 
a restaurant! Ey. If I had a proper burner instead of something like this, I would have made something 
that would really fill up your stomachs.” 


Could it be that the Medicine King wasn’t just good at making some medicine but was actually a really 
amazing person? 


Was he not bluffing about Silicon Valley, Wall Street, and being a boxing champion? 
“Why did such a great man come to the tower?” 


The Venomous Snake also asked as if he was curious about it, with a mouthful of seafood porridge (the 
official name which seemed to be abalone truffle risotto). 


The Medicine King snorted. 

“Why? Is it forbidden for someone like me to enter the tower? That Marcus came to the Tower too!” 
He had a point. 

“Did you know each other from outside?” 


“Know? Ha. He was just a filthy, nasty guy born to a filthy rich conglomerate. Compared to a self- 
made man in Silicon Valley like me, he’s just a lucky guy. That guy ran out of that luck in his final 
years, and he came to the tower with a sword...” 


His words, which began with a snort, ended in a whisper. 


The Alchemist, the Venomous Snake, and I all looked at the Medicine King as if we were reconsidering 
our opinions of him. Maybe that gaze irritated him, as the Medicine King shook his ladle as if shaking 
off a bird. 


“Just eat!” 

So we ate. It was really delicious. 

It was the moment when the culinary director of the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon was decided. 
“Tt’s really the best taste.” 


The Heavenly Demon, the protagonist of the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon, said, as she 
constantly poured dishes into her mouth. 


“Are you imperial guardians? Hmm, no. It’s different from Chinese cuisine.” 
The Murim Lord sprayed his saliva while sucking on the cream pasta like a vacuum. 


“That’s exactly what I mean. I have eaten various dishes as a lord, but this is my first time eating 
something like this.” 


“Such strange dishes, and the appearance of abundance... I wonder where you come from, and why 
you came here...” 


“Did you find a new way to cure Jiangshi’s disease?” 
The two martial artists’ eyes lit up. 


It was natural. From their standpoint, we were the first humans they had met in many years. Of course 
they found us fascinating, and of course they wondered if we had a cure. 


I felt sorry for them, but I shook my head. 

“We haven’t. We, too, are still looking for a cure.” 
“Hmm. I guess it is like that...” 

Were they as disappointed as they had been expectant? 
Their complexions became grim. 


“Well. All of Kang Ho’s doctors and experts rushed and tried to fix the mysterious disease, but none of 
them succeeded.” 


“Because even the experts of Jiangshi, the masters of the Mosan Sect, had been turned, the 
circumstances would not have been different even if they were here now...” 


“Ts there really no cure?” I said. “We’re not bragging. You just saw the results of our cooking. We have 
different knowledge from you. This Alchemist here, especially, is superior to anyone in curing diseases 
and making medicines.” 


The Alchemist, who was eating the lamb in big bites, blushed. 


The Medicine King’s murmurs of ‘She’s just lucky’ that sounded next to us were... Well, I did feel a 
little sorry for him after he gave us such delicious food. 


“This person over there is more than enough to assist the Alchemist. If you help us a little, we can 
develop a cure.” 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord looked at each other. 
“Cure... What are you saying...?” 
“Well. It’s not like there’s no way...” 


The Alchemist’s face turned red. 


“What, what is it?” 

“_,. Wait here.” 

After a while, the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord brought out a large coffin. 
When they opened the casket, there was a zombie lying there. 


Like the time when he talked about the warm body of the Murim Lord, the Sword Emperor sealed his 
lips tight and furrowed his brow. 


The zombie was as calm as if it were under the sun. Maybe it was because it was tightly tied with 
chains or because of the spiky acupuncture needles embedded in each joint, but the zombie was lying 
immobile. 


I raised my head. 
“This is...?” 
“One of the monks of the Righteous Sect,” the Heavenly Demon said flatly. 


“Right after being bitten by Jiangshi, he entrusted his body to us to study. But there is only one thing 
we figured out. It was to block the chi of the whole body with needles.” 


The Heavenly Demon reached into the coffin. 

“Be careful.” 

The Heavenly Demon pulled out a large needle from the zombie’s neck. 

-Abhhhbh!! 

At that exact moment, the zombie, who was as quiet as if it were sleeping, opened its eyes. 
“Woah! >?” 


The Alchemist was startled and fell back. The zombie opened its mouth as if to bite the frightened 
Alchemist. Chul-kung! Chul-kung! Because of the chains, the zombie’s attack ended in vain, but the 
Alchemist couldn’t help but sweat. 


“AS you Can see.” 
Puk! 


The Heavenly Demon stabbed the zombie’s neck with the needle again. Then, the zombie slowly closed 
its eyes once more. The zombie’s complexion relaxed, as if it had never even struggled. “If you block 
the chi flow between the brain and spinal cord, you can calm the Jiangshi. It’s the point where the 
cervix meets the spinal column. However, this is a stopgap measure rather than a cure.” 


“Anyone who is bitten by the Jiangshi becomes stained with takgi that spreads through the blood and 
respiratory tract.” 


Takgi, or murky energy. 


Did he mean the virus? 


“This takgi cannot be defeated no matter how much you meditate or try to starve it out. Even the 
demons, who cultivated magical power from the very beginning, and martial arts masters, who have 
clear spirits like streams, are finished once bitten. The whole body gets hot like a fire, and they soon 
become Jiangshi.” 


The Heavenly Demon slowly covered the coffin. 


“This Shaolin monk lasted the longest. Even though his arm was bitten by the Jiangshi, he kept his 
mind clear for a year. But that’s one of the exceptions, and it’s usually hard to last beyond 15 days, no 
matter how great one’s mastery is.” 


The Heavenly Demon sighed. 
“Children of the outside world. Can you really find a cure?”[3] 


The Alchemist could not answer. Even the Medicine King, who had a bad temperament, was 
speechless. 


The Heavenly Demon smiled bitterly when none of us could respond. 


“That’s all right. I thought there were only two people left in the world, the old man and me, but just 
seeing new people makes this old woman want to take care of you. Stay here for as long as you want.” 


The Murim Lord nodded. 


“T’]l set up some sleeping places for you, so let’s end here today. Though I want to talk to you about 
many things, we can try to resolve it tomorrow.” 


The first day in the Apocalypse. 

We had to spend the night without accomplishing much. 

5. 

“Umm... I can’t eat anymore... ” 

“Marcus, you bastard, if you leave like that I’ll only be in second place my whole life...” 
Midnight. The party went to sleep while muttering and drooling. 


There was a bed near the open-air bath, so even though it was a little wet, I didn’t have to worry about 
getting cold. 


-Zombie. Why aren't you sleeping ? 
I looked up at the sky. The cave had an open ceiling, so I could see the black night sky well. 
‘I have something to check.’ 


Instead of asking me what I wanted to check, the Sword Emperor shut his mouth. He must have 
guessed it. 


That guess was probably the same as mine. 

I pulled the blanket up to my face. Then, I closed my eyes and pretended that I had fallen asleep. 
The night deepened. 

Srrk—. 


I felt someone approaching. It wasn’t just one presence. There were two. I quietly held my breath 
without opening my eyes. The two of them lingered around us and whispered in very small voices. 


“_,.Are they asleep?” 

“_..T believe so.” 

“~.. Then let’s do it now. Hurry up.” 

“_..That’s right. Let’s finish it quickly.” 

The voices of the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. 


The sound gradually moved farther away from us. Splash. I heard the sounds of water. The two Murim 
people started taking a bath just after all of us fell asleep. 


‘It’s now.’ 
Hwik! 


I got up in a flash and ran toward the open-air bath. Beyond the thick vapor. The Heavenly Demon and 
the Murim Lord were wearing white mourning clothes in the bath. They were enjoying the hot spring 
with languid faces and were surprised to see me suddenly run in. 


“Huh!?” 

The Murim Lord dunked himself in the bath. The old man could not hide his embarrassment. 
Of course. 

Looking at their bodies, I was convinced that my predictions were correct. 

“Wh, what?! You! I thought you were asleep!” 


The Heavenly Demon narrowed her eyes. She seemed to understand the situation a little faster than the 
old man. Sighing lightly, she looked at me quietly. 


“_..This child is quick on the uptake. When did you realize it?” 
“T thought it was a bit weird from the first time I saw you.” 
I opened my mouth. 


“The weather was so cold, but the two of you were dressed lightly. One was wearing only a martial arts 
uniform, and the other was wearing a small mourning outfit.” 


The weather outside was freezing. 
If you didn’t use Aura, you couldn’t survive at all. 


In such a powerfully cold climate, the Murim people in front of us had worn clothes that were no 
different from being naked. 


“Tt meant that you were protecting your bodies from the cold by circulating your life energy. In other 
words, it meant that you are highly skilled at manipulating your life energy... But how could such 
skilled people get tired from small fights or walking a little? It was strange.” 


I said slowly, 
“There is only one explanation for this. The two of you are focusing all your efforts on other work.” 


“You told us just a little while ago that once bitten by Jiangshi, a person’s whole body will be stained 
with takgi.” 


I looked straight through the water vapor at the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. 
“You two have already been bitten, correct?” 


“T think it’s like this. Heavenly Demon-nim and Murim Lord-nim. Both of you were infected by the 
Jiangshi a long time ago. But with your magic and martial arts, you’re holding back the takgi with 
tremendous effort. Am I wrong?” 


The silence settled in the open-air bath. 

Splash. 

I heard the sound of water being shaken off, and soon, the Heavenly Demon stood up. 
“Ma, Madu. You...” 

“Tt’s fine. Old man. Haven’t we been completely figured out already?” 
The Heavenly Demon shook her head. 

“Child of the outside world. Your words are right.” 

She turned her back toward me. 

The pure white back of the Heavenly Demon. 

“The old man and I were already bitten by the Jiangshi three years ago.” 
There was a scar that was rotting and purple. 

The Murim Lord also slowly showed the back of his neck. 

“But, strictly speaking, there is one part of your words that is wrong.” 


Likewise, there was a rotting wound there. 


However, the wound stopped at the neck. 

“We’re not suppressing the takgi.” 

Above the neck, there was a clean, human face. 

With that clean face, the Murim Lord said, 

“We blocked the takgi by blocking the cervical part of our spinal cord with our life energy.” 
The Sword Emperor clicked his tongue. 

-Insanity. It’s telekinesis. 

“Telekinesis?’ 

-Gongja. Do you know what the chi sword is? 

“Yes, it’s a technique to wrap a sword with life energy and make it fly... Could it be?’ 
There was no way..... 


-That’s right. Blocking the cervical spinal point means that the sensation under the neck disappears. 
Then, of course you can’t move. In other words, they have become paralyzed, but the way they are 
moving now... . It’s like using the chi sword to move your whole body with life energy. 


Bae Hu-ryeong said quietly. 
-Moving the heart. 

Making it beat. 

-Breathing through their lungs. 
Inhaling and exhaling air. 


-Moving their joints while extending one arm, and controlling their back, knees, ankles, and soles 
while extending their legs forward. 


In short, everything they need to live and move. 

-Those guys are controlling everything one by one with their life energy. 

To prevent the zombie virus from spreading through the spinal cord to their brains. 
The two martial artists closed off their own brains. 

I was silent. 

Chk. 


-It’s the same as if they are using the chi sword 24/7. So even if they take a few steps, they lose strength. 
They’re crazy... 


The Heavenly Demon said, as if hearing Bae Hu-ryeong’s words, 


“We are carrying out the great battle of good and evil like this.” 


The Murim Lord picked up where she left off again. 


“Three years have already passed since then.” 


[1] Nuneddine: A Korean Italian snack. 


[2] Scraps of food: The actual term used is byukgokdan (4451), or spherical energy bars designed to 
last a long time. For additional context, byukgokdan in martial arts novels is a food that can fill you up 
despite its small size (like goodberries in D&D) or make you stronger, etc. As for breatharianism, it’s a 
dangerous “diet” in which people believe they can survive without food. 


[3] Children of the outside world: By “outside world,” the Heavenly Demon means beyond the Great 
Wall. 
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with me, and thanks for your support! 
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https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 66 <Heavenly Demon. (1)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 
-Heavenly Demon-nim. 
-It can’t go on like this. 


-... Heavenly Demon-nim. Half of the Blood Guard has been destroyed! The elders have scattered all 
over after saying they will enter the world of martial arts, but we’ve already lost track of their locations. 
It’s not the time to fight the idiots in the factions. It may be the biggest crisis our cult, no, maybe our 
world, has faced. With this vacancy, the bums are spreading rumors... 


-... Heavenly Demon-nim. As you ordered, we have made a pharmacy that does not distinguish between 
the sects. The leaders of the Tang Mun came, as did the masters of the Mosan Sect. I will catch some 
Jiangshi and get results as soon as possible.... 


-... Heavenly Demon-nim. Demon Lord Wolyeong and even the Blood Demon have been attacked. 
Even if we defeat a hundred Jiangshi today, a thousand new Jiangshi will be created tomorrow. I can’t 
handle this mysterious disease! The pharmacy says that we can block the upper body with needles in 
order to block the Jiangshi, but this method is... 


-... Heavenly Demon-nim. Please flee to Nakdo. If you block yourself off on the island, no matter how 
many Jiangshi are there, 1 million or 10 million, they will not be able to cross the sea. How could this 
place be the only group that practices martial arts? If we set up the banner of our cult, it will still be a 
part of the martial world... 


-... Heavenly Demon-nim. Why should you keep to the worthless promise? It was an oath made before 
the world became corrupt. The law of the heavens has changed, and a human’s duties always change. 
Forget the oath you made with the Murim Lord, and please retreat to make a comeback later... 


-Heavenly Demon-nim. 

-Heavenly Demon-nim. 

vz 

“—How did you endure it?” 

After being silent for a while, the first question I asked was this. 
‘Just how did they endure this?’ 


The hellish world where people became corpses. Even they had become half a corpse. How did they 
endure three years with the danger of their heart stopping if the flow of his chi was blocked for even a 
moment? 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord couldn’t answer right away. The two looked at each other. 
And after sharing a look that I couldn’t understand, they nodded as one. 


“Follow us.” 
The two left the cave. 
I followed them. 


When we left the cave, we were silent. We walked carefully so as not to wake up the other party by 
accident. So we were silent for a long time. 


As soon as we reached the end of the cave, the stillness broke. 
“Humans all die someday.” 
Outside, dawn was coming. 


“There is an interesting story told among Murim. There was once a high master who achieved both 
Thousand Poisons Immunity and Stone Durability. With the techniques, no poison could eat away at his 
insides, and no sword could injure his skin.” 


The Heavenly Demon let out a sigh. 


“He can be said to be almost invincible. Inside, he was invincible. Outside, he was invincible. How can 
one kill a person who can’t be harmed with even the most brutal poison nor the sharpest sword?” 


The dawn sky became blue. 
At dawn, the world was just a pale shade of itself. 
“But there is one thing that the old stories could never tolerate. It is invincibility.” 


The world that became a shadow. The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord walked in that place. Step 
by step. Slowly. Footprints could only touch the ground, never the sky. It was only with one’s own 
steps that one could distinguish between heaven and earth. 


“Children of the outside world.” 
The Heavenly Demon glanced back. 


We left the cave and arrived at yesterday’s fields of snow... We were walking to a place surrounded by 
zombies who knew martial arts. 


“Can you guess how that high master died?” 
“How did he die>?” 

“He died because of a succubus.” 

The corner of the Heavenly Demon’s mouth rose. 


“The pleasure of uniting yin and yang is not poison. It’s not a sword, either.’ 


“Uh. But isn’t excessive pleasure also a poison?” 


“Correct. Thus, the succubus did not offer a storm of pleasure from the beginning. She was clever. She 
calmly took her time. At first, she started with the most subtle pleasure... In the end, he indulged in 
even the most lethal of pleasures. Thus she, tamed and domesticated the master.” 


The dawn broke. 
The snowfield became a little white. 
The white puffs resembled the breath of the Heavenly Demon. 


“As he had intercourse with the succubus, he stopped thinking of her palms slapping him as pain. Her 
whip came to be recognized as a pleasure. The succubus’ gestures, footsteps, and even small glances 
became a sort of happiness for the master.” 


Sweek. 

The Heavenly Demon raised her hand. 

“At the last moment.” 

She stroked her neck. 

“Lightly. The succubus just lightly choked the master and strangled him.” 


“There was no need for strong martial arts. It didn’t take much effort. Two hands. She choked his neck 
with her two hands. As he suffocated, unable to breathe, he was soaked with pleasure and smiled 
brightly. Even after death, his face was smiling happily.” 


The Heavenly Demon snickered. 


“The high master, who reached the climax, was literally killed during the climax. He was invincible 
inside and outside, but he was not invincible to happiness.” 


In the middle of the snowy field. 


We could see the corpses. Though they were dead, the corpses could move as if they were alive. 
Soaked in the light of dawn, they stiffened. The corpses didn’t even move, so it looked like a forest of 
shadows. 


“The lesson of this story is simple.” 
“Don’t play around with succubi, obviously!” 
The Murim Lord grumbled. 


“Tt’s not just an old story. It’s something that really happened. Hmph! He was a master raised among 
jade and gold in the Tang Mun, but that bitch was secretly a succubus sent to assassinate him.” 


“Hoho.” 


Zombies were scattered everywhere in the snowy field. Was it because they had chased our party 
yesterday? The Heavenly Demon approached the zombies. 


“Most of the novices who set out to learn martial arts don’t understand. They think the goal of martial 
artists is to become invincible, and that the reason for learning martial arts is to obtain immortality and 
eternal life.” 


With a quick breath, the Demon hoisted up a zombie. 
“They’re wrong.” 
The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. The two lifted and carried the zombies. 


“Anyone who has achieved the Thousand Poisons Immunity will die from something other than poison. 
Those who achieve the Stone Durability will die by something other than a sword. Do you understand? 
Martial artists don’t simply choose which martial arts to learn.” 


The Heavenly Demon arduously moved the zombies. 
“Tt’s about choosing what kind of warrior you will live as, and also how you will die.” 
The Heavenly Demon’s movement as she moved the zombies was sluggish and slow. 


Like a delivery man after dropping off a heavy load, the Demon put the zombies down mid-route, 
breathed deeply, and moved again. 


“Humans all die someday.” 
She repeated those words. 
“As if we didn’t know that already. How can we be bitter about the fact that we’ll die?” 


Last night the zombies seemed to have wandered about here and there. The scattered zombies were 
gathered again by the Demon and the Murim Lord. 


“—But I didn’t want a death like this.” 
It took a long time. 
The two of them had poor physical strength, and there were too many bodies. 


“Assassination is good. Poisoning is also good. It is also good to be attacked by an army, or be killed 
by one of the Shaolin monks. It is good to die, betrayed by a trusted subordinate, and it is perfectly 
good to die while doing something for the younger generation.” 


Middle of the sky. 


By the time the Demon and the Murim Lord put the zombies back in their place, the sun rose to the 
middle of the sky. Before we knew it, the footprints of the two people were captured in the snowy field. 


“But, a death like this is unacceptable.” 
The Heavenly Demon took a quick breath and looked at me. 


“You asked me how I endured it.” 


“We just want to die the way we want.” 
Hundreds of corpses, the sect’s elders, were lined up. 
Hundreds of corpses, the members of the Demonic Cult, were lined up as well. 
Thus, the zombies seemed like an army divided into two troops, as if they were about to run into battle. 
I suddenly thought this. 
| Even though their cause of death is the same, they all died on different dates. | 
When we fell into the world of Apocalypse and saw zombies for the first time. 
The conversation that our party had while observing the forest of corpses. 
[It looks like someone intentionally moved the bodies... | 
[Is it some kind of tomb? | 
[It’s a grave. From a distance, they look like terracotta warriors. | 
At night, the zombies move freely. 
Nevertheless, as many as a thousand zombies were gathered in one place in the snow. 
If you thought about it, wasn’t this in itself strange? 
“Hoo ...” 
“Ahem.” 
That was right. 
Someone intentionally put the zombies in one place. 
“Not a lot of them went far today.” 
Five hundred people from the Demonic Cult. 


“Last night, the moonlight was clear. Though not as much as sunlight, the moonlight can also stop the 
Jiangshi...” 


Five hundred people of the sect. 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord each moved their own men. It was hard work that took a 
full day. However, the two moved silently. 


As if it was a normal routine. 
| We are carrying out the great war like this. | 
| Three years have already passed since then. | 
It snowed. 


“This Righteous Sect will never fall to the Jiangshi.” 


People died. 

“The people of our cult will not be destroyed, eaten by mere corpses.” 

Even if the Nine Great Schools and Five Noble Clans disappeared. 

“Surely, if our sect is to be destroyed, it must be because of the wicked fingertips of Demonic Cult.” 
Even if the martial arts texts became so dusty that it became impossible to read the words. 

“If this cult disappears from the world, it is only by the blade of that sect.” 

This world had not yet perished. 

Because these two people have to die in order for the world to end. 


Let’s say that there are a billion people in the world, and 999,999,999 people die of infectious diseases. 
There’s only one person left. And if the last person in the world takes his own life, then the destruction 
of the world won’t be caused by an illness—it’ll be suicide. 


At least, that’s what the Righteous Sect’s leader and the Demonic Cult’s god believed. 
“Murim Lord. Namgung Family, Taesang Family Head. Namgung Un.” 

The old man took his stance. 

“T am Bu Wol-sun, the Ax Saint.” 

“Demon lord. So Baek-hyang.” 

The woman took her stance. 

“T am the Heavenly Demon.” 

The sun crossed the middle of the sky. 

Years had passed since there were only two people left in the world. 

During those years, their only job was to determine the cause of this world’s apocalypse. 
“T request our 990th battle.” 

Would the Murim Lord destroy the Demonic Cult? 

“To surrender, or to the death?” 

Or would the Heavenly Demon destroy the Righteous Sect? 

“To the death.” 

“T accept.” 

The two fighters began their battle. 


In the middle of the snowy field where five hundred Righteous Sect members and five hundred 
Demonic Cult’s members stood, the Murim Lord and the Heavenly Demon rushed at each other. 


I still couldn’t recognize the martial arts of the two. When I looked at them, they were barely stepping 
forward. It was hard. They could barely reach their arms out. 


Their foot movements were so slow that they wouldn’t even be able to catch a child. 
Their hand movements were weak, and they would not be able to crush even a single tangerine. 
A decaying genre. 

A decaying world. 

They were slowly dying in this apocalypse, well into its 990th day. 

“This...” 

I opened my mouth. 

I watched their dances from afar and muttered unknowingly. 

“Tt can’t go on like this.” 

My heart was beating. 

“Tt’s absurd.” 

“Tt wasn’t supposed to be like this.” 


A fierce fight broke out in the snow. The Murim Lord and the Demon, who once demonstrated splendid 
martial arts while discussing the first people in the world, could now only fight on the level of a child. 
They rolled about in the snow. They tripped from taking a wrong step. They grabbed a beard and pulled 
their hair. 


“In the eyes of the Sword Emperor, that might look like a really great fight. Yes. I’m just a beginner 
who just started swordsmanship. However, no matter how great the principle is, no matter how great 
the hidden reason is...” 


The day had passed, and it became evening. 

The Murim Lord and the Heavenly Demon never stopped fighting. 
“This is an insult.” 

The sun went down. 

Even today, the match was not decided. 

“Tt’s an insult to the two.” 

A world in decline. 


In a world where there was no way to cure an epidemic, the two martial artists were strong enough to 
survive. However, they were too weak to take each other’s lives. 


“This can’t go on.” 


The world was cruel because you can’t be born the way you want. So what was a world where you 
can’t die the way you want? 


You couldn’t even end it properly. 

Their lives had just been cut off in the middle. 
-What will you do? 

Bae Hu-ryeong said quietly. 


-Will you kill the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord in their stead? That’s right. That can be a 
merciful gift, too. That’s what I would do. But don’t forget that you and I are nothing more than 
‘strangers.’ 


“T know.” 

The two martial artists did not want to commit suicide. 

If they had to die, then they wanted their deaths to be at the hands of the other person. 

The Demonic Cult would not perish due to a mysterious illness but be defeated by the Righteous Sect. 
The Righteous Sect would not succumb to an infectious disease, but be broken by the Demonic Cult. 
It was that kind of ending. 

The right ending. 

An acceptable death. 


If I intrude and kill the two, it will neither be the [end] nor the [conclusion]. It wouldn’t be a merciful 
gift, either. 


That sort of thing would only be [graffiti] that a child adds to the back of a storybook. 
It shouldn’t be that way. 

“T am,” I said to Bae Hu-ryeong. “I am going to finish this world in my own way.” 
-What is that way? 

I did not answer Bae Hu-ryeong’s question. 

The sun set. 

“T, it’s already night time. Old man.” 

“Maybe since it’s winter... Huh. The day is short...” 

“T’ll defeat you tomorrow for sure.” 

“Who do you think...” 


The evening deepened. 


The 990th day of the war naturally ended in a truce. 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord shook hands, and they went back to the cave in a more 
exhausted way than yesterday. 


“Where have you been?” 
The party greeted us. 


The Venomous Snake stood guard at the entrance to the cave, and the Alchemist and the Medicine King 
were busy researching the zombie. It was the zombie of the faction leader who surprised us yesterday. 


“We were looking at the patient. We were too busy yesterday...” 

“Did you make any progress?” 

The Medicine King and the Alchemist looked at each other. The Medicine King tsked first. 
“Not yet.” 

“Yes... S-since this is the first virus of its kind.” 

As expected. 


The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord walked to the other side of the cave, saying they would rest 
first. I noticed that the backs of the two fighters were moving away and turned to the Alchemist. 


“Boss.” 

“Yes?” 

“Please be honest. How long do you think it would take to make a cure?” 
“Ah. Um, uh.” 

The Alchemist hesitated. 

“To be honest with you... At least 120 days.” 


“Twice that. It may take three times more. The schedule for this sort of thing should be more generous, 
usually. But even if you have a generous schedule, it isn’t enough,” the Medicine King added bluntly. 
The Alchemist drooped down her head. 


“_.. Yes, that is also right. It’s really the worst case... .” 

Mm. 

“100 days on the shorter end. And on the longer end, about 300 days?” 
“Uh. that...” 

The Alchemist dropped his head even lower. 


“A, actually, we may not be able to make it at all. The facilities and the environment are also poor. At 
this point, I can’t guarantee you anything. Death King-nim. I’m sorry... You trusted me and brought me 
to such a stage... It is impossible to develop a cure within the time limit.” 


The time limit. 
The Librarian said this when he sent us to this Apocalypse: 


[If you open your eyes, it will be the world 10 days before the unfortunate serial interruption of the 
Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon. | 


[ Please, I look forward to the wonderful ending that you’! show me. | 
In other words, no matter what happened, 
The world would really end in the next 10 days. 
The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord, who have survived so far, will also die. 
As the Alchemist said, ten days was the time limit. 
“I’m really sorry...” 
“Don’t be.” 
I shook my head. 
“That’s enough.” 
“W, what?” 
“You don’t need to worry. Boss.” 
A dagger at my waist. 
I touched its handle slowly. 
“T will somehow solve the problem of time. Don’t give up, and keep researching.” 
“The words you heard when we first fell into this world yesterday. Do you remember them?” 
This was no ordinary book. 
This was an entire world. 
We were here to save the world. 
The Alchemist nodded carefully. 
The two of us shared a look. 
“_..1, Iremember. Of course I remember, Death King-nim...” 
I also nodded. 


“My words are the same as yesterday. The time limit is right in front of us. If we don’t break this stage, 
we can never escape from the apocalypse. Please set aside any thoughts that will get in the way. I will 
do my best in my position, so please show me your best, too.” 


“T’ll clear all my doubts...” 


“Yes. I promise you. All other issues will be handled on their own,” I said to the person who will be 
called the Alchemy Lord in the future. 


“Please trust me and keep working.” 


NAS 


To report errors and issues or just talk grammar/language with me, contact me through Discord: 


https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 67. <Heavenly Demon. (2)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 
The Alchemist gently closed her eyes. 
After a while, her lips opened. 


“ ..If it weren’t for you, Death King, I would still be in the back alleys of the slum. All my equipment 
was stolen... Honestly, I can’t imagine what would have happened.” 


The Alchemist slowly opened her eyes. 
Beyond her glasses, her eyes were much clearer than before. 


“Yes. I want to repay you for what you did for me. I’ll devote myself solely to making the medicine 
without thinking... But I can’t really see my surroundings when I’m distracted by my work. I am not 
polite, either. I’ll probably be very cocky. Still...” 


“That doesn’t matter.” 

I nodded. 

“Please show off your skills to your heart’s content.” 

Now was not the time to worry about fine manners. 

I just need good returns on my investment in the future. 
sheds I understand.” 

The Alchemist fixed her glasses. 

She turned her head and looked at the Medicine King. 
“Sin” 

“Hmm? What.” 

“From now on, please support me with your full strength.” 
The Medicine King frowned. The old man’s wrinkles were as thick as his stubbornness. 


“Support? Suppooort? Have you seen such a horrible thing? Yes, this. Even cold water has order to it! 
Top and bottom! How dare this greenhorn ask the Medicine King to support her...” 


“Skill card open.” 
“...Huh?” 
Cards sprang out from the Alchemist’s hand. 


One golden card. Three silver cards. 


The Alchemist acquired four skills that were difficult to obtain for an ordinary hunter. Furthermore, she 
only had advanced skills that were B grade or higher. 


The Medicine King’s eyes widened into circles. 


“W, what is this? Are you trying to show off your skills to me? Hey. Young’uns think that everything 
can be done with just skills. You don’t know what true ability is...” 


The Alchemist replied, 

“You can look at it.” 

“What?” 

“You can look at what my skills are.” 

The Medicine King was embarrassed and couldn’t respond right away. 


It was natural. Skills were secret weapons for Hunters. Any savvy Hunter knew that they should never 
let others learn their skills. Revealing skills was like confessing not only one’s own strengths but also 
one’s weaknesses. 


In a word, it was pure stupidity. A dumb and foolish act. 

“Or should I just show it to you myself?” 

However, the Alchemist did not hesitate. 

“This skill is called [Moving Hospital].” 

She turned the card over and showed it to the Medicine King. 


“Everything from a blood test to an EEG test is possible in real time. I can also take out and use the 
drugs I store in advance. However, there is a 2% chance of a misdiagnosis. This is [Life Diagnosis]. It 
shows me a patient’s condition in terms of genes. I can combine the two skills to minimize the 
probability of a misdiagnosis...” 


“W, wait a moment! Wait just a minute!” 
The Medicine King belatedly caught up his thoughts. 


“You! Why are you showing me your skills!? What if I expose this to the Alchemy Castle or to my 
business partners!” 


“Tt’s all right. I swore that I wouldn’t care about such petty thoughts,” the Alchemist said. “If you want 
to make it public, do it. But please support me this time until we make a treatment.” 


“No, but why are you asking me...” 
“Because I need you to speed up development time, even if it’s just by a day.” 


“You hate looking at me, right?” 


The Alchemist looked at the Medicine King. It was a calm, cold look. The Alchemist used to be 
flustered often, but now her face was completely expressionless. 


“Are you angry because this “young’un’ doesn’t know about the topic? It must be annoying that 
someone like me has talent, right? You’re annoyed like crazy because you know I’m going to live 
longer than you and be admired by people for longer than you, right?” 


The human voice is often compared to that of a bird. But I bet the Alchemist’s voice could not be 
imitated by any beast. To put it frankly, it was like this. Her voice reminded me of a bug. 


It was like the sizzle of a fire ant colony. 
“If you can help me with your utmost power this time.” 
The Alchemist fixed her glasses. 


“The medicine recipes I have made so far. I’ll give you everything. I won’t go anywhere or tell them 
they’re my recipes. You can have them. Use them. Tell people that it’s a recipe you invented—” 


At that moment, the Alchemist’s glasses slipped and fell to the floor. 
The old man had slapped her on the cheek. 


The Alchemist picked up her glasses. Then, she silently wiped the glasses with her sleeves. A red 
handprint remained on her left cheek. The Alchemist put on her glasses again, then silently looked at 
the old man. 


The old man trembled. 

“You wicked thing...” 

“T will analyze the zombie virus.” 

“You will learn that there is a sky above the sky.” 
“Sir, please do the things I tell you to do.” 

“The day will come when your pride will be crushed and you will exude a rotten odor.” 
“T’ll write down what I need and give it to you.” 
“Someday you too—” 

“At that time, sir—” 

The old man and the woman spoke at the same time. 
“You will meet someone better than you.” 

“Find it and give it to me.” 


And the two Hunters fell silent. 


The Alchemist on the left and the Medicine King on the right sat on either side of the corpse of the 
faction leader. When the Alchemist muttered something, the Medicine King wrote it down. It was a 
neutral, muted atmosphere. The two, who became more of a still life art than a portrait, only conversed 
about business. 


“Death King-nim. I’m sorry, but please leave,” the Alchemist mumbled, cutting into the corpse’s head 
with a surgical knife. 


“The sound of your breath is disturbing me. A lot. It’s very, very disturbing.” 
“Go and catch six more zombies while you’re out.” 


The Medicine King peered into the corpse’s dark mouth. The Medicine King pinched the zombie’s 
tongue, stained purple and black, with his tongs. 


“T need more samples. A kid. A young adult. An old person. Each with a different gender. And if there 
are any medicinal herbs that I say I need, get them. 


I nodded. 

“Leave it to me.” 

From that day. 

We went into a state of war. 


Even eating was a waste of time. Washing one’s body was a luxury. Even though there was an open-air 
bath right next to us, the Alchemist and the Medicine King did not take a bath. Whether it was night or 
day, the two Hunters only studied the zombies while cracking at the edge of the wall. 


“Uh-huh... The atmosphere has changed drastically.” 

The Heavenly Demon looked at our party as if she were curious. 
“Are you trying to gain enlightenment? Young people sure are eager.” 
“Why don’t you cook the clam soup or risotto?” 

The Murim Lord coaxed the Medicine King. 


“Tt was so skillful that even the imperial family’s chef would cry. If the world was fine, I would have 
appointed you as the chef of the Daenam palace.” 


“I’m busy. Buzz off,” the Medicine King replied without raising his head. He only put one hand in his 
subspace pocket and threw a water bottle. 


“If you’re hungry, fill yourself up with water.” 
“Knngg.” 


Was it that regrettable that he couldn’t taste the Medicine King’s dishes? The Murim Lord smacked his 
lips. Even so, he caught the Bling H20 thrown by the Medicine King and drank it all. 


“Old man. Don’t bother busy people. Let’s go.” 


“All right, all right. Oh, I’m having a hard time because my body doesn’t listen to me these days.” 
The Murim Lord grumbled as if he was tired. 

“Today again, how much have the Jiangshi scattered...” 

“Would those who stray far away go to heaven? Stop talking and come out.” 

“T’m coming.” 

The Murim Lord grumbled and left the cave with the Heavenly Demon. 


Like yesterday, they were trying to collect and line up zombies. To spend the 991th day of the great 
war. 


A day had passed. 

The day when this world would reach its end became one day closer. 
Another day had passed. 

Another day. 

Again, another day passed by. 

Countdown. 

Days just waiting for destruction. 

A world in a music box that just hadn’t stopped yet. 

“Hmm.” 

One week. 

Just a week had passed since we fell into the Apocalypse. 

That day, the Heavenly Demon looked up at the ceiling of the cave. 
sipwiests We can’t go outside today.” 


Outside, a blizzard was raging. The wind blew and blew again, so there was no distinction between the 
top and the bottom, and the sky and the earth. 


The world was a dark snowfield. 

This was the first time I learned that something white could become this dark. 

“Well. Some days are just like this.” 

The Heavenly Demon just shrugged her shoulders, as if saying that it was no problem. 


“Rather, it was a fluke that the days were sunny for the past few days. In severe cases, it could be a 
complete whiteout for over 30 days. There was no sunlight, so we couldn’t even take a step.” 


“Then, the Jiangshi will continue to move,” I said. 


“Will that be all right? If the Jiangshi go too far, you won’t be able to recover them.” 


“Tn that case, it can’t be helped. We lose them.” 
The Heavenly Demon sighed. 


“Just three years ago, our school’s power reached 1,000. That’s about the same amount of people that 
the old man brought into his sect. But as the years passed, there were Jiangshi that went so far that we 
couldn’t find them at all.” 


Of course. 


The missing corpses. No. Not missing, but lost bodies. Every time a blizzard struck in the sky, the 
Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord would have lost some of their Jiangshi. 


“That must be the scariest thing.” 

“Hm?” 

“To wake up and go to the snowfield just to discover that some Jiangshi had disappeared somewhere.” 
The Heavenly Demon looked at me quietly. 

“Do you think that I would feel scared?” 

The woman’s eyes were dark. 

Her hair as well. Even the clothes that she wore. 


Her appearance, which was only black, seemed to desperately resist this world that had become a pure 
white snowfield. 


“Yes. I think so.” 


“Surely the world has turned over a lot. Back then, the head of a man who talked like that would not be 
safe. Child of the outside world. You should consider yourself fortunate that the world is ruined.” 


“Heavenly Demon-nim and the Murim Lord are masters. You are so well-versed in the martial arts that 
it would be shameful to compare you with me.” 


I quietly looked away. 

The Murim Lord was asleep by the hot spring. 

“But no matter how strong you are, your life energy is not infinite.” 
“What are you talking about?” 

“When will your chi run out?” 

Stop. 


“You are blocking your spinal cord with your life energy. Your heart rate, breathing, and limb 
movements are all controlled with your life energy as well.” 


It was like using a chi sword all day, every day. 


I shook my head. 
“No matter how much life energy you have, you cannot continue this outrageous thing forever.” 
“T’ll ask again. When will your chi run out, Heavenly Demon-nim?” 
That woman had said a while ago. 
| Humans all die someday. | 
Something resonated in those words. It was the sound of realization. 
There is only one way humans can realize something. 


They had to experience it themselves. 


The Heavenly Demon groaned. 

“Really, this child is quick to notice.” 
“You don’t have many days left, right?” 
Dalit ate I’ll revise my words a little. This child is dirtily quick to notice.” 

This world. 

How does [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] get destroyed? 

If you think about it, it was a surprisingly simple matter. 

“If your life energy falls, it becomes impossible for you two to move your bodies.” 
“Correct.” 

The Heavenly Demon looked up at the sky. 

From the hole in the ceiling of the cave, a blizzard poured out of the sky as if it was raging. 


“First, the tip of the toe and the fingertips will be destroyed. Then, the calves and wrists. Knees. 
Shoulders. Waist. One after the other, the life energy will not be able to sustain them, and the body that 
did not yield to the illness will finally rot.” 


Literally, it was necrosis. 

It was like a building that stopped operating one after another when fuel ran out. 
At some point, the two would become immobile. 

“Heart. Lungs.” 

The woman touched the chest area of her shabby uniform. 

“The upper body.” 

Then, she tapped her head. 


“All parts will rot, leaving only three parts. No. It’s all right if the other parts rot.” 
“_.. You already know.” 

“The Shaolin monk endured a year altogether.” 

The Heavenly Demon smiled bitterly. 


“He went into hiding, ashamed that others might see him and think him unworthy as a monk. At the last 
minute, um. Except for his face, it wasn’t much different from the Jiangshi. The whole body was 
rotting black... He couldn’t even recite the Amitabha.” 


“You asked if I was afraid. That’s right. I’m afraid.” 

The human voice is often compared to that of a bird. 

But I bet the Heavenly Demon’s voice could not be imitated by any beast. 
“T am afraid.” 

A quiet murmur like the sound of a falling flower petal. 


“T am afraid that my chi is exhausted. I am afraid that even my persistence will run out. I am afraid of 
the blizzard. I am afraid that the sunlight will not come out, and when the day is bright, I am afraid that 
my subordinates, those that used to be my subordinates, will disappear. Each time I breathe, I worry 
about how many more breaths I can breathe. Every time my heart beats, I’m worried if I’ll be able to 
feel the beating of my heart just a few more times in the future.” 


The Heavenly Demon sighed. 


“T’m afraid that I cannot kill the old man. I’m afraid that the old man will not be able to kill me. I am 
afraid that the day will come when the old man and I will not be able to lie on the bed together. Lying 
on the bed, I’m afraid that I’m just waiting for my life energy to run out.” 


A meaningless death. 


Even if they struggled to the end, it was meaningless. They would die. In the dead, disappearing world, 
only snow falls and falls, leaving only achromatic landscape paintings. 


“Ah.” 

This is the end that [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] will meet. 
It was the ending of this world. 

“This is why the world is so scared.” 

Another day passed. 

It was the eighth day after falling in the Apocalypse. 


There were two days left until the world would be destroyed. 


“Madu,” the Murim Lord muttered, lying on the bed. “I can’t move my body anymore.” 
The Murim Lord was smiling. 

And he was crying. 

“Tm sorry.” 

A low noise. 

That was the sound of a world’s downfall. 


NAS 
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Chapter 68. <Heavenly Demon. (3)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 
33 
“I’m sorry,” the Alchemist said. “I can’t cure him in his current state.” 


She was examining the Murim Lord. Throughout the examination, the Alchemist had a dim expression. 
She was like a doctor who already knew that the patient had no hope, but had to do an examination just 
to confirm it to the patient. 


The Heavenly Demon silently looked down at the Murim Lord. 

They hadn’t been expecting treatment anyway. 

Then, with an expressionless face, the Heavenly Demon opened her lips. 
“Stand up.” 

“Tm sorry.” 

“I’m not trying to hear your apology. Stand up. Murim Lord, Ax Saint.” 
The cave was dark. 

The Heavenly Demon’s breaths became quieter. 

There seemed to be a poisonous fragrance flowing from her mouth. 


“Did you not make an agreement with the great me? Didn’t you boast that you’d challenge the 
Demonic Cult with your Righteous Sect? Didn’t you try to fight by bringing together the Nine Great 
Schools and the Five Noble Clans? You can’t just die in bed. You aren’t allowed.” 


“Tm sorry.” 
“Stand up.” 
The smell of poison became a little thicker. 


“Stand up and grab your weapon. You don’t even need to hold your tasteless ax. Use a wooden sword. 
Anything is fine. Use a spear, a whip, or even a wooden stick. Hold it. Grasp it and fight against the 
great me.” 


“Tm sorry.” 
“T told you to stand up.” 
“Demon lord.” 


The Murim Lord breathed. 


He had aged so much in just one night. 
“T’m sorry I’m weaker than you.” 


“T tried to hold on for one more day, but now, it is difficult. You must have felt it too. That I was already 
running out of my innate energy. My chi has run out. I’m also tired. If it’s you, you might still last 
another year... But this is it for me.” 


There was silence. 

“T was weaker than you,” the old man muttered while lying down. 
“Kill me.” 

The Heavenly Demon’s face distorted. 


“T don’t want to be like the Shaolin head monk. Kill me before my body rots and decomposes. When 
you become a Jiangshi, even if you see, you don’t see, and even if you live, you aren’t alive. So...” 


“So, you want me to kill your bedridden self?” 
The poison gas had reached its peak. 
“Ts that what you’re talking about now?” 


The Heavenly Demon’s body was small. From that small body, a black fire blazed. The chi took shape 
and burned fiercely. 


Killing intent. 


Her energy smelled of soot as it flared. It was an odor that told of the life she had lived and endured. 
The scent of the Heavenly Demon was potent, like crushed weeds. 


“Ts this the ending of the war you promised? This?” 


“We ought to have taken each other down before. For what glory have we endured this so far? We 
should have ordered all the followers of the sect and the cult to die together. For what bright future did 
we act so stubbornly?” 


The Murim Lord could not answer. The traces of the tears that the old man shed hardened on his cheek. 
cel Ieee 


“Namgung Un. Since the days of Confucius, you have received the praise and jealousy of many strong 
men for being born with the Heavenly Body Constitution, and by the age of 20, you reached the zenith 
of your form. Even before you turned 30, you became the leader of the Namgung clan. When the 
demonic world gained power, you were chosen as the lord to fight for justice. The essence of the 


Righteous Sect lies in you, and the grudges of the righteous path stand on your shoulders. But. You 
passively bare your neck for my evil self?” 


“Fine. I will kill you.” 
The Heavenly Demon stood up. 
“But you won’t be able to die a good death.” 


She headed somewhere. Even after the woman left, the burnt smell of the soot remained. It was enough 
to choke someone. The Alchemist and the Medicine King, who had no skill in Aura, had particularly 
distressed expressions. 


After a while, the Heavenly Demon returned. 
There was an ax in her hand. 


“Old man of Namgung. This is the oak halberd which you pampered so much. You haven’t already 
forgotten it, have you?” 


“So Baek-hyang...” 

“Speak.” 

The Heavenly Demon raised the ax. 

“War has forgotten chivalry, and chivalry has forgotten war.”[1] 
“Tf you say this, I will kill you as you wish.” 

War, mu (eX), forgot about chivalry. 

Chivalry, hyup (#%), forgot about war. 

It meant that it was the end of the Righteous Sect. 


The master of the Demonic Cult said so. If the Murim Lord himself admitted to the ruin of the sect, if 
he could accept it, he would be able to give up his life. Then, with the love borne of battles and mutual 
respect, she would cut his throat. 


“Speak.” 
“Why can’t you say it?!” 


The old man’s lips moved slightly. His mouth opened and he parted his teeth. But he couldn’t go 
beyond that. His next words did not come out. The old man seemed to have lost his tongue. He opened 
and closed his mouth many times, but each time, he couldn’t form the words. 


“T can’t do it,” the old man coughed out. “I can’t... I can’t say...” 


Tears shed again over the trail marks of the tears that fell before. On the wrinkles, his tear marks were 
like layers. 


The layers of hardened tears were difficult to distinguish from the crumpled skin of the old man. So the 
old man’s flesh seemed to consist of his tears, and the tears seemed to flow from the flesh and not from 
his eyes. 


“T can’t say...” 

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry, Baek-hyang...” 

The Heavenly Demon swung the ax. 

The ax blade did not cut the neck of the Murim Lord. 
It just swung and pierced the ground. 


The ax was stamped right next to the face of the Murim Lord. The hard rock of the cave floor cracked 
easily like tofu. It was difficult for me to guess how much energy the Heavenly Demon, who found it 
hard to even lift a whip, had exhausted to split the stone. 


“Did you say that when you become a Jiangshi, you aren’t alive even if you live?” the Heavenly 
Demon muttered. 


“Tt’s all irrelevant, anyway. Even if you die now, you do not truly die. What is the difference between a 
life that is not life and a death that is not death? My great self cannot tell the difference. There’s no 
point. It’s meaningless...” 


She turned around. 

“The whole world has become empty.” 

The next day. 

Namgung Un, the Murim Lord, died at dawn. 

His cause of death was the virus. 

A, 

It was the tenth day since we fell into the Apocalypse. 
The day had come for this world to perish. 

“ ..I got a valuable sample,” the Alchemist said. 


“There is a limit to analyzing viruses from people who have been turned for two or three years already. 
Thanks to this sample, we could observe the infection’s progress in real time. It was a big step 
forward.” 


In front of the Alchemist laid the Murim Lord. 


It was a body that didn’t even move. 


The old man’s body was tied up with chains. 


“You don’t become a zombie immediately after you die... There seems to be a slight delay until the 
awakening. I guess it takes some time for the infectious agents to spread over to the brain.” 


“T have compiled the research results.” 
The Medicine King handed over the file. 
He tsked. 


“This kid may have skill in making medicine, but she has no skill in explaining the process to others. 
No skill at all. Really. Hmph, this is why prideful people are so...” 


“T researched it with all that I had,” the Alchemist said, not caring about the attack on her character. 
“But as expected, it was impossible to develop a cure.” 


“Was there not enough time?” 

“Yes. I needed at least 90 more days. If possible, about 120 days...” 
Clank! 

-Guuuhhh. 


As the chains crashed, they made an abrasive noise. We turned our heads at the same time. The corpse 
of the Murim lord was trembling. 


-Guubhh... Ugh, ooh.....! 


For a while, we silently looked at the Murim Lord—no, we looked at what had once been the Murim 
Lord. 


It kept struggling against the chains with its mouth open. 
It was then that the Heavenly Demon walked over. 
Tunk. Tunk. 


The woman approached with a quiet, tottering walk. The woman in black. The Heavenly Demon, who 
had black hair, black robes, and black eyes, was holding a black sword. Her sword was darker than her 
shadow. 


“—Pathetic.” 

The Heavenly Demon looked down at the corpse of the Murim Lord. 
“Decades spent in vain, completely futile.” 

We instinctively stepped away from the Heavenly Demon. 

Her poisonous power was so intense that it was incomparable to yesterday. 


Her chi rose and covered her entire body. 


“In the end, this is what all humans are like underneath. There’s no difference between one and a beast. 
Eat, eat, eat until the body can’t move, only to disappear before long. War has forgotten chivalry, and 
chivalry has forgotten war.” 


The Heavenly Demon stretched out her left hand. 
“Fat.” 

The zombie opened its mouth and bit the hand. 
Slosh! 

Blood splattered. 


Her flesh was torn and her bones were crushed. The Heavenly Demon nonchalantly glanced down at 
the figure of the Murim Lord biting her left hand like a dog. 


“H, hey.” 

The Venomous Snake took a step closer. 

“Look here. W, what are you doing now? What if you end up becoming a Jiangshi...?!” 
“Don’t go any closer.” 

I grabbed the Venomous Snake’s shoulder and stopped him. 

“Huh?” 

“Tt’s already over.” 

“Tt’s over? What...” 

The sound of flesh bursting echoed through the cave. 

Puk! 

All the members of the party shivered at the excessively vicious sound. 

Slowly looking over, we could see that the Heavenly Demon’s left hand was in tatters. 
And there was also the Murim Lord, who had lost his senses. 

The Heavenly Demon blasted her chi inside the mouth of the Murim Lord and smashed his head. 
“Huff.” 

In the midst of it all, we were all speechless. 

“Huff, haha... Ahaha.” 

The Heavenly Demon opened her mouth and laughed. 

“Ahahaha! Hah! Ha, ahahahaha!” 


She was truly howling with laughter. 


The snowstorm continued to rage from the ceiling of the cave. However, the sound of the Heavenly 
Demon’s laughter drowned out the noise of the blizzard until it was a trifling thing. Laughter filled the 
cave, pealed in the sky, and swallowed the world. 


-Zombie. Be careful. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke in a low tone. 
-She’s in disharmony. 

At that moment. 


The Heavenly Demon tumed her head and looked at us gently. Softly, alluringly, the woman smiled. A 
strange voice flowed from her open lips. 


“Hoho.” 

The hair on the nape of my neck stood on edge. 

“Are you from the righteous path, coming to assassinate my great self?” 
Already, her eyes were not focused on us. 

“How delightful. Come on. Let us match our swords.” 

“Everyone run away!” 

At the same moment as my shout, the Heavenly Demon swung her sword. 
Chwaaaak! 


A fountain of blood spewed out. It was the blood of the Medicine King. Cut at his neck, the Medicine 
King couldn’t even scream as he collapsed, knees twisting. 


It was an instant death 
Seeing his colleague die in front of his nose, the Venomous Snake belatedly pulled his sword. 
“This, fuck...!?” 


He couldn’t read the pattern of the sword with his eyes. More than that, he couldn’t even see its motion. 
He only knew that at the moment the Heavenly Demon swung her sword, the Medicine King’s throat 
was sliced through. There wasn’t even a moment’s gap. 


-She’s gone mad. 
Bae Hu-ryeong moaned. 


-Not even exorcism will work on her now. It’s because she exhausted all her energy and will, but... 
Now, even if it’s temporary, she has entered into a state of life or death. Even if I was to fight her in my 
prime, I would lose 4 out of 10 times. 


That was the Heavenly Demon. 


This was her ability before she was bitten by the Jiangshi and weakened. 


She was the first person who reigned over this world. 
“This is absurd.” 
The Heavenly Demon hummed to herself. 


“Head monk of the Shaolin sect. Did you think you could kill the great me with that meager strength? 
You horse-faced Taoist. How arrogant for you to think that you could withstand this cult’s power.” 


Step after step, the Heavenly Demon approached us. 


“Mt. Song is flooded with the grief overflowing from the world.[2] The heaven and earth’s grudge 
burns the mountain. The Demonic Cult is the peak of the Murim world, and I am the peak of the 
Demonic Cult. Are you qualified to deal with the god among gods?” 


“Damn it!” 

The Venomous Snake raised his sword and rushed in. 
“Death King! Take the Alchemist and run away!” 
Even without him saying it, I was already doing so. 


I grabbed the Alchemist and ran. It would be impossible to escape, but nonetheless, we fled. We did 
this to struggle until the very end. In order not to take this ending and this death for granted. 


“You shall not get away, lackeys of the righteous path!” 
The Heavenly Demon’s laughter chased us from behind. 
“Namgung Un!” 

Once, twice, three times. 

There were the sounds of two swords clashing. 

“Where is Namgung Un?!” 

Then, the sounds of the swords stopped. 


Having endured three rounds against her, the Venomous Snake was at the edge of his strength. 


“Call the Namgung family and the Taesang family! Summon the Murim Lord here! No matter how 
dense the forest is nor how vast the sky, there is only one person who will receive the sword of my 
great self under this heavenly world! Four Demon Lords! Bring Namgung Un in front of me!” 


The sound of laughter was tenacious as it came nearer to us. 


Even if we ran away one step, the sound approached us with ten. We couldn’t match it. Eventually, 
when the sound of laughter caught up right behind my back, the Alchemist, held in my arms, opened 
her mouth. 


“Death King-nim.” 


The Alchemist looked up at me. 


“T still believe in you.” 
Then. 
Something cut the two of us. 


Pierced us. 


“ ” 


The sky tilted. The ground tilted. I lost my feet, the entire part of my body below my torso, and my 
upper body fell into the snow. 


That’s right. 
The snowfield was white. 
We had escaped the cave. 


A little farther away, the Alchemist had also fallen. The field was red only in the spot where she fell. It 
was like shaved ice sprinkled with strawberry syrup, I thought in my darkening mind. 


“Ahaha. Ha, hahaha!” 
The snow drifted down. 
“Ahahahaha! Ha, ahahaha...” 


There was no distinction between heaven and earth as it snowed. Dark white. I could only see a cool, 
pale shade. 


Someone was moving away, taking steps in the snow. 


The steps seemed to split apart the sky and the earth. However, the blizzard continued to rage, and even 
the last footprints were buried. 


Soundlessly. 
Without a trace. 
Not even leaving behind a smell. 


Even the world that charred its people. Even the people that were charred by the world. Thus, the black 
soot was buried and entombed so that only white snowfields remained. Let only the colorless, odorless, 
and silent blizzard fall forever. 


The world has perished. 
[You have died. ] 
But, that was all. 


For me, the end was not the end. 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 
Now. 
It was time to save their world. 


nwSs 


[1] War has forgotten chivalry, and chivalry has forgotten war. This is mu (#) and hyup (#), and 
together, the two characters that create #((, which Chinese novel readers may recognize as “wuxia.” 


[2] Location of the Shaolin temple, considered the birthplace of Zen buddhism. 
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Chapter 69. <The World of Dead Constellations. (1)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 

1. 

One winter day. 

So Baek-hyang followed her mother across a snowy field. 

It was cloudy. Snow poured out of the cloudy sky. In the pouring snowstorm, people were but shadows. 
Her mother’s back, too, was a shadow-like haze. 

So Baek-hyang raised her voice. 

-Mother! 


So Baek-hyang suddenly became afraid. The sound of snow was too loud. Her voice was covered by 
the sound of the falling snow, so she could not cry very loudly. 


-Mother! 
Her mother’s shadow was still far away. 
So Baek-hyang became impatient. 


She had to walk faster to chase after her mother. However, the further she walked, the more breathless 
she became. The more she walked, the smaller her voice. What should she do? 


-Uh... 


Should she stop yelling and walk faster to catch up with her mother? Or should she stop walking and 
scream as loud as she can? 


The young Heavenly Demon did not know. 

While she was debating what to do, the shadow withdrew a little further away. 
-Mother! 

Eventually, So Baek-hyang stopped. 

-Mother! 


As she stopped, her voice became a little stronger. Until now, her energy had been focused on walking 
not on directing her voice. So Baek-hyang thought that finally her mother would turn her head and look 
at her, and the shadow would become clear. 


But what happened? 
The shadow got a little further away. 


While So Baek-hyang screamed, it had gained more distance. 


Before long, the shadow of her mother was buried in the blizzard and disappeared into the snowfield. 
Did her mother abandon her? 

Had she intended to part ways with her while using the snowstorm as a pretext? 
Or did her mother really lose her by accident? 

So Baek-hyang did not know. 

She couldn’t know. 

2 

[You have died. ] 

I let my eyes stay closed for a moment, then opened them. 

It was an endlessly dark space. 

[Your death has satisfied the skill condition. ] 

[So Baek-hyang’s skills are being randomly copied. ] 

My hell. 

[The skill cards are being created. ] 

The cards floated before my eyes. 

But my immediate concern wasn’t getting a skill card. 

I sighed and said to Bae Hu-ryeong, 

‘Sword Emperor. Did you memorize the file?’ 

-Yeah, to some extent. 

Bae Hu-ryeong scratched the back of his head. 


It was the folder in which the Alchemist and the Medicine King desperately wrote down their research 
results. That was the important thing. The Heavenly Demon was drowning in disharmony and causing 
turmoil, so I couldn’t carefully memorize the contents of the file. 


-If we combine what you memorized and what I memorized, the pieces will somehow fit together. But 
we have to go back quickly before I forget... 


‘Okay. Then, let’s quickly choose a skill first.’ 
-Mhm. 


Bae Hu-ryeong moved in the air. He then looked at the back of the cards and read them out loud. The 
Heavenly Demon had quite a lot of skills, but there was one that caught our attention. 


+ 


[Infernal Heavens Demonic Art (J K##24)] 
Rank: A+ 


Effect: The Demonic Cult. They hate the logic of the heavens. They curse it. And they did not stop at 
hating and cursing the heavens, but formed cults, eventually uniting under one doctrine. The Infernal 
Heavens Demonic Art is a martial art with the essence of that doctrine. 


Those who awaken the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art can tear up the heavens and crush the tall 
mountains! However, you must deeply understand the hatred and curses contained in the basic 
movements of this skill. 


The more you hate and curse the world, the more you overshadow the heavens. One who has mastered 
and reached the peak of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art is the Heavenly Demon, the one who will 
overthrow the heavens. 


However, it becomes difficult to maintain your sense of self if you use this new skill. 
+ 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

It was a terrible name, but I couldn’t make fun of it. 

rere This must be the martial arts we saw earlier, right?’ 

Because it was really that powerful. 


She just swung her sword from a distance, but the Medicine King’s head fell off. The Venomous Snake 
died without being able to withstand 3 strikes. Even I, who was confident in my training against [The 
Devil King of Fall Rain], could not outrun the sword path cut by the Heavenly Demon. 


The greatest skill that existed in this world. 

-Tsk. It’s a typical demonic art. 

Bae Hu-ryeong frowned. 

-In the end, it’s a matter of how you deal with the world, whether it’s with strength or strategy. 
‘How I deal with the world?’ 


-Indeed. If you try to embrace the world with generosity, you usually end up in the Righteous Sect. If 
you try to ravage the world, that is the Demonic Cult. That is why the people of the Righteous Sect 
made their bodies into [vessels to accept the world], and the Demonic Cult’s people made their bodies 
with [nails that can scratch the world]... 


Bae Hu-ryeong hmphed and crossed his arms. 


-I’Il give you the simplest example. A sword strike that cuts straight from the head to the bottom. In 
some schools, they call that the Tiger Fury because it is like [a tiger rushing]. 


Hwik! 


Bae Hu-ryeong took a stance and swung his arms down as if he was wielding a sword with both hands. 
It was only for an instant, but I flinched. I really felt the spirit of a wild beast charging at me. 
It was strong. 


His tone and behavior are so pathetic that I sometimes forget about it, but in front of my eyes was 
indeed the Sword Emperor Bae Hu-ryeong. He was a warrior who had nearly conquered the Tower 
with just a sword. 


-Well, it doesn’t really matter whether it’s a tiger or a bull. The specifics can vary depending on how 
the founder or the creator of the move gained enlightenment. Anyway, it’s important to [imitate] a tiger 
or bull. 


Emulate it. Copy it. 

Thus, you make something of the world into your own. 

That’s what Bae Hu-ryeong meant by vessels to [accept the world. ] 

-But the demonic arts are different. 

Bae Hu-ryeong took a stance again. 

It was the same posture as when he previously swung his arms. 

-In the Demonic Sect, they say something like this when teaching initiates. 
Bae Hu-ryeong breathed in forcefully and stomped his foot. 

-Recall your rage, the soreness in your stomach, at the moment a thief stole one of yours. 
The empty air in the void split open. 

I unintentionally stepped back. 

The face. 

It was because of Bae Hu-ryeong’s countenance. 

His face was blank, but it still emanated an infinitely cold anger. 

It was as if he became a completely different person. 


-Recall the moment your younger sister was dragged away by the governor. Remember your weakness, 
your inability to do anything. You waited in front of the governor’s house for the night to pass, but at 
dawn, your sister returned to you as a cold carcass. Remember her face, and paint it into your heart. 


Bae Hu-ryeong began to perform a sword dance. 


Even though his hands were empty, somehow I felt as if I could still see a sword. That sword was as 
black as the space in which we stood. 


-Recall when you buried your sister’s body, alone. Was it winter? The ground was frozen and it was 
hard to dig. Did you dig at the stubborn soil with your fingertips? Did your fingernails crack? Did 
blood flow from your broken nails? 


-In the end, you couldn’t even dig down to a foot. Did you put your sister’s corpse into a pit? Did you 
bury her feet first? Did you put a pile of cold dirt over your younger sister’s body? You couldn’t bury 
her in the ground. In the end, did you sprinkle the dirt on her face, one handful at a time? 


I couldn’t breathe. 


As Bae Hu-ryeong’s sword dance continued, the endless space which we were in seemed to narrow. It 
was enough to make my head spin a little. It was only the movement of his hands and arms, but Bae 
Hu-ryeong’s grudge resonated deeply. 


-Recall the texture of that grain of soil. Hold your sword with the hand that dug the earth. Swing your 
sword as you scattered the dirt over your younger sister. Lament your helplessness and blame the 
cruelty of the world. 


I muttered, though it was more like a moan. 
‘The nails that scratch the world...’ 

-That’s right. 

Bae Hu-ryeong stopped his arms. 

Only then could I breathe again. 


-Shall we say that it’s a mental cultivation method that uses internal energy? It’s literally a way to build 
and train your mind by pushing through adversity. Whether it’s a strong person or a hunter, the 
outcome will be different depending on how well they use internal energy or Aura. 


Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged as if it didn’t matter. 

-In simpler terms, it’s a battle of wills. The demonic arts are a little heavy on the spirit. 
-Anyway, Zombie, this isn’t something you need to learn. 

I quietly looked at the silver skill card. 


-Really, you don’t need to learn other martial arts. Don’t you know who I am? Am I not the Sword 
Emperor? I’m the greatest martial artist in this universe. You may not know this, but you’re slowly 
becoming proficient at my supreme techniques! Infernal Heavens Demonic Art or whatnot, compared 
to my martial arts, it’s like trash... 


‘T want to learn it.’ 


Bae Hu-ryeong blinked. 


‘I’m going to learn it. This. Infernal Heavens Demonic Art.’ 

-Uh, uh... Uuuhhh... 

Blink. Blink. 

It was after about 3 seconds that Bae Hu-ryeong recovered his voice. 
-Why?! 

“Because I want to.’ 

-Compared to my martial arts, this is total crap! 

Bae Hu-ryeong began to go wild. 


-No way. Zombie, did you fall for the Heavenly Demon’s swordplay?! The fuck. I’m gonna go nuts. 
That only looked impressive because she entered the state of life or death, leaking her energy! It sucks. 
It literally sucks out your energy! Zombie. A traditional warrior should not get drunk and waste one’s 
energy! 


I grinned. 
‘Are you mad because I’m trying to learn someone else’s martial arts?’ 
-Whaaat? 


‘No need to worry. In any case, our Sword Emperor’s martial arts are the strongest in the universe. Do 
you think I’m trying to learn the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art because I don’t know that?’ 


-Um... 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s nose twitched. 


Still, his pride seemed to have been satisfied since I flattered him a bit. This ghost was really easy to 
handle. 


-Well. I am, as you say, the strongest. ...But then, why are you trying to learn the demonic arts? 
‘It’s so I can fully conquer this stage.’ 
In other words, it was to bring the correct ending to this world. 


‘Say that a cure is made. If so, it’s over after we save two people, the Heavenly Demon and the Murim 
Lord. All other humans have been dead for over two years... And treatment doesn’t mean that they’1l 
survive. Isn’t that right?’ 


-Hmm. 
Bae Hu-ryeong furrowed his brows. 
-You’re right about that. 


‘Then how will the ending turn out? In the reborn new world, the Murim Lord and the Heavenly 
Demon become [Adam and Eve]? Sword Emperor. Does that look like a good ending to you?’ 


Bae Hu-ryeong’s face looked like he was chewing shit. 
He was probably imagining the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord as a couple. 


-No, that’s kind of... That’s really wrong. I can’t imagine a scene where the two become a sweet couple. 
It gives off a bad mood... 


‘Right?’ 

I looked straight ahead. 
[Please select a skill card. ] 
Whoosh! Whooooosh! 


The cards chaotically danced about in the air. But I only had one card in my sight. My gaze did not 
leave the silver card. 


‘Creating a cure is just the first condition necessary to make a [good ending]. In the end, a great ending 
depends on whether the characters in the work can really be satisfied...’ 


I stretched out my arm and grabbed the card. 

‘I want to present a perfectly satisfying ending to the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord.’ 
[Selection complete. ] 

[The skill is being copied. ] 

Of course, it didn’t end there. 

[Your current hunter class is D Class. ] 

[There is a penalty from your skill. ] 

The Heavenly Demon’s trauma. 

The bitter grudge in her heart. 

Another hell that I had to cross. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 

[The severity of the penalty is moderate. ] 

However, this wasn’t the first hell I’d run through. It wouldn’t be the last, either. 
[The penalty is the Hungry Ghost Road. ] 

Will I have the chance to talk calmly about the hellish landscape that I’ll cross? 
3. 

After returning to a day earlier. 


I committed eight more suicides. 


It was to return to the ‘first day’ we fell into the Apocalypse. 
“—Tt’s cold!” 


Same as the last time, the Venomous Snake shouted in surprise. The Alchemist and the Medicine King 
also instinctively hugged themselves. The dreadful coldness overtook our party. 


Guuoooh! 
The blizzard raged, shouting its ire. Achoo! The Alchemist already started sneezing and coughing. 
“W, why is it so cold? Wasn’t this a martial arts novel?” 
“Brir. It’s like the Siberian wilderness...” 
It was a white field of snow. 
For me, I had become used to the sight over the past ten days. 
However, the rest of the party was flustered, and I wordlessly grabbed the Alchemist’s hand. 
“Ah.” 
The Alchemist carefully bowed her head. 
“Th, thank you. Death King-nim.” 
Some memories from not too long ago struck my mind. 
[I still believe in you. | 


The torso of the Alchemist that had dropped onto the snow. The red-stained snowfield. All of these 
images emerged one after another. My heart was pounding a bit. 


I spoke calmly, however, not letting any sign of my nervousness appear on my facet. 
“Tt’s natural, I guess. Chen Mu-mun master, please take care of the Medicine King.” 
“All right!” 

“Also, I think I just saw a human shadow over there.” 


Unlike the last run-through, I led the party this time. Soon, the snowstorm died down, and before us, 
the forest of silhouettes—no, the forest of corpses—stretched out. 


The Venomous Snake was confused. 

“ ,.What. What are these? Why are all the humans frozen?” 
“Tt seems like they’re zombies.” 

I touched the face of one of the corpses. 

“Huh? Zombie?” 


“Yes. Look at this.” 


I pointed to the mouth of the zombie. Specifically, I pointed to its teeth. 


“There’s a lot of flesh scraps in between the teeth. People here may not have the habit of brushing their 
teeth after eating, but even then, this is a bit severe. It’s like he bit things like a beast...” 


Upon hearing my words, the Alchemist’s expression changed. 
She examined the corpse’s mouth with a more serious look. After a while, she seemed surprised. 


“ ..He’s right. The flesh and DNA in this mouth and the owner of this body are inconsistent. They are 
completely different from each other.” 


“D-Doesn’t that mean he just ate human flesh?” 

The Medicine King was disgusted. 

“Why? People in the past also ate human flesh. It isn’t a zombie...” 
“The dates of death don’t match.” 

The Alchemist adjusted her glasses. 


“This body died about three years ago. On the other hand, the owner of the flesh that was eaten died 
two years ago. That would be impossible if the eater had died and not moved for a whole year. It’s hard 
to believe, but... Yes. As Death King-nim said, it must be a zombie-like creature.” 


“T, I hate monsters and horror movies! Do something about this!” 
“Erm. Sir. Even if you tell me to do something about this...” 

The Alchemist looked embarrassed. 

‘Okay.’ 

The progress was much quicker than last time. 


Even if the zombies started to move, we wouldn’t be caught off guard like before. The anticipation of a 
situation alone can change people’s reactions completely. 


Above all. 

“Mm.” 

In my head, I remembered the results of the last few days of research. 

“Boss. Medicine King.” 

“Yes?” 

“Hmm?” 

“T have a strange skill, though I can’t tell you what the skill is. According to my skill’s analysis..” 


I explained the results of their research step by step. 


My memory wasn’t perfect. I couldn’t memorize the entire file at once. However, when the Heavenly 
Demon killed me and I went back 24 hours, I had more time to memorize the file carefully. 


Bae Hu-ryung also memorized it with me. 
“Hmm...” 
Upon hearing my explanation, the Alchemist fell in deep thought. 


“_,.That’s amazing. It’s a flawless research method. I can’t find any fault with it. It’s almost like 
something I would do... But the terminology used is completely different from mine. No, it’s really 
really awesome. What an amazing skill, Death King-nim...>?” 


The Alchemist looked at me with admiration. 
From my point of view, the Alchemist was praising herself. 


Perhaps... The boss was evaluating herself as a ‘really, really awesome’ person. In this desolate world, 
wasn’t that confidence the most amazing thing? Or that’s what I thought, at least. 


“Hm. It’s good that our research time will be shortened,” the Medicine King said easily. 


“Anyway, I want to get away from the zombies. Ugh. It would be nice if there was a place to stay 
warm...” 


At that moment. 
“—Ahahaha!” 
We heard the sound of laughter. 


In the last run-through, I didn’t know who was the one laughing. But not this time. The Murim Lord. 
The Namgung clan and Taesang family’s old man was the one who burst into laughter. 


“The Demonic Cult ends today!” 

“Ha.” 

Then. 

“Even a passing dog will turn over and laugh.” 

The voice of the Heavenly Demon, of course, could be heard. 
I held my breath and went in the direction of the voices. 
Crunch. 


The snowflakes were trampled under my shoes. The closer the voice got closer, the more clearly I 
recalled the scene when the Heavenly Demon admitted her emotions. 


[I am afraid. | 


“As long as I am alive and well, the Demonic Cult remains strong.” 


[This is why the world is so scared. | 
“Ax saint. You’re the one that should say your last goodbyes to the Righteous Sect.” 


| Where is Namgung Un! Call the Namgung family and the Taesang family! Summon the Murim Lord 
here! | 


The country’s greatest. 

The most powerful person in the world. 

That’s why this woman survived until the last moment. 

In an infinitely sad sense, the warrior who realized the egotism of the heaven and the earth. 
“Phew.” 

The warrior was still smiling. 

She was standing up to the world in the middle of this snowy field, still smiling toughly. 
She was like a single dot stamped on a white sheet of paper. 


“What a long tongue this old man has. The Bloody Ghosts are just staying off the radar for a while after 
receiving my secret order... Hm?” 


I just. 
I just hoped that the lone dot would connect to a line. 
“You guys are...?” 


The Heavenly Demon’s eyes widened. She looked at me as if she couldn’t believe it. It was worth it. 
From her point of view, I was the first new person she had met in years. 


“Uh, uhhh. Is my great self seeing things now? It looks like a living person is moving...” 
“Heavenly Demon-nim.” 

I arrived in front of the woman. 

Then, I slowly knelt down. 

The cool snow field gently sank under my weight. 

“Huh?” 


“From a world far away, I heard of the majesty of the Heavenly Demon and came to find you. For a 
long time, I have deeply admired the stories of the greatest person of all time.” 


I didn’t know how much time it will take from now on. 
But I was determined. I faced the Heavenly Demon and shouted. 


“Please accept me as your disciple, Heavenly Demon-nim!” 


The Heavenly Demon dropped her jaws as if she had seen a ghost. 
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4. 

‘It’s cold.’ 

So Baek-hyang thought in the middle of a snowy field. 

Buried in white snow, the world was colorless, odorless, and silent. 
The world was just a cold, blank sheet of paper. 

‘It’s cold...’ 

Her flesh was cold. Her bones were cold. Even her blood was also cold. 
So Baek-hyang thought. 

‘My stomach is numb.’ 

‘Mother?’ 

‘I think my internal organs are filled with ice.’ 

‘Mother.’ 

‘It’s too cold here.’ 


She thought and thought. As she continued to think, her insides became increasingly frozen. Eventually, 
her thoughts and even her head became cold. 


Cold. 
Another cold world. 
Her mother’s silhouette. 


How much time had passed? 


The silence broke. 
-It’s weird. How strange. 
The smell returned. 


-It’s already been 10 days since it snowed here. The snow is at least 5 feet deep. How is it that this child 
is still breathing? 


Finally, even the colorless landscape broke apart. 


So Baek-hyang looked ahead with young, childish eyes. There was an old man standing in front of her. 
He had dug up the snowfield and made a noise. When he grabbed her wrist, he smelled like an old man. 
The eyes of the old man looking at her were black. 


-You’re not an ordinary child. 
That old man was an old master of magic. 


-You were born of ice and snow. The coldness of the world will soon be a part of your energy. 
Curiouser and curiouser. A young kid spends ten days buried in a snowfield and emerges like this... It’s 
like something out of a book! 


-Child. What is your name? 

So Baek-hyang parted her lips. 

-I don’t know. 

She couldn’t recall her name. 

-How old are you? 

-I don’t know. 

-How did you end up in this snowfield? 
-I don’t know. 

She couldn’t remember anything. 


It was cold. Her thoughts froze, her head and ability to think froze, and all the words in her head and 
heart seemed to be frozen. 


-Poor thing. A young one already sent to the elements... 
The old master groaned. 


-However, you are the perfect vessel for learning martial arts. The Master of the North Sea will take 
you even if he has to pay a billion gold pieces. What wonderful fate! But for what purpose? Will our 
school be a gift to you, or will you be a gift to our school? It’s very difficult to assess with my old eyes. 


So Baek-hyang did not understand. From before, she could hardly understand what the old man was 
saying. The person in front of her was using words that were too difficult for her. 


Brush. 
The old man smoothed So Baek-hyang’s hair. 


-Child. Will you follow me? 


-I will feed you and get you a place to sleep. 
These words were easy to understand. 
As she nodded slowly, the old man spoke again. 


-You don’t smell of anything. Since you don’t have a name and don’t know your birthplace, you are 
probably a child born from the snow. I will give you my last name. And I will call you Baek-hyang, the 
scent of the white snow. 


The scent of the snow. 

-From now on, you are a student of the Demonic Sect, So Baek-hyang. 
So Baek-hyang remained quiet for a while. 

Then, she spoke. 

-Where am I going? 

The old master smiled. 

-It is a place where children like you gather. 
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“—Jt’s impossible!” the Heavenly Demon said. 


“T have never had a disciple in my life. Even though the world has become twisted, my rules remain 
unchanged. A disciple?! Absolute nonsense!” 


The cave with the hot spring. 


We had left the snowy field and were in the stronghold of the last survivors of this world. The 
Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord said, ‘To think there were still survivors...’ They were 
surprised, but they gladly welcomed us as guests. 


However, they only accepted us only as guests. 

It seemed that the Heavenly Demon had no intention of accepting me as a disciple. 
“Hey. Demon lord. Why are you being so stingy?” 

From the side, the Murim Lord chewed on an energy bar. 


“T’m glad that the children of the outside have survived. And not only did they survive, but they also 
came through rough conditions to be taught by you. That’s meritorious and quite charming. What are 
you still being so stiff for?” 


“Tt’s meritorious and charming.” 


The Heavenly Demon hmmed and snorted. 


“Even so, the rules for accepting a disciple are strict! At our school, we do not senselessly accept all 
people. Only children who have been abandoned by their parents and abandoned by the world can enter 
the Demonic Cult.” 


“Tsk, tsk. You always call me an outdated old fart, but you’re more discriminatory than me.” 
The Murim Lord shook his head. 


“Child. That’s what she said. Why don’t you let go of this petty, Demonic Cult junk and take me as 
your teacher? I am Namgung Un. I am from the great Namgung clan and am the head of the Taesang 
family, as well as the leader of the Righteous Sect. If you become my disciple, I will treat you with 
great affection—” 


“Why are you saying you can’t accept me as a disciple, Heavenly Demon-nim?” 


I asked, ignoring the old man. The Murim Lord was a little shocked, exclaiming, ‘What! Could it be 
that my name isn’t well known in the outside world...?!’ It was a little pitiful, but I left it alone. 


The Heavenly Demon furrowed her brows. 
“Didn’t I just say it? Only children who are abandoned by the world can enter the school.” 
“The world has changed,” I replied. 


“People have turned into Jiangshi because of a mysterious disease. The Murim world’s sects and 
families have all been destroyed. Since the world has abandoned humans, we are all abandoned by the 
world. Whether you like it or not.” 


“Heavenly Demon-nim. Haven’t the conditions for admission been automatically satisfied?” 
The Heavenly Demon closed her mouth. 
Probably because I was right. 


And more than that... I was a hunter. I was also an orphan who abandoned the world outside and 
committed myself to climbing the tower. It was a little embarrassing to say that I was abandoned by the 
world, but I could say that I had abandoned the world. The [admission conditions] that the Heavenly 
Demon spoke of would be more than satisfied. 


The Heavenly Demon stood up from her seat. 
“If you’re confident, show me your Three Calamities Swordsmanship.”[1] 
She glanced down at me. 


“T shall check with my own eyes if you are entitled to inherit the teachings of our school. It’s obvious 
that you’re just all talk and no skill, anyway.” 


I also got up from my seat. 


“Thank you for the opportunity.” 

I pulled out the Holy Sword. 

Shiiing! 

The sound of a sword being drawn echoed in the wide cave. People were looking in my direction. They 
were quietly waiting to see the kind of swordsmanship I would demonstrate. 

Of course, I had no intention of showing off the Three Calamities Swordsmanship. 
[Your skill is being activated. ] 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

After all, there was a skill that I learned for this very moment. 

“... wooo.” 

When the skill was activated, countless movements were drawn in my head. 
Weird and strange sword forms. 


However, seeing the road in front of me and driving on it were completely different matters. I didn’t 
have a deep understanding of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art yet. If I tried to show off the 
swordsmanship like this, my body would only tear like a crow-tit chasing a stork. 


‘Tf it’1l be torn anyway.’ 

Therefore, this came to mind. 

‘It should be torn properly.’ 

The scenes of the [traumas] that I experienced so far. 

I swung my sword while painting them in my mind, one after another. 
To open the path to the demonic arts. 


I’d witnessed groans and screams while climbing the tower thus far. The moaning and the screaming 
were always raw and vivid. I remembered these sounds as if I had just heard them a moment ago. Their 
voices colored my heart. 


| Save me. | 

| Save me, please. I’m so hungry. Please give me something to eat. | ’ 
The basement of the mansion. 
I recalled the voices of children who were trapped and tortured. 

[I want to live. | 


The children had been bound in chains. When the mansion was caught on fire and burned, the children 
stared at the flames in front of their eyes. Trapped in the chains, they could not escape. They had to 
patiently wait until they were thoroughly burned. 


[I wanted to play a little longer. | 
With the children’s screams in my heart, I swung my sword. 
“Ma, Madu! That swordsmanship...” 


Nearby, I heard the Murim Lord exclaiming in bewilderment. But I ignored it. He wasn’t what I had to 
focus on right now. 


Slowly, not hurrying, step by step. 
I swung my sword, thinking of what I had to think. 
| Burn her! | 
| Burn the witch’s nest! | 
I remembered Preta’s voice as she tried to save the sick at the edge of a continent. 
| Why? | 
| You are all humans. | 


Preta had shed black tears from her eyes. The paradise she made. The small village was burning. The 
sight of aman burning another man was engraved in Preta’s eyes. 


| You know about the beauty and tears of life, so why?! Just why?! | 
| You called us monsters. That’s why you didn’t hesitate to burn us! | 
| Are we not also human?! | 


With Preta’s screams in my heart, I swung my sword. 


My sword moved faster and faster. The Infernal Heavens Demonic Art that I gained from my death 
took shape. The trauma that had been transplanted after I died pulsed with anticipation. I felt like I 
would get lost in the middle of this, but then, I called forth my Aura and forced myself to continue the 
sword forms. 


-Look at this kid...? 

Bae Hu-ryeong said that the demonic arts were nails that scratched the world. 
However, as I practiced the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art, my mind changed a little. 
Perhaps it is more of a scream than a nail. 

-Wow. 


The path of my sword continued and continued, then finally became a sword dance. 


-Now I see that if you were born in the Murim world, you’d have entered the Demonic Cult. 


In the end, my sword dance was not beautiful. It was immature. It was clumsy. There was no scent of 
flowers, only the smell of fire. If swordsmanship had a face, my sword was the face of a person with a 
burn scar. 


It was only a scream. 
No matter how admirable yin and yang were, the world born from them was only full of grief. 


No matter how clever the script of the Three Character Classics was, it could not overcome a single 
scream of a lowly human. 


The sword containing the grief of the world was sharper than the sword of yin and yang. 
A sword that wielded a single scream was stronger than a sword that moved according to a wise saying. 
The deeper the grief, the coarser the scream, the stronger the sword. 
That was why we were strong. 
Survival of the fittest. 
That was the doctrine of the Demonic Sect. 
| Speak. | 
| War has forgotten chivalry, and chivalry has forgotten war. Say it. | 
[If you say this, I will kill you as you want. | 
The Heavenly Demon was the epitome of this doctrine. 
The highest sky. 


The Heavenly Demon knew of all the screams of her sect members and knew how to release them all 
with a sword. The sword form that the Heavenly Demon used must be a scream that faced the world, 
move by move. 


It was proof that somewhere in this world, there were those who had screamed and yelled in agony. 
| The whole world has become empty. | 
| Decades spent in vain, completely futile. | 
She was that sort of sky. 
Even the Heavenly Demon screamed in the final moment. 
| Ahaha. Ha, hahaha! | 
She laughed madly. 
| Ahahahaha! Ha, ahahaha... | 


With that laughter in my heart, I swung my sword. 


“Stop.” 

I swung my sword. 

“Stop it.” 

I swung my sword. 

“Did I not tell you to stop?!” 
Suddenly, my sword stopped. 


I didn’t stop because I wanted to stop. There was a cane. The Heavenly Demon lifted a wooden stick 
and stopped my blade. Her dark inner energy echoed on the cane. 


“You...” the Heavenly Demon muttered in a low voice. 
“Where did you learn the skills of our school?” 
Her eyes were pitch black. 


“You can’t fool my eyes! No matter how messed up and inexperienced your forms are, what you’ve 
done right now was definitely the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. In this world, only the members of 
the Demonic Sect can learn this skill, but I, the head of the cult, have never seen your face.” 


“Speak. From where did you steal it?!” 


I realized then that I was more tired than I thought. I had run out of breath. My whole body was wet 
with sweat. The Holy Sword in my right hand felt as heavy as a rock. 


I looked around. The Murim Lord was, of course, but even the other people in the party were watching 
me with bated breath. From the open ceiling of the cave, the starlight of the night sky was pouring 
down. Maybe more time had passed than I thought. 


oi Bag 

I forced my mouth to open. 

“Am I worthy enough?” 

“Do I have the qualifications to be Heavenly Demon-nim’s disciple?” 
The Heavenly Demon was silent. 


After being silent for a while, the woman turned her back. She walked to the dark side of the cave. Her 
back was refusing everyone, so nobody could chase after her. 


If I had a little more energy, I might have followed her... 
“D, Death King-nim?” 

Slump. 

My knees collapsed. 


“Death King-nim! Are you okay, Death King-nim?!” 


Everything was hazy. I thought it must be because I consumed too much Aura at once, and my head 
blanked. I would probably pass out and stay like this overnight. 


I tried to smile at the Alchemist to reassure her, but even that was difficult. The scene in front of my 
eyes was already dark. 


-Tsk, tsk. 
Just before I fainted. I heard Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice. 


-You pushed yourself to the verge of death by using martial arts above your level. Little crow-tit. That’s 
why people keep saying you have to build up from the basics. 


Bae Hu-ryeong sighed. 

-Well, anyway... 

Then. 

-It wasn't too bad, crow-tit. You’re an admirable bastard. 
I lost consciousness. 


nwSs 


[1] Three Calamities Swordsmanship — A cliché name in martial arts novels for the most basic skills in 
swordsmanship, which are typically cutting vertically, cutting horizontally, and stabbing. 
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6. 

Winter. 

So Baek-hyang entered the mountain. 
She was 11 years old. 

-Child. 

-No one will force you to do anything. 
The headquarters of the Demonic Cult. 


The place that the old man took her to was like heaven. Even when she didn’t do anything, she was still 
given food in the morning and evening. She was given a warm futon. There wasn’t even anybody to 
discipline them. 


-Eat when you want to. Sleep when you want to sleep. Play when you want to play. 
-Baek-hyang. Just live the way you want to live. 

Sobaekhyang was dazed. 

This place might have been the Paradise she heard of in the legends. 

-All the adults here are so nice! 

Children her age grinned broadly. 

-They don’t make us do anything. 

-Are they trying to raise us as slaves? 

-Idiot! It’s been a year since I’ve been here, and they haven’t done anything like that. 


There were many orphans in heaven besides her. Very many. Even at a glance, there were more than 
2,000 of them. Furthermore, one or two children entered the mountain every day. Once, during a 
famine, dozens of them had entered in one day. 


Were there so many orphans in the world? 
banwus You guys. 

So Baek-hyang parted her lips. 

-How did you guys get here? 


There was silence. 


The children stared at her. 

Then, in an instant, they opened their mouths. 

-The farming was too bad! 

-My mother worked in the Red Light district... 

-I don’t want to talk about it. Why do I have to tell you? 

-Mm. At night, thieves with swords attacked the town! 

-The villagers all suddenly got sick. 

-They kept hitting me. I ran away. 

Hunger. Mission. Illegitimate child. Bandits. Pandemics. Abuse. 
Each time the children opened their mouths, poison flowed. 


So Baek-hyang was dizzy. The poison drenched with hunger was bitter. The poison with resentment for 
one’s calling was burning. The poison of an illegitimate child was fierce. The poison of being stabbed 
by bandits was cold. The poison that grew from the plague was nasty. The poison salted with abuse and 
beatings was rotten. 


-You guys... 


Were there so many poisons in the world? Have all the bitterness, heat, pain, and rot from the world 
gathered here? Then, what was this place? How could this be heaven? 


So Baek-hyang remembered. 
-Are you guys happy now? 
It was a Jar of Solitude. 

-Are you okay now? 


Put toads, vipers, tarantulas, centipedes, fire ants, wasps, and all kinds of poisonous insects into the jar. 
Then, seal the lid. The viper bites the toad, the toad eats the tarantula, and the venom eats each other 
until finally, only one survives. 


Let it rest. 

To make the ultimate poison. 
-Yeah! 

The children laughed brightly. 
-Because I can eat rice every day. 


-I don’t have to work for my mother. 


-’m always fine. 

-Yup. There are no thieves here, right? 

-Even if it hurts, the doctor will fix it. 

-Nobody hits me. I like it. 

Toad. Viper. Tarantula. Centipede. Fire ant. Wasp. 


The children opened their mouths and laughed, but in So Baek-hyang’s eyes, her peers looked just like 
poisonous beasts and bugs. That was right. This place wasn’t like heaven. It was just a jar to nurture the 
loneliness of one person. 


So Baek-hyang quietly put her hand on her chest. 
It was cold. 


It wasn’t something that could be warmed with a warm morning’s porridge, evening’s soup, or a thick 
blanket. Ice that would never heat up was buried in the middle of her heart. That was her heart. 


Her mother was leaving. 

The snow was drifting down. 

Her mother didn’t stop walking away. 

Like her, the snow did not stop. 

From that day on. 

So Baek-hyang didn’t get along with her peers. 
[Eat when you want to. | 

Every morning and evening, the food she ate lessened. 
| Sleep when you want to sleep. | 

She went to bed early and got up even earlier. 
| Play when you want to play. | 


She didn’t play. While the children laughed and played around, neutralizing their poison with laughter, 
So Baek-hyang did not socialize with them. 


The children murmured. 
-Baek-hyang is strange... 
-She’s always playing with the farmers! 


-Weird. 


-Yup. She didn’t eat rice—on purpose! 
-Why does she hang out with the farmers? 
-I don’t know. 
She ignored it. 

| Just live the way you want to live. | 
Time passed. 


One day, an old man came. It was the old master of the Demonic Sect who had brought her here. 
Although time had passed, the old man had not changed from that winter day. 


-It’s been a long time since we saw each other, Baek-hyang. 
-Yes. It’s been a while. 

-I have something to ask you. 

Thud. Thud. 

The old master hit the ground with his staff. 

-[ hear you don’t fit in with children your age. 

-Yes. 

-[ hear you help the farmers grow the food you eat and harvest it. 
-Yes. 

-[ hear that you make all the clothes you wear and the blankets you use. 
-Yes. 

-Why? 

The old man tilted his head. 


-If you want, you can live in abundance, even if it is not luxurious. This is a Peach Blossom Spring.[1] 
Grown-ups farm and pick fruits for you. You are just a child, so why do you work so hard? 


So Baek-hyang parted her lips. 


-The Mo family, who farms on the lower part of the mountain, had their two daughters taken away by 
the governor. 


-Hmm? 


-Mr. Choi, who works in the orchard, was called to build a wall, and his second son died while he was 
gone. He brought up this unfairness to the governor, but he was accused of conspiracy, and even his 
firstborn was killed. After burying the bodies of their two sons in their hometown, Choi and his wife 
devoted themselves to this place. 


So Baek-hyang listed all these out, one by one. 


The farmers who bring crops to the orphans were all injured by the world. There isn’t a single person 
among them who doesn’t have a painful story. Not even one. 


-This is not heaven. 

So Baek-hyang said after scrutinizing the farmers’ circumstances. 
-They don’t feed and dress us for free because they’re dumb. 
-Then? 

The old man asked back. 

-Why do you think you eat and sleep for free? 

-Because they want us to take revenge for them. 


-Because of regret and resentment. Because they could not forgive the governor and towns that ruined 
their lives. They want to get revenge, but they don’t have the power to get revenge. 


So Baek-hyang said. 


-[ heard it. They say you have to learn and master martial arts from a very young age to succeed. Those 
farmers, the people who feed us and dress us, are too old to deepen their understanding of martial arts. 


But. 

-But, they can farm for [children who can learn martial arts]. 
-We don’t eat and sleep for free. 

That was what paradise was. 

-It is to take revenge on the world on their behalf. 
It was the headquarters of the Demonic Cult. 

The old man was silent. 

After being silent for a while, the old master asked. 
-Baek-hyang. 

-Yes. 

-Do you have anything to say to the world? 

So Baek-hyang nodded. 

-Yes. 

About the cold. 


About a winter’s blizzard. About that day, following a mother and crossing a snowy field. About the 
mother who continued to walk away while hearing her child scream. About the child left behind. About 
the cold. 


About someone’s heart. 
-I do. 


About hunger. About a child born in the Red Light district. About illegitimate children. About the child 
who lost his family to the thieves. About a child whose village disappeared due to the plague. About a 
child who was abused and beaten. 


About their poison. 

-[ have a lot to say. 

The world was wide. 

-Very many things. 

What had to be said was infinite. 

The old master quietly closed his eyes. 

-Is that so... I suppose you do. 

It was quiet. 

-If so, the world will have to listen to you. 

The old man opened his eyes. 

-I am one of the Demonic Sect’s Seven Elders. I am known as the Demonic Buddha. 
-Is there a Buddha in hell? 

-If there is no Buddha in hell, what use does he have? 


Even though So Baek-hyang called this place hell, the old man did not reproach her. Rather, he 
responded as if it were natural. Only then did So Baek-hyang know that she had chosen the right path. 


-Baek-hyang, you passed the admission test. You did not lose your self even with the abundance of 
food and a comfortable bed. Thus, your poison will be sharp. Take me as your teacher, and call me 
Master. 


Master. 

-In the future, your sword will ring in place of countless screams. 
The old man raised his cane. 

Then, he placed it on the shoulders of the young Heavenly Demon. 
-Bow. You are my disciple from now on. 


That day. 


So Baek-hyang entered the sect. 

She was 13 years old. 

7 

“Get up.” 

It was early dawn when I woke up. 

There was a voice that seemed to whisper in my ear. 

When I opened my eyes, the Heavenly Demon’s face was right in front of my nose. 
“Oho. You already can’t stand up?” 


She was really right in front of me. She was so close that I could see each of her eyelashes. When she 
blinked, her eyelashes opened and closed like black curtains. 


I was lying on the floor. The Heavenly Demon stared down at me in that position. 

“There. Heavenly Demon-nim.” 

Was it because I just woke up? My mouth felt so stuffy that I couldn’t speak properly. 

“If you’re still there... I want to get up, but I can’t. It feels like my head will bump into you?” 
“Hmm. Seeing how you’re so eloquent after waking up, your body must be fine. 

The Heavenly Demon straightened her back. 

“Go into the hot spring and take a bath. Wash your mind and body with all your heart.” 
“Yes?” 

“T shall be waiting at the entrance of the cave.” 


The Heavenly Demon swung around and walked away. I had nothing to say. The small back of the 
Heavenly Demon disappeared to the other side. 


I stayed in the cave, dumbstruck. 

The other sleeping party members were also there. 
“Nnng, oonyaang...” 

“Uh huh, hmm...” 

“Hooo...” 


Were they immersed in the virus research until late at night? Tools were scattered around the sleeping 
forms of the Alchemist and the Medicine King. The Venomous Snake was crossing his arms with a big 
smile, as if he was in a very pleasant dream. 


What kind of dream did he have to be able to sleep so sweetly? 


I opened up three psychological status windows at once. 


| Yes, I am right. No, why should I even explain this simple thing? You wouldn’t understand it even if 
I did explain it. Anyway, I’m right, so do what I tell you to do. You’re driving me nuts. You’re as dumb 
as a water flea, you idiots... N, no, that wasn’t what I meant, but... If you just mull it over in your 
noggin, if you just think a little more, you can understand this simple logic... Ah, I’m sorry, I’m 
sorry... | 


| Ha, this is my 100th victory, Marcus... Also, I won 999,999 times against that youngster who’s an 
alchemist of something. Oho, is there really no one standing in the way of Sean McCallister’s road to 
victory? It’s sad to realize just how much superior I am in this world... | 


| Mwahahahaha! Pfft hee hee hee sjfklasjklfsjd huhaha! | 
Okay. 
‘I shouldn’t wake them up.’ 
I especially thought that I shouldn’t touch the last one. 


I washed my body carefully and went out. Shiny and Bae Hu-ryeong were holding their breaths the 
whole time. The white sky loomed over us as the dawn mixed with the snow on the horizon... 


8. 
Upon exiting the cave, I saw a snow-covered world. 


The Heavenly Demon stood in the middle of a snowy field. Arms crossed, she looked at me up and 
down from head to toe. 


“Did you wash up everywhere?” 

“Yes. I cleaned until I felt that even my mind was cleansed.” 

“T hate people who speak well.” 

The woman frowned, furrowing her eyebrows as if she found me dissatisfactory. 


“And you are too good at talking. Your tongue is much too light. I worry if your temperament is more 
of a scammer than that of a good man.” 


“Uh.” 
Was that so? 


I’ve never really thought that I had a talent for speaking. However, the Witch, who was second place in 
the rankings, also told me off, saying that I was ‘good at talking.’ Was I born with a talent that I hadn’t 
known about? 


As I was locked in these thoughts, the Heavenly Demon narrowed her eyes at me, displeased. 


I also opened her psychological status window. 


| Despite his silver tongue, his face is still dumb after he washed up, so he’s not cute at all. He’s the 
very picture of a member of the Hao Munju. | 


What was Hao Munju?[2] 

“Follow me.” 

I followed the Heavenly Demon, keeping her in my sight. 
As we crossed the snowfield, the Heavenly Demon said, 


“Tf you want to wear the clothes of the Demonic Cult, you have to pass numerous tests. Although you 
have proved your qualifications, that doesn’t mean you have passed the test. Our first exam is...” 


“Ts it [the test of comfort]?” 


Maybe I was imagining it, but the Heavenly Demon’s steps seemed to falter. 


“You take in children, raise them, and feed them for free. Children who settle and are complacent with 
this are raised by the farmers, craftsmen, and others on the auxiliary side of the sect. They would grow 
up and support the Demonic Cult. 


“But it’s different if you pass [test of comfort]. Then, you are recognized as a disciple of the cult. These 
are the children who officially learn the demonic arts. At this time, they say that they have truly entered 
the Demonic Cult.” 


saWias How do you know that?” 

I was killed by you in the last run-through, and I saw your trauma. 
I couldn’t say that though, so I just smiled. 

“T know quite a lot.” 


“Ah. How indifferent the heavens are! The last connection that I’ll make, and they brought me a sly 
thing like you. Must I really accept this Hao Mun-like wretch into the sect...?” 


Bae Hu-ryeong nodded from the side. 


-Yup. Zombie does look like a Hao Mun scrub! Because it’s the Heavenly Demon, she has a good eye 
for people. 


‘Uh. What are you talking about...?’ 


-Well, if you were just a scrub, you’d lose interest in things too quickly. But when you’re being weird, 
you just don’t quit. So it’s even worse! 


Was this a compliment? Or was it an insult? Whenever I wondered if someone was complimenting me 
or cursing me, I would just interpret it as a compliment. 


There were desolate times. Today, people are too stingy with praise. Shouldn’t I, at least, receive 
people’s words in good faith? That’s right. Even if the other person was a weird, eccentric, and negative 
ghost like Bae Hu-ryeong... 


-I’m saying that that part of you is like a scrub! You crow-tit! 
I had no idea what he meant. Really. 
“This place should be good enough.” 


There was a pit in the place that the Heavenly Demon led me to. A huge pit. The center was hollow, 
shaped a little like the Colosseum, but it was as dark as midnight because the dawn’s light could not 
reach it. 


“Be joyous.” 
The Heavenly Demon tured and looked at me. 


“This great self is willing to accept you as a disciple. The world of the Demonic Sect! The heavens 
won’t reject a member if he is well qualified.” 


“Ah! Then...” 
“But, I can’t accept you as a formal disciple yet.” 
Eh. 


“No. Heavenly Demon-nim, you’re too much! I came from far away to become your disciple. I also 
showed you that I was qualified. But what do you mean that I’m still not good enough to be your 
formal disciple?!” 


sneuns First of all, your words are very suspicious.” 
The Heavenly Demon stared at my face. 


“Tt’s really suspicious that you came from beyond the Great Wall. I also doubt that you admired the 
great me for a long time. According to my senses, everything seems like a lie... But your nature does 
not seem too vile, so I’m letting you go.” 


Seriously. 
How does this person have such strong senses? 


“Honestly, it’s weird because you actually have a good heart. That’s right. You are truly a freak. It’s 
difficult to determine right now whether you will be an opportunity for me or if I will be an opportunity 
for you.” 


Soe is What is the test?” 
“There.” 


The Heavenly Demon pointed to the bottom of the pit. 


“T threw a Jiangshi down there. He was once a well-known master in Gangho, one of the most 
promising people of our cult. Defeat that Jiangshi. Then, I will accept you as a disciple of the cult. 
But.” 


The Heavenly Demon gave me a clue, arms crossed. 
“Fight while you are hungry.” 
“What?” 


“Just as I said. Fight the Jiangshi, but with only hunger in your heart. Only the pain of hunger must be 
in that place. Do not let any other emotions or thoughts other penetrate your psyche.” 


The Heavenly Demon’s voice echoed. 
“Can you do it?” 

Then, I realized. 

She already considered me her [disciple]. 


Saying that I was not a formal disciple or a disciple at all, all of those words were nothing more than 
hot air. In the heart of the Heavenly Demon, I was a disciple who will be taught according to the 
teachings of the Demonic Cult. I was the one who would inherit the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 


“All of your sword’s movements must stem from hunger,” the Heavenly Demon said. 


“Think of the hungry voices and groans, the arm movements, and footsteps of starving people. 
Everything. Think about it and plant it in your mind. Make it into your will. By this will, crafted only 
from hunger, swing your sword.” 


“Only then will the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art reveal its true power.” 
I looked down the pit. 
-Guoooooh! 


A zombie was howling at the very bottom. A black uniform. It was old and worn out, but the zombie 
certainly wore the uniform of the Demonic Cult. 


A pit resembling hell. 

You could call that zombie my senior apprentice. 

el eats 

I opened my mouth. 

“If I swing my sword only out of hunger, what will happen?” 

“You will be able to cut a man who has never starved in one blow,” 


The Heavenly Demon spoke calmly. 


“Therefore, you can fight half of the Righteous Sect members with one maneuver.” 
Thus, that was why this was said. 
Nails that scratch the world. 


“First, learn the way of Asa, death by starvation. Then learn the way of Galsa, death by dehydration. 
Only by understanding thirst can you wield a sword to strike those who have never been parched and 
twisted. Next is death by drowning. You will master all nine sword techniques, and through these, you 
will overturn the world.” 


I squeezed the hilt tightly. 

“That’s...” 

My heart was beating. 

“That’s quite appealing.” 

The end of the Heavenly Demon’s mouth rose. 

I think it was the first time I saw her smile in this life. 

Perhaps she liked my fighting spirit. 

“If so, why are you hesitating? Hurry up, and don’t fall into hell.” 
With that, I jumped into the zombie pit. 


NAS 


[1] Peach Blossom Spring: Like Shangri-La, a hidden utopia on Earth, untouched by the politics of the 
outside world. 


[2] Hao Munju: A group of thieves, pickpockets, low lives, etc., mostly without honor. 
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Chapter 72. <The One Who Gathers Death. (1)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 

1. 

What word in the world matched the least with [zombie]? 
I knew that it was a strange question. 


But this world was occupied by zombies. As I fought against zombies and practiced martial arts, I 
naturally had to worry about zombies. So I just realized which word was the worst combo with a 
zombie. 


-Guuuoh! 

That was [Hadouken].[1] 

-Uwaaa, aaaah! 

A zombie in a black robe gathered his hands and fired a Hadouken at me. 
I wasn’t kidding. It was real. 


I’ll say it again. This [zombie], who had lived as a person of the Murim world, screamed and fired 
[Hadouken] at me. 


“This is crazy—.” 
Whoosh! 


The Hadouken easily pushed me back. I flew through the air like a tossed wooden stick. What had 
happened so far already left me dumbfounded, but it didn’t end there. 


-Wooooohh! 


The zombie kicked the ground with a tap. It was a strange technique for movement. He sleekly 
activated a lightness skill. As if his body was filled with helium, the zombie soared into the air. In a 
moment, the zombie flew all the way to right in front of my nose. 


Insanity. 
“Hey! Wait, this can’t be real!” 


I swung the Holy Sword urgently. But before I could wildly cut the zombie, a voice stopped me from 
swinging. 


“Wrong! Don’t swing your sword randomly.” 
It was the voice of the Heavenly Demon. 


She was looking down at my fight from above the pit. 


“Did I not say this? Think of the hunger, death by starvation. Think only of the gnawing in your 
stomach. If you just swing your sword, the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art is nothing more then a 
useless shell.” 


“B, but!” 


The zombie opened its mouth in front of my face. Crack! I barely managed to twist myself away and 
avoid the zombie’s teeth. I didn’t have the time to fall properly, so I just ended up on rolling on the 
ground. Was it more angry because I avoided it? The zombie roared and rushed at me again. 


“T’m not really hungry right now!” 
“Fool.” 
The Heavenly Demon shouted as if she was frustrated. 


“Can’t you think of the color red in your mind even if it isn’t in front of your eyes? Just because you’re 
not hungry right now doesn’t mean you can’t remember the feeling of hunger.” 


-Guuuoh! 


While the Heavenly Demon talked to me, the zombie continued to attack me with its nails. If I was 
scratched by those nails even once, it would be over for me. If I became infected with the zombie virus, 
I would become Kim Zombie in the truest sense of the word. 


Chaang! Clink! 


The zombie’s nails struck my sword with a horrible sound. I couldn’t attack, busy as I was with trying 
to defend myself. I could taste death. 


“If you can’t do this, it is because you aren’t yet used to the sense of hunger. Your stomach is too full. 
Those who learn the Infernal Heavens Demonic Arts must be able to freely recall their senses!” 


A sense of hunger. 
Memory of hunger. 


“Remember the longest time you were starved for. Go over your senses from back then. Where were 
you then? What did you want to eat the most? How long had you been hungry?!” 


“The longest time I starved for was 3 to 4 days...” 
“What? Three to four days?” 
The Heavenly Demon was dumbfounded. 


“... You mean that the longest you’ve ever starved was for only three days? That’s ridiculous. It has 
been a long time since the world has become so turbulent, and the harvest has been bad. How could 
you only starve for three days, unless you’re the child of a noble family?” 


“Well, the place beyond the walls were more abundant than the central regions...” 


Of course, the Tower, where people from all over the world gathered, was more abundant than the 
Murim world. Furthermore, it was also a place where you could enjoy modern civilization. There 
probably were quite a few Hunters who’ ve never starved for more than two days. 


“Oho. Huh. Tsk, tsk, tsk.” 
The Heavenly Demon sighed. 


“T see that this isn’t getting through to you. Hunger is the most pressing sensation. That is because it is 
a pain that cannot be skipped for even a day, a pain that no man can reject. People live to soothe their 
hunger. There is no difference between the hunger of an emperor and the hunger of the lowest caste. 
How can you awaken the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art if you don’t even know this?” 


No, but... 
I lived as an F-class hunter for over 10 years and have gone hungry quite often. 


When I bought tteokbokki while living outside the Tower, I counted how many rice cakes there were 
per serving and only bought from a shop that gave 4 more pieces. 


“Enough.” 
The Heavenly Demon tumed around. 
“This was my fault! For a moment, I had hope. As I thought, you are a man who’s only talk.” 


I was at the bottom of the huge pit. So, the Heavenly Demon’s figure quickly disappeared from my 
view. Chaaang! Clink! Barely blocking the zombie’s teeth and nails, I shouted at the already distant 
Heavenly Demon. 


“Heavenly Demon-nim!” 

There was no answer. 

“Heavenly Demon-nim?!” 

Again, there was no answer. 

The Heavenly Demon was a warrior who didn’t look back. 


“Please wait! Oh my God, it’s not like being hungry is something special! Does that make any sense 
that you can’t learn martial arts because of that?! Huh?!” 


The Hadouken zombie opened its mouth wide again. 
Ah. 

“Oh fu—” 

Chomp! 

[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


“ck!” 


I regressed to a day ago and stomped my feet. As I returned, I saw the skill card of Hadouken Zombie, 
suffered trauma, and received system verification that my ego was maintained, but that wasn’t 
important now. 


“But I also lived through a lot of hardships!” 
I was fuming. 
Indignant. Wanting to win. 


Only those two emotions, like red and blue fireworks, burned in my heart. They went beyond just 
burning. They blazed. 


-Wow. 
Bae Hu-ryeong rested peacefully next to me. 


-She’s educating you in a very traditional way. Well, she’s teaching you an arcane art, so that’s only 
right. Zombie. Humans have been eating more since olden times, so they become more simple... 


“Fine. So she’s coming at me like this, huh?” 
I ignored Bae Hu-ryeong’s words and left the hot spring cave. 


“If you come out like that, do you think Pll cower and surrender? Am I supposed to be thankful? ’m a 
man who has burned to death! I was scorched from my head down! Do you think I won’t die from 
starvation?!” 


-Uh... 
Bae Hu-ryeong wore a rare, embarrassed expression. 


-Zombie? Why are you like this? Hey. Instead of this, learn swordsmanship only from me, not the 
Heavenly Demon woman or something. I’m much more tolerant when it comes to being a teacher... 


“She wants me to feel hungry? Then I’Il starve!” 
-Damn it. 
Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. 


-What a dilemma. This guy’s completely gone nuts. Oh, he’s a crazy kid who can’t see anything in 
front of him when he gets mad... We’ll lose out on so many days... 


From that day on, I entered the road to hell. 

‘I’m going to find the items needed to clear this stage.’ 

That’s what I told the party. With that, I left. 

Alone, I went as far as I could from the hot spring cave and isolated myself on a snowy mountain. 


Doing nothing. I just stayed there. 


-You’re crazy... 

Did he even know what I was trying to do? 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked at me with judgemental eyes. 
-You’re just going to stay here until you starve, right? 
“Yes. That’s it.” 

-Ah, man. 

Bae Hu-ryeong lamented. 


-Everyone else should have to know how dumb this guy is. Ah, poor me! I’m the only one who knows 
this, alas. I regret becoming a ghost when I died. I regret it! 


He was noisy. 


-Zombie. No, Gonja. Please. I don’t care that you’re so crazy immersed in your training, but what did I 
do wrong that I have to keep watching you from the side? Huh? 


“Hey, I told you you’re being noisy.” 
-Let me ask one thing. How many days do you intend to do this? 


I sat in a small cave on a snowy mountain. It was different from the cave where the Heavenly Demon 
and the party stayed. Of course, there was no hot spring, and there were no grains or energy bars. It was 
just a dark and cold cave. 


“T don’t know. At least 112 days.” 
-What? 


“T saw it in the Heavenly Demon’s trauma. She hadn’t eaten anything for 111 days and endured with 
just air. So ll hold on for 112 days.” 


-You damn sashimi-like... 


Bae Hu-ryreong continued to curse at me for over a minute. But it was pointless. No matter what he 
cursed at me, my mind was unaffected. I had already started to sit in a lotus position. 


-You can’t last for more than 100 days, no matter how much you want to! 
Bae Hu-ryeong cried out. 


-Look at the weather now. It’s cold! It’s super cold! You’d freeze right away if you didn’t have Aura, 
but how are you going to keep circulating your aura for over 100 days? No matter how much you try, 
20 days will be the limit. 


Seeing how I didn’t respond to abusive language, he was now trying to speak persuasively. 


-Besides, Gongja. Enduring for more than 100 days is no longer in the realm of hunger. You’ve never 
starved for more than 100 days, right? Since you haven’t, stop talking. 


“Have you ever starved like that?” 


-Yup. I know it because I practiced fasting in my youth. I felt like I was going to die of hunger for a 
few days, but after a while, I didn’t even feel hungry! It’s not starvation, it’s just mental discipline. 
Mental discipline! 


“Then there’s my answer,” I replied flatly. 

“T just need to fast for 15 days, then keep repeating the 15th day.” 
Bae Hu-ryeong huffed. 

-What are you saying? 


“T won’t eat anything for 15 days. I’ll hold on until my hunger peaks. Then I’ II kill myself to stay on 
the 15th day. My hunger level won’t change.” 


I looked at Bae Hu-ryeong. 


“T repeat until I have 112 days like that. How does it sound? I won’t run out of Aura. I’ll continue to 
feel hunger. It’s the perfect solution.” 


-You... Madman... 
Bae Hu-ryeong was astonished. 


-Just learn from me... Don’t take a strange master as your teacher. I told you, my martial arts is 
superior. If you really need a teacher, you can learn from me. What the hell is making you do such a 
crazy thing...! 


“T will learn the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art perfectly.” 
My heart was ablaze. 


“Do you know why the Heavenly Demon lost hope in the world? Do you know why this world, [The 
Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] ended? It’s because she felt that it was meaningless to live longer.’ 


When the Murim Lord was lying in his sickbed. 
The Heavenly Demon muttered to herself. 
| The whole world has become empty. | 
That was the end. If the world was a book, that was the final sentence written on the last page. 


That it was all meaningless. 


Even if people continued to talk, none of their words mattered. Even if people moved, no matter where 
they went, no matter what they felt, none of it had any meaning. Even if there were hundreds of lines 
after that sentence. Even with thousands of lines of description. It was to no avail. 


It was the same as a white sheet of paper. 


Then, the novel dies, and the world dies. 

It would perish. 

That was what the Librarian meant by [serial discontinuation]. 
But I didn’t want this world to perish that way. 

I didn’t want the Heavenly Demon to end like that. 

“_..It’s easy to live while avoiding things.” 

I looked outside the cave. There was a white snowy field. 


“Let’s say I have a thug-like skill. I’m the greatest. If I win, I win everything by skill. Hunters that are 
inferior to me are like that because they are idiots. I don’t need to care about the idiots, so I just pick a 
stage that’s comfortable for me to target. No matter what happens, I laugh at them. I look down on 
them, cynically...” 


I circulated the Aura all over my body, still in the lotus position. 

“Tt does look cool, I admit.” 

Then, I began. 

“And while cynicism isn’t childish in itself, people who live while being cynical are childish.” 
I started to starve myself. 

“Fairness is childish, but the people who live fairly are not childish.” 
I starved for a day. 

“T am a person too. I have to live.” 

I starved for two days. 

“Then, the answer is obvious as to how I should live.” 

I starved for three days. 

I starved, and starved again. 


NAS 


[1] Hadouken: A move from Street Fighter, colloquially known as Fireball because of how it looks, 
though it doesn’t always use fire. 
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Chapter 73. <The One Who Gathers Death. (2)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 

2. 

Hunger. 

What is hunger? 

It had been a week since I started fasting. 
“Well.” 


The first and second days were the most painful. After three days passed, the pain went away. My gut 
movements slowed down. My thoughts became slow. My life itself faded a little. 


If you compare a person’s life to a river, in my case one could say that the current had shrunk and dried 
up like a river during a year of famine. 


A drought. 


It quietly faded and receded. The stream of water shrunk and shrunk again, and it persisted like that 
until one day, the stream of pain, the stream of thoughts, and the stream of life all dried up. 


Was this what [hunger] was? 


Did the Heavenly Demon want me to train like this? 


I got up from my cross-legged position. 
“This isn’t what she meant,” I muttered quietly. “If I just stay still, this will all be for nothing.” 


I took out my sword. In my head, I pictured the movements of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art, and I 
swung the sword according to that image. Thoughtlessly. 


-What are you doing? 
“Exercise.” 


Winter was cold. I inhaled and exhaled the cold air. Was it because I drank snow for the past 7 days? 
My breath seemed to resemble a flurry of snow. 


“T was thinking about this wrong. I’m a little stupid... The [hunger] that the Heavenly Demon 
mentioned is not simply [not eating]. It’s even worse to just fast in the lotus position.” 


It was the first time I moved my body in a week, and I immediately ran out of breath. 
My muscles were shaking. My respiratory tract was tight. 


“Hunger is when [you want to eat but cannot eat]. 


Clumsily, I tried to do a sword dance. 


However, I was sweating. It was different from sitting silently. My body began to come alive. The 
amount of sweat dripping from my skin was probably equal to the amount of water I took in. 


“This week, I was thinking about a farmer. A hungry farmer.” 
What is hunger? 


“What sort of farmer wouldn’t go out to the field because he was hungry? Whether he’s hungry or not, 
whether he ate or not, he has to work. And even if he works hard, there’s nothing to eat.” 


Wasn’t that what hunger was? 


“He swings his pickax. He digs the ground. But it’s a famine. It’s been a grim time. No matter how 
much he works, the seeds don’t sprout. The seeds really won’t grow.” 


I swung my sword. 

“Because there is nothing he can do—” 
I closed my eyes. 

The land. 

I imagined a land that was dry and arid. 
“—that’s why he is hungry.” 


A farmer strikes the dry ground with a pickax. Thud! The dirt would crumble. Like breaking a stale 
cookie. 


“Tt’s been over half a year since it rained.” 


The reservoir is empty. The well in the village is also dry. There isn’t a single drop of water in the field. 
In broad daylight, an old man comes out and sits at the entrance of the village. He doesn’t speak. The 
old man’s wrinkled face is also dry. 


“Because it’s a drought.” 
The sun is hot. 


Some villagers have already abandoned their farming work. Their fields were abandoned. Since they 
abandoned their work, there were fewer reasons for them to not abandon their homes. The villager took 
the children and left for the coast. 


“But this farmer hasn’t let go yet.” 
-Why? 


“Because the sea doesn’t seem to be different. He doesn’t know how to fish. People can only live by 
what they learn to steal, and the farmer only knows to steal from the earth. It was the same for his 
father, his father’s father, and the father before that...” 


One day passed. 
Two days. 
Three. 


The farmer goes out to the field. He goes to work even though there is no reward. In the evening, he 
climbs the mountain and peels off the bark of some surviving trees that he can eat. 


“Now, there is hardly any bark left.” 
All the villagers had taken off. 


When he descended from the mountain and looked back, the trees were all white and bare. From a 
distance, it looked like a forest of birch trees. 


Hunger was what made the world white. 

“But.” 

The farmer swung his pickax on the bare ground. 

I swung my sword in the air. 

“He can’t even eat the bark.” 

He has a family. 

“Tt’s been more than a week since he’s eaten anything resembling food.” 

He has a child. 

-So? 

Bae Hu-ryeong asked. The pickax swung repeatedly, as did my sword. 

-So what are you going to do? 

“First, he’ll go to the well in the village.” 

He barely scoops a bowl of water from the well, which you could see the floor of. 
“The water is used to prepare the bark. Put small leaves in the water... And then boil it.” 
The fresh smell of plants. 

The thick smell of the bark mixed with the water vapor and spread through the air. 
The farmer swallows his drool. 

I’m hungry.’ 

I also gulped. 

*T want to eat.’ 


He wants to bite off the bark. 


The bark was becoming sweeter. The bark retained the smell of the water and leaves. He thought it 
would be sweet. He wanted to tear the bark apart with his teeth. The thick juices would probably flow 
from where it was torn. There would be an earthy taste to it. A brown colored food. 


The bark was edible soil. 

*T want to eat.’ 

But he had to be patient. 

’I have to give it to my children... At least this. I have to give it to them.’ 
The children whined. They cried. 


The bark that their father brought. The children hated the bark that he brought and barely touched it. 
They screamed. They complained while eating. 


They flipped it. 

’ Ah.’ 

Without thinking, the farmer slapped his child on the cheek. 
Just like the farmer swinging his arm, I also swung my sword. 
“This isn’t me.” 

The farmer turns his back on his children. 

This isn’t who I am.’ 


... He wasn’t someone of the nature to beat his kids originally. He was not such a person. However, the 
famine was terrible. It had been so long since he’d put proper food in his mouth, and his nerves were 
sharp. He became sensitive. It was too much... 


’*My life isn’t supposed to be like this.’ 
The farmer picks up the bark. 
What is hunger? 
There have been numerous famines since the world began. 
There were countless farmers. 
There was a lot of hunger. 
[Fight while you are hungry. | 
Can you move despite the hunger? 
| All of your sword’s movements must stem from hunger. | 
That was right. 


There was motion in hunger. 


| Think of the hungry voices and groans, the arm movements and footsteps of starving people, 
everything. | 


The motion was that of a farmer slapping his child. 
The gesture was that of the farmer, angrily leaving the house and dumping the bark in the yard. 
The gesture was that of the farmer going back and handing the children the dirt-stained bark. 

| Think about it and plant it in your mind. | 


Since the world began, some farmers beat their children, while others touch their children’s cheeks and 
whisper their apologies. Some farmers would even beat their children and kill them. Some farmers 
would survive until next year, while others die with their children. 


That was how it was, and that was how it would be. 
[Make it into your will. J 
There were no gestures that did not come from hunger. 
| Based on this will. | 
| Crafted only from hunger, swing your sword. | 
With the motion of indignation and resentment of hitting a child, I swung my sword. 
Throwing the bark on the ground, I swung my sword with a motion that meant abandoning life. 
With the gesture of handing the bark back to the children, I swung my sword. 
| Only then will the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art reveal its true power. | 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
First form. 
Asa. The sword of starvation. 
I slowly opened my eyes. 
The white daylight in the snowy field had turned into black night. 


My whole body was soaked with sweat. It was only when I was drenched with sweat that I felt hunger. 
I was hungry. A mad hunger gnawed at my stomach. My empty stomach seemed to have sprouted teeth 
and chewed on my intestines. 


This is hunger.’ 
Tt hurt. 
This is hunger.’ 


The demonic arts. 


The nails that scratch the world. 


The walls of the cave were scattered with scratches. Was there a storm of something? My sword strikes 
were clearly engraved on the stone wall. Stalactites and stalagmites were sliced through. 


The stone walls and pillars had been cut by a blade. 
Even though I had barely used any Aura. 

But... It’s still not enough.’ 

I had just reached the edge of this new skill I had gained. 
I felt it clearly. 


With the sword paths drawn in my head. An image drawn in my heart. The unmistakable feeling and 
sensation of the two matching was at my fingertips. 


That’s how I knew. 

“Tt’s still clumsy.” 

The place where my fingertips softly touched. 

It wasn’t the peak of the mountain, but its entrance at best. 

-Are you crazy... 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked at me with a face that said he was tired. 

“Oi, why are you calling me crazy again? This time, I’m training properly.” 

-Properly? Even those who practice the seduction arts are training more properly than you. 
Bae Hu-ryeong sighed deeply. 


-That’s why ignorant people are scarier. You little crow-tit. Even if I travelled the whole world I 
wouldn’t find a guy as crazy as you. Your spirit is of the Righteous Sect, but your mind and methods 
have turned to the Demonic Cult and embraced it. Good grief. 


“Uh. I don’t know the martial arts terms yet. So what about it?” 
-Such an idiot... 

Bae Hu-ryeong muttered. 

-This is bizarre, but this kid has no clue. Good grief. I’m going nuts. 
“Tell me so I can understand. Come on.” 


-In a word, a master of the Righteous Sect is using the demonic arts. You want me to be more precise? 
It’s [a master of the Righteous Sect who only knows how to use the demonic arts]. You zombie. Are 
your nose and ears stuffed? 


“Well.” 


I raised my left hand to cover my nose. 
“Tt does feel a little clogged.” 


-This guy has been starving for just over a week and then his mind goes nuts... No, it was like this 
from the beginning... Did I do something wrong in my previous life to have to deal with this idiot... 


Bae Hu-ryeong lamented. 


-This guy’s even making me disturbed in the mind. Wow. How am I supposed to teach this guy martial 
arts? I think it’ll be fucked if I teach him the same way I taught Grandpa Marcus. What am I supposed 
to do... 


Ah. I was hungry. 
I wanted to eat a Choco Pie. 


A Choco Pie that when you bite into it tastes like chocolate. A Choco Pie with a chewy white 
marshmallow inside. I wanted to eat just one piece of Choco Pie while drinking warm milk. 


What is hunger? 

Gongja says that hunger is a Choco Pie. 

A delicious and healthy chocolate pie— 

-... Hey. You’re thinking of something else now, aren’t you? 

“No? I’m thinking about martial arts.” 

-Don’t lie. I can clearly see from your face that you’re thinking something foolish. 


Why does this man know me so well? Was he a stalker? Technically, Bae Hu-ryeong was a ghost that 
always followed behind me. You can even say that he’s a ghost stalker. My mood soured when I 
thought that. 


What a nasty stalker. 


“T’m telling the truth. The truthiest of truths. Were you frequently deceived when you were alive to be 
this doubtful?” 


-Then tell me. What and how were you thinking about martial arts? 


The stalker nitpicked. Even the way that he hung onto the little things resembled the behavior of a 
stalker. Even though he was as large as a gorilla. Hurry up and enter Nirvana, Ghost Gorilla Stalker. 


I made a solemn expression. 

“T thought I’d go down the mountain for a while.” 

-Descend the mountain? Why? Are you going to teach the Heavenly Demon a lesson this time? 
“Psssh.” 


I waved my hand in denial. 


“T’ve only just reached the start of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. What use is it if I commit suicide 
now and return to the Heavenly Demon? I’ll only get the same reaction, like [Well, he has some 
potential]. 


-Yeah? Why does that matter? You’lI still get recognition from her. 
“How is that enough? That won’t do at all.” 
I left the cave. 


“Do you know how frustrated and upset I was when the Heavenly Demon ignored me, saying that I’d 
never really starved? I’m a petty person. Just being recognized can’t heal my wounds.” 


-This guy is giving me a bad feeling... 

“The response I want is [I’m surprised].” 

I wanted to see her surprised face. 

I wanted the Heavenly Demon to see me use the sword and be shocked. 


“(Your talent is overflowing! It’s explosive! I didn’t realize that you were an opportunity for me. ’m 
sorry, the eyes of the great me have sprained for a while.]” 


Yup. 

Just imagining it made me feel better. 

At that moment, the Heavenly Demon’s face would be as satisfying as a Choco Pie. 
“Well. How does this sound? Sword Emperor, you acknowledge it too, right?” 
-Such a nasty asshole... 

I came down the snowy mountain and headed for the snowfield. 


“T felt something while using the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. Ah. Compared to the people of this 
era, I have never been so starved. The farmer knows the bark, the exact tree that he would strip it from. 
He knows just how to prepare the bark. My imagination couldn’t go that far.” 


Because I haven’t tried it. 


“The clearer my mental image, the more powerful skill that will emerge. The reason that my martial 
arts is weak even though I’ve learned the [Infernal Heavens Demonic Art] skill is because my image is 
inferior. So...” 


I stopped in the snow. 

“From now on, I will fill the imagination that I lack.” 
-What are you gonna do? Are you really going to eat bark? 
“No. There is a much better way.” 


I laughed. 


“Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation.” 
Moonlight shone. The snowfield was dyed silver. 


Suddenly, a cloud covered the moon. The clouds in the night sky became shadows on the snowfield. 
Little by little. Like bugs, the shadows swallowed the snowfield bit by bit. 


The moon was swallowed by the shadows. 
[Your skill is being activated. ] 
After a while, the clouds receded. 


However, the shadows in the snowfield did not disappear. Even in the moonlight, the snowfield was no 
longer silver. As if the moon, once swallowed, could not return, there were numerous shadows in the 
snow. 


“My lord.” 
One of the shadows opened her mouth. 
“Did you call us?” 


Preta knelt on one knee. Crunch. The snow was crushed by her knee and made a small sound. 
Thousands of skeletons stood behind her. 


“Yes.” 

I nodded. 

“Preta. I have a task for you.” 
“Please give us our orders.” 


“This is a world that is ending. All humans have become ghosts and corpses, wandering around the 
nine celestial bodies. Well. Maybe it’s similar to the Aegim Empire that you once destroyed.” 


Preta bowed a little lower. 

“My command is simple. Scatter. Scatter and gather the hungry corpses.” 
“The hungry corpses... you say?” 

“Correct.” 

I gazed upon the endlessly snowy night. 


“There will be towns and rural villages somewhere around here. Find them. And bring the corpses that 
you find to here. The corpses move, so they will resist, but you number over 4 thousand. Overwhelm 
them with quantity.” 


“How many?” Preta opened her mouth carefully. 


“How many corpses shall we retrieve...?” 


els Wea 

Humans with the trauma of hunger. I will learn their hunger. 
And when I learn and master their hunger. 

I would be closer to the Heavenly Demon at last. 
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Chapter 74. <The One Who Gathers Death. (3)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 
“Milord....” 
Preta looked up at me carefully. 


“Experiencing 112 deaths is excessive. Even now, you’ve become so emaciated in the last few days that 
it’s hard to recognize you...” 


“Huh? Did you become so loyal that you’re worried about my body?” 

Preta hesitated. She seemed to be agonizing over how to answer me. 

Would it be better to use flattery? Or should she reveal her innermost thoughts? 
“ ,.When the lord disappears, I will disappear too.” 

Preta opened her mouth. 


“T will no longer be able to live in my little paradise. My life, my memory, my meaning, and everything 
will disappear. Everything depends on you, milord. I am concerned about myself, so I am concerned 
about milord’s body as well.” 


“It’s nice, to be honest.” 

The corners of my mouth rose. 

“How about you? Are you living all right these days?” 
“Excuse me...?” 


“You ended up living in Estelle’s village. The people whom you valued more than your life have also 
returned. So how are you doing?” 


After gaining the right to monopolize the 20th floor, I released Preta to the village. Other than when I 
needed her to do something like right now, she would continue to stay in the village. It would be the 
same in the future as well. 


Preta replied with a nervous look. 

“Tm... I’m doing fine.” 

“Anything special?” 

“If we’re talking about something special... Ah.” 
Preta blinked. 


“There was a time when people called Hunters came in. They said that the secret to how the Death 
King suddenly became stronger and the five top guilds’ secret treasure were hidden here... However, 


the Witch whom you brought in and the Hunters who follow her prevented it from becoming a big 
fuss.” 


Indeed, it was the Black Dragon Guild. Their follow-up services are top-notch, for sure. 


“There are no more whispers from the minor lords of the neighboring kingdoms. They’ve been 
contracting measles from the nomads they brought in to fight us... And even if that wasn’t the case, 
both the empire and the temple declared my village a holy place. Sometimes the Lizardmen and elves 
come and give gifts...” 


It seemed that things in that world were going according to order. 
“Well, but... For me, the abilities that I used to possess have disappeared.” 
“Hmm.” 


“There are sick people who heard rumors about me and come to visit... In addition, after the village 
was declared a holy land, pilgrims who wish for a miracle have come together, and I’m not sure what to 
do with them... For now, the Hunter priests who follow the Heretic Questioner whom milord 
introduced us to are taking care of them...” 


“Don’t worry. I have something in mind.” 

Specifically, I planned to build a new pharmacy for the Alchemist on the 20th floor. 
‘Since she said she would only take in new clients through me.’ 

After this expedition is completed, the Alchemist’s position would be solidified. 

‘I have to make sure that the traffic is organized.’ 


As it was a place where patients constantly visit, she would be able to gain experience with various 
diseases. 


“The Alchemist won’t be able to handle the workload alone. Some staff would need to be hired. It 
would be okay to have Preta as an assistant, and it should be good to have pharmacist-wannabe hunters 
as her disciples. Then, the size of the pharmacy will naturally increase...’ 


It wouldn’t take a long time for the new pharmacy to be recognized as a branch of the Alchemy Castle, 
and then the branch will be converted to its headquarters. 


‘I have to take care of my people.’ 
I smiled. 
“Anything else?” 


“Other than that... Oh, Dazena, Dazena is the head of the school in my village. I think she liked the 
tteokbokki that the hunters brought us. And Garchoff, the old man who takes care of the orchard, 
handed out the fruit grown by him to the Black Dragon Guild’s hunters who stood guard in the village, 
and the Black Dragon Hunters gave him the fruit from milord’s world—” 


The wind blew. 


Snow fluttered, and the moonlight quietly faded with the scattering snowflakes. Preta’s voice flowed 
like snow. Under the moonlit night, I listened to the story that continued up until its end. 


Preta bowed her head. 

“—And that’s the situation.” 

“Tt sounds like you’re living well.” 

Preta replied carefully, “Yes. I’m living well.” 

I nodded. 

“We should improve the lives of people in this world as well.” 

“Come on, go and collect the bodies.” 

Golden hair flowed down to her shoulders. Preta bowed again. A sound spilled from her lips. 
“As you command.” 

of 

There is a saying that goes: The right man for the right job. 

Summoning Preta and entrusting her to collect the bodies had very good results. 


She was one of the lower constellations. She had been called [The Devil King of Fall Rain] and had 
destroyed the world at least once. She knew how to reap death. 


“T will start looking for a town or city where the government offices are located.” 
Thousands of skeletons moved at Preta’s signal. 


“Because it is a workplace for officials, there should be a map. It will be just a clumsy map, but it 
should be enough to compare the geography. I’d like to combine the fragmented maps to explore 
remote rural and fishing villages.” 


Three days after the search began, Preta delivered the zombies to me. They were not the bodies of those 
who had learned martial arts. They were just ordinary farmers and peasants. They were that sort of 
bodies. 


“T will bring back the corpse of a mother who hung herself because she could not bear to see her 
children go hungry.” 


The skeletons’ bones were white. White bones lined up and brought over the corpses. In the middle of 
the snowy field, it was difficult to distinguish between the white of the bones and the white of the snow. 
So, from a distance—It seemed like the bodies were moving on their own and gathering in front of me. 


“The children who opened their eyes in the morning to discover their mother’s bodies. I will also bring 
the corpses of the children who died while crying beside their mother, withering like the wild grass.” 


The procession of corpses continued. 


The deaths were listed. 

“The people in the village who cursed the mother for dying, unable to fulfill the duties of a parent.” 
“The one who hid in a well to avoid the epidemic, but couldn’t escape from the well in the end.” 
“A prisoner who starved to death without even the chance to escape.” 

Preta carefully separated and chose the poor corpses. 

She was like a servant paying only the most precious tributes to the king. 

At the end of the week, Preta again knelt on one knee in the snow. 

“T brought them. Milord.” 

I looked at the snowfield. 

-Guoooh... 

-Euh, wooahhh! 

-Kwooo... 

Numerous deaths were arranged on the field. 


The zombies were struggling against the hold of the skeletons, who held onto their limbs. Some corpses 
looked old. Others were young. Hunger did not discriminate by age. 


I untied my tie. I took off my suit and threw away my underwear. It was a dark night. With my bare 
skin exposed under the sky, I gave an order to the skeletons. 


“Let them go.” 
At that moment. 


As soon as the corpses caught by the skeletons were released, 112 zombies rushed forward. It was their 
instinct telling them to come to the place with the strongest scent of flesh. 


Toward where I stood. 
“Come.” 

I smiled. 

“All of you, come!” 
Chomp! 


A young corpse jumped at me. It bit my calf. When terrible pain was about to rise up from my calf, the 
pain ended halfway. It was because an old corpse ripped off my thigh. The pain from the calf ended in 
the thigh, then, again, thickened and soared to my stomach. 


“ ” 


Perhaps I screamed. But I couldn’t hear the scream. Because a zombie tore off my ears. 


My lips were eaten. My tongue was eaten. I couldn’t hear, couldn’t speak. I just looked at the sight of 
the countless shadows burrowing into my body. 


[You have died. ] 

I looked up at the night sky. 

The moon was white, as if it was a land where snow fell forever. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted.] 

The moon that the old man looked at before he died was exactly the same as it was now. 


All his life, he was a small-time fisherman at the river. When a Jiangshi bit his finger, the old man was 
not shocked. He drove the ferry calmly. 


-If I die in this boat, it won’t cause discomfort to the rest of the world. 
The old man’s wooden boat, within sight of the village, bobbed and shook in the river. 


The old man lay on his stomach. It was as comfortable as lying in a casket. It would be good to die as 
the boat was overturned by the waves. It would be good to die as if he was just falling asleep...... The 
old man considered it happiness to be born on the river and die in the river. 


The last moon he looked up was peaceful. 
[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
He didn’t know how the world had changed so much. 


That was what the young viceroy thought as he strolled along the city walls at night. This wasn’t even 
his hometown. He was once a student who just memorized a few lines in the writing room. However, 
the viceroy died, his people died, and the people’s servants died. 


One death led to another like a polite request to be passed on. At the end of those requests, the one 
standing was himself. 


-Town leader-nim. 


A soldier approached him and spoke. He wasn’t always a soldier. He had been a pimp at the inn. Even 
though he was testy, his head was put on right, and he was useful. 


-What is it? 


-The granary is empty. After half a month, there will be no millet in the warehouse. Fishermen 
sometimes catch fish, but they are not good enough. What will you...? 


-Reduce the grain ration for the elderly. 
The young viceroy said. 


-There are countless Jiangshi. We have to save those who can still fight. Reduce the food that goes to 
the elderly and children by one-third. 


[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted.] 


The viceroy in front of him was cold-blooded. Sometimes, it seemed like he was colder than the 
Jiangshi. The soldier was sometimes puzzled how this geek, who had only recited Confucius’ teachings 
at the entrance of the village his whole life, gained such guts. 


-The backlash will not be small... 


-Reduce the food you give to young people by half. There will be those whose reductions are greater 
than others, but so long as everyone is getting less, it will be bearable. 


-Still, won’t they be dissatisfied and argue? 

-I will starve first. 

The viceroy said briefly. 

-[’ll fast completely. If I, as the leader, do not eat anything, the complainers will lose their strength. 
Readies Is that alright? 

-I won’t last long anyway. What difference does it make to me if I starve for a few days? 

The moon that he saw on top of the wall was lonesome. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 

-We’|l all starve like this! 


The kid shouted urgently. It was a young girl. As a beggar of the Everdirt, now that the distinction 
between the poor and the rich had disappeared, she had become the head of the children of her age.[1] 


-The town leader’s telling us kids not to eat. He’s telling us not to live! 
-Then, what should we do, Sister...? 


-Even if we die, we should die with some food in our stomachs. That way, we can become colorful and 
charming Jiangshi.[2] 


The little kid fumed. 

-There is a recipe I learned in the Everdirt. It’s called togwa. Literally, it’s a snack made out of mud. 
-Mud snack...? 

-It’s a cookie that you can make as long as you have mud. 

Her eyes lit up. 


-Listen! Children who know how to swim should keep catching fish. Don’t give it to adults unless they 
give something back, and we share it with each other. And the rest of you can go to the river and scoop 
soft mud. 


-What are we going to do? 


-P’ll show you. 


[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 


The children scooped mud from the river. The mud was mixed with grains of sand. The children kept 
the mud in the scoop, then took out the gravel and sand several times. 


-Clump the mud together and spread it on a mat. 


The little boss eagerly moved her hands. She lumped the mud together like a ball and threw it on the 
mat. And, as if she was spreading plaster, she spread the mud wide over the mat. 


-Good. It’s done! 

-What do you mean... it’s done? 

-Just dry it in the sun like this. Then the mud cookies are made. 

The children were dumbfounded. 

-You’re just baking the mud in the sun! 

-How are these snacks!? 

-Shut up. It’s a recipe that’s been handed down in Everdirt. Watch well. 


The little boss pulled something out of her pocket. It was a bag of salt. Even normally, salt was 
precious, but now that everything was being rationed, each grain was worth as much as gold. Little by 
little, the kid mixed the mud with salt. 


-There! 
After half a day, the mud dried up. 


-It’s done now. Each of you can have one! But be careful when eating. If you eat a lot in one bite, it 
won’t taste good! Savor it little by little. 


The children half-heartedly started to eat the mud cookies. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 

-...It’s surprisingly all right? 

Some children scraped the mud cookies with their front teeth like a hamster. 
[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 

-I like it because it tastes salty. 


Some children licked the mud with their tongues. Their eyes were round. It was like they were eating 
ice cream. Because of the children’s saliva, the fringes of the mud cookie got wet. 


[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
-It tastes awful... 


Some children just cried. 


The little boss laughed. 


-It’s okay. It just needs to be edible. In the future, we have to take care of all of our food. Eat togwa 
every day, and if we catch fish, we’ ll eat fish as well. All right? 


-Yes, Sister... 
The children soothed their hungry stomachs with mud. 
A person’s mouth was sly. The children’s throats accepted the salty mud as food. 


The salty taste was to trick the tongue for the mud to be swallowed. So, when the children were eating 
mud, they didn’t bite it all at once. They tasted the salt while licking the mud with their tongues. 


-Don’t lick too much! The taste will disappear. You have to eat pieces of it while licking. 
By the river, children kneaded the mud every day. 

-Yeah? 

At the riverside. 

-Look over there. It’s a body. 

It was the same river where an old man had left on a boat. 


The old man who was born on the river died in the river. The old man regarded it as happiness. He 
thought that using a boat as a coffin and dying was a way to do no harm to the world. 


But there was something the old man didn’t think about. Drowned corpses sometimes washed up on the 
shores. 


If it was the old man’s happiness to die in the river, it was the old man’s misfortune that his body had 
been pushed to this river, not the other side. 


And it was everyone’s misfortune. 

-The old man must have drowned. 

-How sad... 

-Is it a fisherman? 

The children approached the old corpse with fear and curiosity. 
-Huh? 

It was a dark dawn. 

-W, wait a moment! 

-Yeah? 

-It’s a Jiangshi! It’s not just a corpse! 


The corpse wriggled as it smelled the tender flesh of the children. 


-Run! 

There were some children who ran away. 

-Ah... 

There was also a child who could not run away. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
That was it. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 


The fortress along the river, which lost contact with the capital and the surrounding villages, was 
destroyed. The old man died. The last town leader died while fighting. A pawn soldier died trying to get 
past the town gates. The little boss died while holding her younger siblings. 


[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
They tried to live. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
They struggled. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
Because they tried to live, they starved. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 


The fingers of the children that they used to scoop up the wet mud by the river. Their hands spreading 
the mud dough on the mat. Their fingertips holding tightly onto the dried mud cookies. 


[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 

112 deaths. 

There was no gesture that did not come from hunger among them. 
[Trauma reenactment complete. ] 

[Confirming that the subject’s psyche is maintained. ] 

[The penalty is ending. ] 

I slowly opened my eyes. 

The snowfield was deserted. 

On this quiet night. I softly talked to myself. 


“T wanted to learn how to prepare the bark...” 


Reality surpassed my imagination. Was the bark of a tree not traumatized in a world that was nearing 
destruction? Humans could even eat mud when they were cornered. 


“That’s right. Things like that happen, too.” 


I stood up and dug into the snow. I wrapped Aura in my bare hands. Digging in the snow and digging 
again, I reached the frozen ground underneath the perpetual snow. 


It was the first land I saw after falling into this world. 
“Let’s see...” 


It was not easy to dig into permafrost. I had to use Aura for this as well. I dug up a handful of earth, 
then heated it up as well as the snow with Aura. It was just like boiling soup. After a long time, the 
grains of dirt began to soften. 


It was mud. 


I picked out the grains of sand and gravel. I followed what I saw in my dream. The mud was kneaded 
into spheres. I took off my suit coat and used it as a mat, and I spread the dough on top of it. 


“Yup.” 


Time passed. The mud cookies were baked in the morning by the broad daylight. I carefully held the 
mud cookie, which looked just like an ordinary sweet, with both hands. 


apaeee Thank you for the food.” 
I cracked it with my teeth. 
A crunching sound echoed in my mouth. 


I licked the edge of the mud cookie with my tongue. The texture became a little softer. However, it was 
only soft at the tip, so when I put it in my mouth, the grains of dirt stuck to the roof of my mouth. My 
whole mouth felt that unpleasant texture. 


A little later, I got the hang of it. This food was not supposed to be chewed with my molars. I had to 
gnaw it with my front teeth, then swallow it little by little. The warmth of the sun and the smell of the 
soil. I slowly ate the food that was made with those two treasures. 


Mm-hm. 

siaaed It really doesn’t taste good.” 
I bit into it. 

“Tt tastes bad.” 

I ate it little by little. 


“Really, it tastes bad.” 


I swallowed. 
My shoulders trembled. 
My heart trembled. 


An unspeakable emotion captured my whole body. Was it anger? Or was it sadness? Maybe it was 
hatred. Humans have probably come from the earth, so why can’t we just eat the land? Why was the 
scent and texture of the soil so unpleasant? 


Why? 


Before I knew it, my right hand was clenched. Emotions that maybe anger, sadness, or even hate 
gathered in my hands. Then, I realized. The emotions that could not be expressed by words were 
originally expressed through one’s hands. 


They weren’t meant to be said; they were meant to be swung into motion. 
Martial arts were just the swinging of one’s hands. 

I should return. 

I pulled out the Holy Sword. I pointed the tip of the blade at my neck. 


I should return and show the Heavenly Demon my sword. No. It wasn’t my sword. It was the sword of 
the old man who died without a name, the soldier, the viceroy, and the children. 


I hadn’t read the texts on martial arts, so I didn’t know the mysterious doctrine of yin and yang and the 
five elements. If there was any law to my martial arts, it was only their screams. If my blade followed 
any natural order, it was the gesture of the humans who were thrown away by the heavens.[3] 


Because it is full of resentment, it is infernal. 
Because we view the sky with our resentment, it is the infernal heavens. 


I stabbed the middle of my neck with the Holy Sword. With the deaths of 112 people in my heart, I 
regressed. What I had to do was no different from the last time. 


I asked the Heavenly Demon to accept me as a disciple. 

Like before, the Heavenly Demon pondered over it for one night. 
After one night, the Heavenly Demon presented me with a test. 
“What is the test?” 

“There.” 


The Heavenly Demon pointed to the bottom of the pit. 


“T threw a Jiangshi down there. He was once a well-known master in Gangho, one of the most 
promising people of our cult. Defeat that Jiangshi. Then, I will accept you as a disciple of the cult.” 


Then, the Heavenly Demon said, “Fight while you are hungry. Fight the Jiangshi, but with only hunger 
in your heart. Only the pain of hunger must be in that place. Do not let any other emotions or thoughts 
other penetrate your psyche. Can you do it?” 


I didn’t answer. 

There was no reason to answer what could not be said with words. 
Instead, I quietly jumped into the pit. 

-Guoooooh! 

One Jiangshi ran at me. 

I looked at the Jiangshi with indifferent eyes. 

The scent of mud in my mouth. 

The texture of a lump of dirt in my hands. 

With only the children’s hunger in my heart. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

First form. 

Sword of Starvation. 

I swung my sword. 

With the first strike, I cut both his legs. 

The second strike, I cut off both arms. 

The third strike sliced off the Jiangshi’s head. 

There was no gesture that did not come from hunger. 


The man who was supposed to be a high level master of the Demonic Sect was silenced in the bottom 
of the pit. 


I looked up. 


The Heavenly Demon’s mouth hung open. She was looking amazed, like when she first saw our party. 
Perhaps she was even more astonished. Her eyes shook. Seeing her eyes shake, I was sure that her heart 
would be swayed. 


The meaning of life, when she had thought that all was lost. 


It was because she saw it right before her eyes. A new beginning. 
Because it became visible. 

“Heavenly Demon-nim.” 

I slowly opened my mouth. 

“What kind of death will we master next?” 


Ns 


[1] Everdirt: Gaebang, or a self-governing body of beggars. 

[2] Colorful and charming Jiangshi: Referring to the idiom that states that a ghost who dies after eating 
has color and charm. 

[3] Natural order: The word used was chunri, or literally, heaven’s laws. It’s such a beautiful sentence. 


To report errors and issues or just talk grammar/language with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 75 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha 
1. 


“There are originally nine swords in the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art,” the Heavenly Demon 
commented after seeing me in battle. 


“The Sword of Starvation, the sword that you showed, is just the first form. You know this.” 
“Yes.” 

“After the way of starvation is the way of dehydration.” 

The way of dehydration. 

“So it’s death from thirst.” 


“Yes. Child of the outside world. You demonstrated the Sword of Starvation very well. So, if you 
devote yourself to training, you will get good...“ 


“Wait just a moment.” 
Chuk. 

I raised my hand. 
“Please wait.” 


I felt sorry, but I couldn’t endure it without raising my hand. The person sitting cross-legged in front of 
me was about to go over a wall as if it were nothing, but the wall seemed very high to me. 


“...What is it?” 
“What did you say just now? [Good enough]?” 
The Heavenly Demon closed her mouth. 


“Huh, that’s weird. I thought I did pretty well. But it was barely good enough for the Heavenly 
Demon... Oh! I’m sorry... Suddenly, my self-esteem is disappearing and I’m losing my confidence. I 
think I’m losing my nerve.” 


“You...” 
The Heavenly Demon’s mouth wiggled. 


“ ..Fine, ll admit it. You demonstrated the Sword of Starvation skillfully. Don’t be impudent and go 
around saying that the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art isn’t much.” 


“Excuse me? What did you say? I did it [skillfully]>” 


“Are you going to harass the great me with wordplay?!” the Heavenly Demon said. 


“Tt seems like you will only be satisfied if I bow my head to you. You’re truly a child who doesn’t 
know when to stop! Why don’t you be the teacher?! I myself will be your disciple.” 


Okay. She nibbled. 
I acted casually like a fisherman. 


“Oh, does that mean you recognize me as a disciple, right? Heavenly Demon-nim? Not an outsider but 
an inside disciple of the sect. The real, authentic, best disciple.” 


The Heavenly Demon was again at a loss for words. 
One second. Two seconds. 
After a small pause, her mouth slowly opened. 


“Refrain from making other sounds. Child. Since I will be teaching you from now on, you must 
concentrate.” 


Mm-hm. 
‘Just as I thought.’ 


The Heavenly Demon just forced herself to ignore my words. Force comes from stubbornness, and 
stubbornness comes from sincerity. I could tell where her sincerity stopped. 


‘She really won’t admit that I’m her disciple even if she were to die.’ 
The relationship between an older and younger member of the same sect. 


The Heavenly Demon had already marked me as a disciple. Nevertheless, adamantly, she never said 
these words [I shall accept you as the disciple of this master] out loud. 


Though the Sword Emperor and I bickered often, for the Heavenly Demon, that is, for most martial 
artists, the connection between a teacher and student was that heavy. 


‘A heavy connection... can sometimes turn into a terrifying connection.’ 
Therefore, the Demonic Cult woman did not declare me as her disciple. 
She was hesitating. 


What kind of person was I? Not only did she see me for the first time in her life, but I was also not 
from the central area of this Murim world. Could such a child, should such a child, be allowed into her 
heart? 


Can she have more hope in her life? 


So Baek-hyang, the master of the Demonic Cult and the Heavenly Demon, was conflicted, and so she 
was hesitant. 


“Listen carefully. If you have learned the Sword of Starvation to that level, you are at least entitled to 
listen and steal the teachings of the sect. But...” 


Although her outer appearance was being unreasonable, inside, it was perfect. 


‘Character window.’ 

The inner mind reflected in my eyes told a completely different story. 
+ 

Name: So Baek-hyang 

Favorability: 51 

Favorite Genre: [Martial Arts] 

Hated Genres: [Classical], [Mythology], [History], [Fairy Tales] 
Favorite Characters: [Commoners], [Rival] 

Hated Characters: [Oppressor], [Deceiver], [Playboy] 

Favorite Plot: [All-out Match] 

Hated Plot: [Running Away], [Oblivion], [Meaningless Death] 


Psychological State: ‘Is he a disciple? The time to make up my mind is also... Ah, no. It’s a bad idea! I 
should be content by facing off with Namgung Un. It is too much to have a disciple now at the end of 
my life! It is an ugly desire.’ 


+ 
That’s right. 

I smiled in my heart. 

‘Please consider it more.’ 

The Heavenly Demon’s troubles. 

They were like a green light for me. 

‘Please be more shaken.’ 

Because I was the one who presented her with a crossroads. 


Will the Murim Lord and she continue the War of Good and Evil without hope? Or will she take a 
disciple and take the measures to continue the doctrine of the Demonic Sect to the next generation? 


Which way would she escape the [meaningless death]? 

‘Please don’t let go of your life like this.’ 

My words were light. 

They were in vain. 

Light words could only be responsible for light-hearted people. 
No, it was like they weren’t taking responsibility at all. 


‘Please live.’ 


How empty those words were. 


‘Even if the world perishes and you are left alone in this world, I still want you to live. I wish you will 
survive.’ 


No matter how many words I pile up, they didn’t carry any weight. 

‘I want to be your reason to live a little longer.’ 

Useless and vain words. 

I didn’t say them out loud. 

I was sure that it was for the same reason that the Heavenly Demon didn’t declare me as her disciple. 


The lightness of words is bound to be weighed down by the heaviness of one’s actions. That way, it 
won’t fly away like a whim. 


But the Heavenly Demon and I both still haven’t tried hard enough to say what we wanted to say. 
[It’s not the time to decide yet. | 

The Heavenly Demon thought in her heart. 

‘I haven’t come up with a decision yet.’ 


I thought to myself. 


The Heavenly Demon and I faced each other. 

“Child of the outside world. You don’t look focused. Are you listening to me?” 

“Yes.” 

I was watching well. 

“Of course I am focusing. What do you mean?” 

“Tt’s not a joke. I’m serious.” 

“Of course. I swear to anyone, whether it is the Jade Emperor or King Yeomra the Great.” 


We exchanged glances. Unlike her hands, her eyes were conflicted. They do say that the eyes are the 
windows to the soul. 


The Heavenly Demon opened her mouth after going back and forth several times. 

“Fine. Seeing that you are overflowing with confidence, you can take the next test right away.” 
The Heavenly Demon brushed away the snow and stood up. 

She started heading somewhere. 


“Do not follow me. My feet are busy.” 


Saying so, she left. The Heavenly Demon walked on the snowy field, but there were no footprints left 
in the snow. Only a thin shadow slid over the icy path. Extreme qigong skill—Traceless Snow Road. 
The woman was demonstrating what she talked about on the first day after we fell into this world. 


Suddenly. 

-I want to fight her. 

Bae Hu-ryeong said abruptly. 

-I want to have a match with her, even if it’s just one match. Really. 

I thoughtlessly turned to face him. 

‘What?’ 

-Did you get salt in your ear? I said I want to have a round with her. A contest. 
For me, it was the first time I had seen Bae Hu-ryeong look like that. 

-Fuck. Damn it, shit! 

The Sword Emperor was truly angry. 


-Know this, Zombie! In the Murim world where I was born, the Demonic Sect was extremely weak! The 
only use for those Demonic henchmen was to hit them! There was a guy who called himself the 
Heavenly Demon, but I planted his asshole in the ground and changed his nameplate to the Earthly 
Demon! Fuck! I challenged and changed the names of hundreds of so-called strong warriors. Agh! 
Really! 


Something was different. 
His current expression didn’t resemble anything like the times when he lost a bet to me. 


Then, he writhed around, saying that he was angry... But the expression Bae Hu-ryeong was making 
right now was— 


-I’m really jealous of that Murim Lord bastard who was born here! 
—It was much more intense. 


-What if it was me, huh? We’d have a fight with our lives on the line! We’d say, oh, will this be your 
death or mine? After that, we’d climb up a snow peak and have a bowl of rice wine! Chewing on a 
segment of a tangerine, it’d be satisfying! That’s the perfect meaning that all warriors search for! 


Wanting to win. The spirit of victory. Fighting spirit. 
His face became as fresh as raw meat. 
-Ah, really! If only I wasn’t a ghost! 


I silently kept my mouth shut. 


Without meaning to, I had also begun to worry. My head still down, I put my chin on my hand. My 
head was filled with thoughts, so I needed to support it with my hands. 


-Huh? Zombie. You look like a zombie that’s wondering why nobody is calling them a zombie. You’re 
sulking because I called you a crow-tit, huh. Hey, should I just call you a zom-tit? 


‘Salas That’s it.” 

-Huh? 

“I’m saying that’s it.” 

I quickly raised my head. 


“Say the boss makes a cure for the infection. Say that I’m recognized as an official disciple of the 
Heavenly Demon. That’s good. Everything is good, but... I felt that alone won’t be enough. Can we 
call it a finale? But you just gave me the cherry on top.” 


-Uh... 

“Nice play. Good job, Sword Emperor.” 

I laughed. 

For some reason, the Sword Emperor looked at me and stepped back. 
“What’s wrong?” 


-Nothing... Just... Every time you put on that expression, it’s like an ill omen for me. Should I say that 
it’s unlucky? Because something will stain my face and stature. 


“But I respect Sword Emperor-nim so much, from the bottom of my heart. You know that, right?” 
-Thank you. Are you trying to make me throw up on your face? 

“Hmm.” 

I put my hands behind my back and stared at the faraway sky. 

“There was an unpaid debt between us.” 

Bae Hu-ryeong hesitated. 


-...Debt? What debt? Iam a human being who has never lived in debt my entire life. Oi, this Gong-ja 
kid is trying to trick me with his gob again. Don’t do that. Uh-huh! You’ll get hurt like that! 


“[Let’s bet how many times I’ll die when climbing up to the 19th floor].” 
“Our Sword Emperor-nim bet that I would die less than 100 times. I bet that I’d die less than 99 times.” 


-No... 


“Right?” 
My smile became a little kinder. 
-No, that was already a long time ago... 


“If my memory is correct, then regarding this bet, the conclusion clearly ended with number 97>” 


“Sword Emperor-nim.” 

-Why do you keep doing this to me...? 

“Please listen to one request.” 

Bae Hu-ryeong looked as if he would cry. 

-Fine, you evil bastard. Beat me up or kill me yourself... 
It was a complete surrender. 

2; 

The Heavenly Demon came back. 


She had left alone when she crossed the snowfield, but not when she returned. She carried a zombie on 
her back. Like the Hadouken zombie, this zombie wore a black uniform. 


“In our sect, there is a group of elite members called the Bloody Ghosts. It is the best combat unit made 
by collecting only the greatest swordsmen and lancers. They are people who exist only to fulfill my 
orders.” 


In other words, it was my second opponent. 
I readied my stance with the Holy Sword. 


“The last time it was a promising master, and this time, it’s someone from an actual combat unit? The 
difficulty level is jumping higher.” 


“Don’t worry. I took care to bring a child that would suit your level.” 


The Heavenly Demon probably did go looking for [the perfect opponent for me]. She must have 
searched the snowfield. Going through hundreds of zombies, one by one. 


It was a thoughtful consideration. 
It was a heartfelt gesture. 
I gratefully accepted this as a kind of compliment. 


“What you have to demonstrate is no different than from this morning. Fight the Jiangshi...” 


“With only thirst in my heart. Only the pain of thirst should be in that place.” 
“Hm.” 

The Heavenly Demon smiled. 

“That’s right. No emotions or thoughts other than thirst are allowed in your psyche! 
“All right!” 

I dashed forward, excited. 

“T’ll show you something amazing aga—” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

“Tt’s ridiculously strong! Damn it!” 

I did show something. 

The fastest death scene in the universe. 

Aaagh. 

“Alchemist. Medicine King. The research for the zombie virus treatment should proceed like this...” 


“Oh my god! It’s just like my research! No, it’s like my research was organized and arranged like a 
bouquet commissioned by an aristocrat. A-and it feels like it’s been put in a formal dress like an earl 


1 


“What is this? Death King or whoever you are, are you also from Silicon Valley? This is exactly the 
way I’d arrange things...” 


First of all, we had to update the findings of the treatment research as we did every time. 
“Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation!” 
This time, I decided to shut myself in on top of a snowy mountain to do some closed training. 


Like last time, I ordered Preta and the skeletons to collect more deaths. Although it was different in that 
I told them to find corpses that died of thirst rather than hunger, the order was not very different. 


“Scatter. Scatter and gather thirsty corpses.” 

“Yes, milord. As you command.” 

However. 

“T have one more thing to ask of you.” 

This is where it began to deviate from the last time. 
Preta tilted her head. 

“Tf it’s an order...” 


“There will be Jiangshi that use martial arts in the vicinity that are alone.” 


I wasn’t referring to the ‘forest of corpses’ that we saw as soon as we fell into this world. During the 
last 3 years. The Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord fought their battles, and they lost bodies— 
Jiangshi—one by one during the war. 


When the blizzard blew for days without a break. When the day didn’t come because the night was 
getting longer. At that time, the power of the Demonic Cult and the Righteous Sect gradually walked 
away and disappeared. 


These ‘missing people’ were the ones I was talking about right now. 
“Find them,” 
I said. 


“Find the Demonic Cult members in their black uniforms. Find the chivalrous fighters in their white 
uniforms. Whether it’s a hundred or three hundred li away, you must release the skeletons and find 
them... No. Make a map and put a mark wherever the Jiangshi are located.” 


Preta looked puzzled. 
“What are you trying to save those lives for, milord...?” 


“Tt’s a dying world, but there are two people who are still at war. They want the right conclusion to 
their fight and the world. Unfortunately, however I look at it, it’s just a sad game of pretend to me.” 


I looked up at the night sky. 

The moon was out. 

“They want to see a good conclusion, so I’ll prepare for a real war.” 
“A real war?” 

“That’s right.” 

I smiled, the expression slipping out of me by itself. 

I felt like Santa preparing a Christmas present. 

“T will prepare for a proper war between good and evil.” 
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3. 
When I first tried to learn the Sword of Starvation. 
| What? | 
The Heavenly Demon was disappointed. 
| You mean that the longest you’ve ever starved was for only three days? | 


She didn’t notice my efforts. She gave up on me. She felt resigned. She only looked at me swing my 
sword for a little while. Then, she easily turned around and left. 


[I see that this isn’t getting through to you. | 
| How can you awaken the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art if you don’t even know this? | 
The Heavenly Demon tried to make me give up on my own. 
Because there was nothing she expected from this world anymore. Because she felt there shouldn’t be. 
[It’s fine. | 
| This was my fault. | 
That’s what happened when I was learning ‘hunger.’ 
But when I started to learn ‘thirst,’ her attitude changed completely. 
4. 
“Your sword is too simple,” said the Heavenly Demon as she watched me fight the Jiangshi. 


I felt that the way her eyes looked at me was gradually changing. Sometimes I fumbled with my sword, 
and even though the Heavenly Demon frowned, she didn’t turn her back on me. Rather, she gave me 
advice. 


“T can’t find a skillful use of it in your sword. There is no application. It’s honest and upright, but it’s 
just as vulnerable.” 


The Heavenly Demon was beginning to place her hopes on me as a human. 


“Tt’s like your sword is not fighting against humans, but against the world. It is not a sword of our 
school, but a sword of the Righteous Sect. It’s rather unexpected.” 


At first, I was also killed in a single blow by a martial-arts-knowing zombie. 


But as time passed, I was able to easily deal with the martial arts practitioner zombies. It was natural. 
Because every night, I was killed by the Jiangshi that Preta brought to me. 


The more I went through the trauma of the corpses who died of thirst, the stronger my sword became. 
“T shall teach you the core of our simgyeol.” 

When my sword became somewhat stronger, the Heavenly Demon finally began to teach me. 
“Simgyeol? What’s that?” 


“_,.It’s a trade secret, the key to our methods. I see that it’s not easy to talk to a child of the outside 
world.” 


The Heavenly Demon hemmed and cleared her throat. 


“Think of the time when you learned the Sword of Starvation. What did you think of when you swung 
your sword?” 


“T thought of starvation.” 


“Of course you did. But it’s not just that. You may not have realized it, but you’ve already penetrated 
the essence of the demonic arts.” 


The essence of the demonic arts. 

“T shall tell you what that is from now on.” 
We sat face to face in the snowfield. 
“Now. Think of an [apple].” 

“Tf it’s an apple... Like, an apple you can eat?”[1] 
“An apple to eat.” 

I imagined one apple as I was told. 

“Are you thinking about it?” 

“Yes.” 

“How does the apple feel? 

“What?” 


The Heavenly Demon’s question was weird. How does the apple feel? I didn’t really have an apple in 
my hand. How could I tell how it felt? 


I was puzzled. The Heavenly Demon looked closely at my face. 
“You don’t know?” 

“If I force it, I can probably imagine...” 

“That’s fine. If you don’t know, say you don’t know.” 

“Ah yes. I have no idea.” 


“Hmm. Hm.” 


The Heavenly Demon smiled. The woman seemed to be rejoicing. 
“You’re honest. Good! Now, think of [hunger].” 
I thought. 


I thought of the pickax that the farmer relentlessly struck into the dry land. I remembered the gesture of 
him hitting his child. The children dug up the soft soil along the river and made togwa. 


“Did you think of it?” the Heavenly Demon whispered. 

“Yes. I recalled it.” 

“How does the hunger feel?” 

The crackling dirt in my teeth as I ate the mud cookies. The flavor. The crunchy texture. 
seuss It’s very dry.” 

“What is the scent of hunger?” 

“Tt’s the smell of soil.” 


“Oho. What kind of soil is it? There are many types of soil. There is a separate soil for farming and a 
separate soil for making pottery. There is black soil and red soil. I’m curious. What is the soil of 
hunger?” 


“Tt’s mud,” I said with my eyes closed. “But you can’t just scoop any old mud. It has to be mud with 
little gravel and no sand.” 


“T see. I understand. How does hunger taste?” 

“Child.” 

The Heavenly Demon’s voice softened. 

“T asked what the taste of hunger was. Why haven’t you answered right away?” 


ree Because it’s sad,” I said. “The kids dry the mud cookies in the sun. While they’re drying up in the 
sun, there is nothing to do, so the kids stay by the mud. Waiting for the mud to dry...” 


“They are the children waiting for the sunlight.” 
ee AOS.” 

“Hunger is children waiting for the sun.” 

That’s right. That was what happened. 

“Child. That is your poem.” 


The Heavenly Demon’s voice fell like the austere snow. 


“When I asked you to describe the touch of an apple, you replied that you do not know. But when I 
asked you about hunger? You felt the mud. You could smell the mud. You chewed the mud and ate it! 
You have seen the flowing river, and you must have overheard the sounds of the river.” 


An old man’s last voyage. The wooden boat. The night sky. 
A loner who tried not to cause trouble for the world but eventually became a nuisance nonetheless. 


“An apple has a form, but there is no hunger. An apple can be tasted, but it is void of hunger. But you 
talk well about hunger! Hunger for you is mud, sunlight, river water, and children.” 


“Child! That right there is your talent,” the Heavenly Demon said. “Now open your eyes.” 
I opened them. 
The Heavenly Demon was moving her hands while sitting. 


“The reason you don’t know the texture of an apple is simple. Because it did not stimulate your 
[memory].” 


My memory. 

“If you’ve ever eaten an apple, you will know.” 

The Heavenly Demon moved her hand with a smile. 

In a moment, I was able to recognize it. 

The Heavenly Demon was pretending to cut an apple in half. 


“Apples have soft skin. It’s shiny, but it’s also a little bumpy. I myself usually like to eat apples with the 
skin, but it will be different for a child with a cold. I would cut it in half...” 


It really seemed like an apple was in her hand. 

“Carve it out with a spoon. Feed the apple scraped off with a spoon to the sick child.” 
“Have you ever eaten scraped apples as a child?” 

I had. 


I remembered a teacher at the orphanage doing that. The teacher made me lie down because I had a 
cold and fed me an apple scraped out with a spoon. 


“What is the texture of the scraped apple?” 
“ ..It’s a little grainy.” 


“Correct! The originally crunchy apple has already been chewed on by the spoon, and it becomes 
grainy. But is that all? Has it become tasteless?” 


“No. The yellow juice is filling up my mouth.” 


“Yes! And is that all? If you scrape the peel, too, the remaining apple peel becomes ridiculously 
wrinkled. The hand of the mother who dug the apple for you also becomes yellow from the juice of the 
apple. But then, say, child. What among these feelings is the feeling of the apple?” 


I was stuck in my own thoughts. 
The Heavenly Demon asked me as if trying to make me hurry, 


“Ts it an apple as a whole? Is it an apple cut in half? Is it the scraped juice of a spoon? Is it the peel? Is 
it the mother’s hand? What is your apple?” 


What is my apple? 
“TI saw a mother who only ate the peel after giving all the flesh of the apple to her child.” 


“To me, an apple is the leftover peels for the mother. It is a child with a cold. It is the mother’s heart 
that has been sharpened one spoonful at a time.” 


For some reason, my heart became warm. 

Even though we were sitting in the middle of a snowy field. 

Maybe it was because the Heavenly Demon had smiled. 

“—And I also think of those young children whose mothers never carved an apple for them.” 
But the Heavenly Demon’s smile did not last long. 


“T think of a mother who cannot buy apples. I think a mother who would not buy one even though she 
has the means. I think of a child who has no one to care for him even though he is lying on his back. I 
think of a child who died because he could not be cared for.” 


Her anger manifested in a poisonous gas. 
The Heavenly Demon’s black eyes somehow looked even darker. 


“There is nowhere in this world that has not been touched by human memories, and thus, there is no 
place in this world without resentment!” 


I felt sick. 


“There is no form in hunger. There is no taste. There is no scent. Wrong! Hunger is mud, a river, and a 
child. Even a single apple is hunger. Child! As you use mud for hunger, do so for thirst!” 


“Feel the pain of the thirst in your throat! Sense it. Fill yourself with its taste. Smell its scent. Eat it. 
Touch it. The demonic arts are memories! Memory is also a sense. This is the key to our sect’s 
methods! The feeling of scooping out mud, the feeling that you capture in your hand, is your hunger, 
your Infernal Heavens Demonic Art!” 


The back of my neck was cold. 
Cool electricity flowed through my body. 


“If some folks have suffered unfair things, that’s all. They can’t speak. They can’t let go. Unable to 
express themselves, the resentment continues to accumulate in the mind, and eventually, it solidifies 
into bitterness. However, the warriors of our Demonic Cult are different!” 


The Heavenly Demon looked at me. 
“We swing our swords!” 
I grabbed the grip of the sword without thinking. 


“As a geisha sings and a scholar recites a poem, we swing our swords. What is the difference between a 
ruffian from a band of thieves and a warrior from our sect? They are swung by the sword. But we 
swing the sword! It’s just that, and that difference is everything.” 


My training began. 


“If you just live, taking what you’re given, how can you call that a life? That is death! Can you call a 
sword that swings you as you swing it a sword? It is a beast. Do you want to die? Do you want to 
become a beast? 


“No!” 

I bit my molars firmly. 
“T am a living human!” 

“If so, become thirsty. Become thirsty as you did when you hungered!” 
I had gathered 112 people who had died of starvation. 

Among them was a child who ate mud cookies. 

I bit a grain of dirt in my mouth. 

Suffering. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

First form. 


Sword of Starvation. 


“You have found the mud of hunger. Now you will have to find something of thirst. For you, hunger 
was the children waiting for the sun. What is thirst for you?!” 


I gathered 48 people who died of thirst. 
Among them, there was an old woman who drank seawater and kept drinking. 
Her innards were pickled in saltwater. 


Suffering. 


Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
Second form. 
Sword of Thirst. 


“For you, hunger was mud and thirst was the sea. But is thirst the only pain the sea brings about? There 
is also the pain of drowning in the seawater. There is the pain of drowning in the river. Child, what is 
water to you?” 


I gathered 37 people who died from drowning. 

Among them was a father who gave his child his last breath. 
As he sank into the water, he shared his breath with his mouth. 
Suffering. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Third form. 

Sword of the Drowned. 


“Hunger is dirt. Thirst is a wave. For you, choking is a father’s last breath! The land, the sea, and the air 
are already yours. Child of the outside world! What is winter for you?” 


I gathered 96 people who died of the cold. 


Among them, there was a newborn child who was stuck to the body of an already dead mother, up until 
the very end. 


He held onto the body tightly until he froze. 

Suffering. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Fourth form. 

Sword of Freezing. 

The dawn passed. The morning passed. Midday passed. 

While the world passed through a day, I had experienced 293 deaths. 
“Child. Your sword...” 

The Heavenly Demon slowly opened her lips. 

“Really, it’s ever-changing.” 


The way the Heavenly Demon looked at me had also changed. 


“People have different tendencies. Martial arts comes out of the different tendencies in one’s life. These 
habits that cannot be fixed. The Infernal Heavens Demonic Art is especially like that, but you... You 
are diverse. You’re rich in different tendencies.” 


“Ah. I often hear that I have a variety of styles.” 
“I’m sorry. Was that nonsense?” 

“No. It was bullshit.” 

“You’re talking a little bit seriously.” 

“To be honest, it was a pile of bullshit.” 

Was that so? Was it a pile of bullshit—? 

If it’s a pile of bullshit, I can’t help it—. 


“Tt is difficult for humans to know all the pain in the world. And even if they know it, to endure all the 
pain to its limits... It’s very hard. But as I watch you learn the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art, it’s... 
Hm?” 


The Heavenly Demon furrowed her eyebrows. She turned her head. 
“’,.5omeone is coming.” 


Someone was approaching from the direction of her gaze. It was still broad daylight, so it couldn’t have 
been a zombie, and because it was a world that had already been destroyed, it couldn’t be an 
unwelcome visitor. It was the Murim Lord and the Venomous Snake. The Venomous Snake was 
carrying the Murim Lord over the snowfield. 


“Hm.” 
The Heavenly Demon’s nose twitched. 


“What’s this old dotard here for? In that pathetic way, no less? Ha. Did you finally accept that you’re 
just an old fogey?” 


“Shut up,” the Murim Lord said while on the back of the Venomous Snake. “I came because I was 
worried about you. Hmph!” 


“Worry? You were worried? Even a Jiangshi passing by would laugh. You’re weaker than me, old fool, 
so don’t think you’re in the position to worry about...” 


“Madu. You haven’t even done the Ceremony of Nine Salutes yet, huh?” 
“Haa. It’s obvious, obvious! I knew you would be like this.” 
The Heavenly Demon closed her mouth tightly. 


In my mind, I was tilting my head confusedly. 


“What is the Ceremony of Nine Salutes?’ 
-It’s the ceremony used in formalizing a relationship between a master and disciple. 
Bae Hu-ryeong said. 


-The specifics are slightly different for each sect. There are places where you perform a deep bow 9 
times and there are places where you bow only 3 times... I don’t know how it is in the Demonic Cult. 
It’s a secret and sacred ceremony. 


‘How was it at your sect?’ 


-Well, if you endure after being hit by the teacher 9 times, that was the Ceremony of Nine Salutes for 
us. I endured up to my 63rd hit, so it was the longest record in my sect’s history. Isn’t that awesome ? 


I realized why Bae Hu-ryeong was such a crazy guy. 
His Righteous Sect just made a bunch of madmen. 


“_..Shut up. I myself will decide who to accept as disciples and when,” the Heavenly Demon said. “It’s 
not a matter for you to interfere in.” 


“You’re just talking vainly now. Of course I have to interfere!” 


The Murim Lord came down from the Venomous Snake’s back with a thump. The old man stared at the 
Heavenly Demon fiercely. 


“Because the reason you don’t take in disciples is that you feel sorry for me!” 
“Huuuh? What are you saying...” 


“Tt’s just the two of us left. You are the only one on the path of evil, and I am the only one on the path 
of righteousness. If you alone take in a disciple, the only young people will be in the Demonic Cult. So 
what is the conclusion? It’s like you’re winning the war between good and evil without even fighting!” 


“You and I have agreed to end this ourselves. We swore. Because you feel bad about breaking our oath 
and you feel sorry for me, you’re not accepting that young child as your disciple!” 


Huh. 

‘...I guess that’s right. It could also be that sort of reason.’ 

They’re in the same situation, but it would be weird if only one of them had a disciple. 

Looking at the feelings of the Heavenly Demons, it seemed that she did feel sorry for the Murim Lord. 
But. 

“Tsk, tsk. There’s no need to be so uselessly loyal!” 


“T thought you would do this, so I took the initiative.” 


The Murim Lord tapped the Venomous Snake on the shoulder. 
The Venomous Snake scratched his cheek with a bitter smile. 
“Well. It ended up like this.” 

The Heavenly Demon’s eyes widened. 

“O, old man... You couldn’t possibly have, that kid...” 

“That’s right! I made him my top disciple today!” 

“You bastard, you think it’s all right to do this to my great self?!” 


The Heavenly Demon rushed at him. Boom, boom! Two masters rolled around in the snow in a 
dogfight. 


“Do you know what kind of heart I had, not going forth with the ceremony today?! But this old man 
ignored the young, devoted heart of my great self as if it was nothing...!” 


“Shuddup! If fate comes to find you, thank your departed parents in heaven and accept it! A person 
can’t just ignore it because they’re being too conscious of others!” 


“What about the Great Battle of Good and Evil?!” 


“Does it have to be just the two of us for it to be the battle? If our disciples fight, it can also be 
considered as the great battle!” 


“T can’t accept it unless you’re my opponent!” 

“For a demon lord, you sure have some idiotic thoughts!” 

“What did you say?!” 

The woman grabbed the old man’s neck. 

The old man, unwilling to lose, grabbed the woman’s head and glared. 


“Agh, you demon! You’re always like this. If it’s not one thing, it’s the other. You rockhead! You think 
the world will split apart just because we split our positions?” 


“T don’t know what sort of world you see, but the landscape I see is ice! Anyway, it will split if you 
split it!” 


“Then melt it!” 


“There is a fire called the Demonic path that will melt it! And the demonic cult members are the 
firewood!” 


“Then get one more log for the fire!” 


“Ax saint, you...! You hypocrite of the Righteous Path, you’re just grabbing the ends of my words to 
fight me...!” 


There was such an argument between the old man and the woman. Whenever the two traded blows, two 
different worlds clashed with each other with the sound of metal. Worlds were able to establish 
themselves even in this endless dog fight. 


Leaving the two worlds to fight, I looked at the Venomous Snake. 
“Tt’s a little surprising.” 
“What are you talking about?” 


How did someone like you, with your true self, take someone as a teacher? —was not something that I 
could say to him right away. 


So I beat around the bush a little. 


“Aren’t you the Chen Mu-mun master? Is it okay for the guildmaster to receive tutelage from a new 
teacher?” 


“Fuck. If you have a place to do a sword dance, you do the sword dance, and if you have a teacher to 


+ ie 2 


learn from, you ask to learn. I can’t just sit back for each of these things, picking at ‘why’. 
The Venomous Snake smiled. The thick lines of his face held a manly kind of smile. 

Huh. 

“Venomous Snake-nim.” 

“What?” 


“T’ll tell you clearly. Being pushed into this position by force or by mere pity. You’Il regret it if you 
were to be a disciple of the Murim Lord with such a half-hearted resolution.” 


The two worlds were still fighting loudly. 


It was different from the time that the Venomous Snake was pushed into the Chronicles of the Heavenly 
Demon by his pride and his followers. 


This was an insult to those two worlds. 

I couldn’t forgive it. 

“ ..T really don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

The Venomous Snake scratched his cheek, then sharply raised his single eye. 


“Hey, why is the guy called the Death King rambling about this so much? If you want to confirm 
something, confirm it with your sword.” 


With that, the Venomous Snake raised his sword. 
“Tt won’t be easy, though.” 


But there was an easy way to check. It would become apparent if I opened up the Venomous Snake’s 
psychological status window. 


But instead of doing that, I said quietly, “Venomous Snake-nim.” 
“Yeah.” 

“Have you ever been hungry?” 

The Venomous Snake blinked. 

“What?” 

At that moment, I ran forward. 


NAS 


[1] Apple: Gongja may be confused because the word for apple (At) is a homonym for the word for 
apology. 


[TN] Uhhhbhhh........ This is thursdays. Hello again. The new translator backed out. For now, we’ || be 
going back to a schedule of 3 chapters/week. 


(Please send help.) 


To report errors and issues or just talk grammar/language with me, contact me through Discord: 


https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 77. 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha QC: LightBrin 
5. 

I rushed at him. 

I raised my sword. 

I stabbed and cut. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

First form. 

Sword of Starvation. 


My body became that of a hungry farmer. My sword became a pickax. Struck by my blade, the air 
crumbled like dried mud. 


At the end of the smashed, shattered, and broken void was the head of the Venomous Snake. 
“What...?” 


The Venomous Snake flinched. His gaze was stained with shock. The Venomous Snake’s shoulder was 
about to move, but it stopped, and in the next moment, his hips moved. He had given up on a 
counterattack and was now trying to dodge. 


But there was no way that a farmer’s pickax would not strike the land. 


My sword dug into the void. The Venomous Snake pulled himself back. The void sucked in his body’s 
worth of air, breaking the atmosphere. 


Bang! 


The snow whirled around with the sound of the air cracking and bursting. It was winter. Every time the 
wind blew, the snow did too, and the air that scratched one’s nostrils was extremely dry. 


“—Fuck.” 


The Venomous Snake raised his sword. Between the flurries of snow, the Venomous Snake’s eye 
flashed. There was a shock in the lone eye of the Chen Mu-mun master. 


“What is this?” 
I rushed at him. 
Once again, I raised my sword. 


I stabbed and cut. 


“Ho—” The Venomous Snake again jumped back instead of blocking my sword. “Holy shit.” And with 
an explosive bang, ice pellets rose in the air. “Fuckin—” Whenever I cut, the Venomous Snake escaped. 
He had no choice but to avoid it. “Son of a gun!” A whirlwind burst in his place. 


“Motherfucker!” 

As [ran at him again, I stopped. 

To be precise, my body came to a stop abruptly. 

I wasn’t breathing. I hadn’t realized it. 

“Huff.” As I inhaled, dry air hit my throat. There was a tornado raging in my lungs. 
“Hooo.” I felt as if my intestines had flipped over. 

“Haaah.” Every time I breathed, my body hurt and I trembled. 
But I did not let go of my sword. 

One round. 

The battle was over in one round. 

“Infection... it was obvious that you would get it...” 

The Venomous Snake stared at me in a cold sweat. 


“Death King, I thought you were just talking shit... But your sword skills are also quite good. Fuck. 
Really, what the hell? These blows can be summed up as a [Petty Demonic Sword]!” 


“Yes, disciple! That indeed is a sword where you can feel the force of the devil that freezes and shatters 
the world. It is the [Eternal Demon Sword]!” cried the Murim Lord, who was grappling with the 
Heavenly Demon. 


There must be an insurmountable, 4th-dimensional wall that could not be crossed between the [Petty 
Demonic Sword] that the Venomous Snake said and the [Eternal Demon Sword] that the Murim Lord 
was talking about, but that wall could not be noticed unless one was a mind reader.[1] 


The Heavenly Demon also did not realize that the wall was there. She clicked her tongue. 
“You’re pretty sharp for a guy with only one eye.” 


“Of course! It’s unfortunate that he’s a little old, but he has a ‘true’ eye that sees the essence of things. 
Otherwise, would this Ax Saint accept him as a disciple?” the Murim Lord shouted, glancing at me. 


“Hmm. You’ve also gotten a better disciple than you could have expected. It hasn’t been long since he’s 
been yours, and he’s already using a terrifying demonic sword like that, haha. The Demon Lord’s little 
seed is scary enough to surpass even the Four Demon Lords!” 


“T told you, I still haven’t accepted him as a disciple...” 


“Confound it! Are you still saying that sort of stuff?!” 


The Heavenly Demon shut her mouth. 


‘That’s right,’ I thought, breathing wildly. “This isn’t a fight for me to beat the Venomous Snake, nor a 
fight for the Venomous Snake to beat me.’ 


The purpose of this match was— 

“To make the Heavenly Demon accept me.’ 

In this respect, the Murim Lord and I had the same purpose. 

We were both trying to give the Heavenly Demon, who was just waiting for destruction, a future. 
The Murim Lord grinned. 

“Disciple!” 

“Yes, Master!” 

The Murim Lord shouted at the Venomous Snake, who answered with good spirit. 

“From now on, I’ll give you some advice! Make sure you listen!” 

“What...?” 

The Heavenly Demon’s jaw dropped. 

“O, old man! What are you doing now?!” 

“Why? Do you have a problem? Didn’t you say you weren’t teaching that greenhorn demon?” 


“Th, that’s true, but... I mean, you’re giving advice during their competition! It’s rude for someone to 
give a hand when playing baduk, but it’s even more so when two martial artists are competing!”[2] 


“These two are martial artists?” 
The Murim Lord laughed and stroked his beard. 


“In my eyes, I can only see the proud successor of the Righteous path and the newbie Demonic cultist. 
Since it’s a young demon, it’s okay no matter how we defeat him. So, there’s no problem.” 


“The more I see this old man, he really...!” 
“Hehe.” 
The Murim Lord shouted energetically, 


“Disciple! That newbie demonic cultist, his blows may be pretty hard, but don’t think he can keep up 
this momentum! Never get hit and keep avoiding it. Dodge, and wait for his strength to fall!” 


“Oi oi, Master! It’s true!” The Venomous Snake grinned. “I’ve figured out that much a long time ago! 
Do you have any more practical advice?” 


“Hey. Why is your disciple talking like that?!” The Heavenly Demon ground her teeth. It was a face 
bursting with heat in various ways. “Is that really the dignity of the last disciple of the Righteous Sect?” 


“Oho. This demon’s got a problem with the way he talks? Then, do you expect children from the 
outside world to talk the same way as we do? Or why not? Your disciple... Oh, you said he wasn’t your 
disciple yet. Anyway, are you worried that the noob demon will be crushed by my student who speaks 
that way?” 


SMO. 

“Disciple! Use the Butterfly Sword and the Precept of Life and Death! You’!] beat him in one round!” 
The Venomous Snake’s thick eyebrows wriggled. 

Below it, in his one eye, there was a deep realization. 

“Sure. Is it the [Butterfly Sword] and the [Precept of Life and Death]?” 

“That’s right! I’d like you to also add the tricks of your everyday martial arts, but is it possible?” 
“Fuck, of course it is possible! Master. I’m the Venomous Snake, guildmaster of Chen Mu-mun!” 
The Venomous Snake blew his nose and gripped his sword with vigor. 

Meanwhile, I was finally able to control my breathing again. 

As I fixed my posture, the Venomous Snake whispered to me, “Death King.” 

“Yes.” 

“You asked me if I had ever starved?” 

“T did. Venomous Snake-nim.” 

“Ts that your martial arts?” 

His question was as sharp as a glance from his single eye. 

I replied evenly, “It’s the imagery from the previous blow.” 

“T thought so.” 

The Venomous Snake smirked. Then, he turned his head and smiled. 

“T’ll ask it another way, Death King. What do you think is martial arts?” 

The leader of the Chen Mu-mun asked about martial arts. 


It was the same as the Heretic Questioner discussing God, the same as Sword Saint discussing the 
sword, and the distant future master of the Alchemy Castle discussing medicine, so it was something 
that I had to listen to properly. 


I would have done the same. If I didn’t meet the Sword Emperor, didn’t learn demonic arts from the 
Heavenly Demon, and above all, before I read the psychological state of the Sword Emperor. 


“T’ll answer it for you!” 


The Venomous Snake lowered his stance and raised his sword. 


Like a venomous viper ready to strike. 

“Lift your feet! Swing your arms! Make a fist!” 
Then, he moved. 

No—he flowed. 


It was as if the Venomous Snake himself had become liquid. Like water flowing from a high spot to a 
low spot, he flowed smoothly and gently. Right in front of me. 


He flowed like that, and in the next moment, bang...! 
“Martial arts means—” 
I barely blocked the blade that soared up from the bottom to the top. 


Immediately, the Venomous Snake twisted the blade. The blade ran up against my blade, creating 
sparks as it did. The Venomous Snake straightened his sword like that. As if piercing the sky, he stood 
upright and slightly bent his wrist. He tilted. 


Then, he yelled. 

“You beat up the little shit in front of you!” 
The strikes poured down like rain. 

“That’s all! You little shit!” 

A shower of blades rained on me. 


“Damn it,” Bang! As soon as I blocked it, “Ah,” bang! The next blow went, “Oh!” The next blow 
again, “Damn,” and the abruptly falling blade chewed down on my sword and bit it. In that instant, he 
widened the opening I had made. “Ach,” then, swish...! The burrowing blade scratched my cheek. 


“This...!” 

Blood spilled. I narrowly took a few steps back. But— 

“T won’t miss!” 

The Venomous Snake literally followed me, curling up like a serpent. 
Again, a slash from the bottom to the top. 

“Agh.” 

As soon as I blocked it, he rose and showered down more blows upon me. 
“Damn it.” 

Damn. He was definitely strong. 

He wasn’t ranked highly among hunters for nothing. This Venomous Snake! 


“Oi oi, Death King! Is that all you have to show after drawing the first blood?” 


The Venomous Snake snorted. 

The burning feeling inside me burst out not from my mouth, but from someone else’s. 

“Damn it..!” 

It was the Heavenly Demon. 

“You!” 

She bitterly yelled at me. 

“What are you doing? It’s a shower! It’s water! Doesn’t that sword form resemble rainwater?” 


The Heavenly Demon, who had been provoked by the Murim Lord, finally couldn’t keep it in any 
longer. The woman shouted at me with her fists clenched. 


“What are you so afraid of? Receive it and drink!” 
The Heavenly Demon was acknowledging this match. 


She was acknowledging that it was between me, who had become the successor to the Demonic Cult, 
and the Venomous Snake, who had become the successor to the Righteous Sect. She was accepting the 
fight between the two of us. This was a confrontation between the Demonic Cult and the Righteous 
Sect, and we were both accepted as the ‘proxies’ of the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. 


“Ha.” 

I laughed. 

“Understood!” 

I lifted my stance while holding the sword in reverse. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Second form. 

Sword of Thirst. 


I blocked the pouring attacks of the Venomous Snake before it could start pouring. Then, as if I was 
drinking it upside down, I dragged it to my desired path. It spilled. 


It spilled to the ground. 

“Oh.” 

The Venomous Snake who had wasted a turn. 

And I, who had made him waste the turn. 

At the moment when our eyes crossed, the voices of the old man and the woman also crossed. 
“Disciple! Use the Rotten Leaf Earth Technique! It’s become wet soil...” 


“Ha! Then make it into a puddle!” 


The Venomous Snake crouched and took a defensive posture as I simultaneously twisted my sword. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Third form. 

Sword of the Drowned. 

Very slightly, at an angle. 


When it’s nearly horizontal, bang! Attack, bang! Make it fly, bang! Matching the Venomous Snake’s 
breath, bang! When he blinks, bang! With that. 


For the finale, in reverse, 

Oof, bang...!! 

“Fuck...!” 

The Venomous Snake ground his teeth as his flank was cut. 
The Murim Lord shouted, 

“Tt’s strong! Fall back!” 

“Follow!” 

the Heavenly Demon yelled. 


The Venomous Snake retreated, following the Murim Lord’s orders, and I advanced, following the 
voice of the Heavenly Demon. 


Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
Fourth form. 

Sword of Freezing. 

“Aaagh, you!” 

The Venomous Snake was angered. 
“You’re a sucker for a fight, really!” 
“Venomous Snake-nim is also tough!” 


“No, you’re really a sucker! Were you a lollipop in a previous life, Death King? How does it stick 
together like this?”[3] 


“Then was Venomous Snake-nim a dog in your previous life?” 


As we wondered about each other’s past lives, the Venomous Snake and I clashed swords. A large 
amount of snow soared as the winter wind raged. 


The field became more heated, though. 


“Break off at a good point, disciple!” 


“Hit him properly!” 


“Don’t block it! Avoid it, even if you have to use the Running Wave! After that, use the Aged Earth 
Counterstrike...” 


“Child! You can’t stop, either! Avoid it!” 
There were scars on our skins. 

They were increasing in number. 

Blood splattered, flesh flew away. 


Both the Venomous Snake and I had become caked in blood at some point. The open wounds were 
buried in the cold wind and quickly hardened into scars. 


“Oho, Madu, you bitch! Aren’t you the one interfering in their match, now?” 

The Murim Lord was scolding her, but he was still laughing. 

“You’re an old man with only sly serpents in your mind...” 

The Heavenly Demon was telling him off, but she was laughing. 

Whenever the two laughs intersected, the Venomous Snake’s sword clashed with mine. 


Neither I nor the Venomous Snake intended to kill each other. There was no intention to kill even in the 
war between the Heavenly Demon and the Murim Lord. Therefore, this was not life or death. 


It wasn’t a fight to kill. 
But it was a fight that, if ended, would allow everyone to die. 
“Huff, hooo! Haa!” 


I became the sword of the Heavenly Demon. I fought with all my power in the place of the Heavenly 
Demon, whose body had become infected and could not fight without spilling her energy all over. 


This was the scene that she had lost. 
“Haaa!” 


The Venomous Snake became the sword of the Murim Lord. He ran with all his power in the place of 
the Murim Lord, whose whole body was infected and who could not wield an ax without breaking his 
spirit. 


This was a dream that he couldn’t dream of anymore. 
All scenes fade. 
No matter how brilliant a dream was, it would one day become discolored. 


Humans all decay. 


“Agh...” 

At some point. 

The Heavenly Demon stopped talking. 

The woman who was called the greatest of all time in the Murim world slowly covered her face. 
“You wicked... You wicked things...” 

A decaying genre. 

A decaying world. 

“T threw it all away. I threw it away a long time ago, but it’s starting again...” 
Only people could abandon people. 

Only people could not abandon people. 

“What do you want...?” 

How much time had passed? 


When neither I nor the Venomous Snake had the strength to lift our swords, our match was over. There 
was no winner. There was no loser, either. 


I put away my sword. 


Breathing harshly, I walked with arduous steps. I walked in the snowfield. I walked to the Heavenly 
Demon, who was standing with her face covered, and I kneeled on my throbbing knees. 


“Heavenly Demon-nim.” 

I touched the snowfield with trembling hands. 

“T want to become your disciple.” 

I want to be your scene. 

“T would like to have Heavenly Demon-nim as my teacher.” 
I want to be your dream that doesn’t discolor. 

“T am called the Death King.” 

I hope your scene leads to my scene, your dream leads to my dream, and your life leads to my life. 
“My real name is Kim Gongja.” 

It was a period when all sincerity was mocked. 

I want to support you so no one can laugh at you. 


“Please accept me as your disciple.” 


Please keep living. 

That was what I said. 

The sunset colored the sky. 

Snow was falling in the field. 

“T am the Heavenly Demon, So Baek-hyang.” 


Snowflakes fluttered in the wind for a long time before falling from the sky to the snowy field. There 
were countless snowflakes. And one snowflake came to rest on one woman’s dark hair. The white 
melted in the black and flowed down. 


“Bow to me in the Ceremony of Nine Salutes.” 
The Heavenly Demon opened her lips. 
“T will receive you as my last disciple.” 


NAS 


[1] The “Petty Demonic Sword” and the “Eternal Demon Sword” use different hanja, but they are 
pronounced the same way in Korean. 


[2] Baduk: A Korean board game, also known as “go” in Japan and “weiqi” in China. 


[3] & 241 is colloquial for “it sucks,” but its literal meaning is “it’s like hard taffy.” The joke was 
translated to “lollipop” because the pun worked out too well and I couldn’t help myself. 


To report errors and issues or just talk grammar/language with me, contact me through Discord: 


https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 78. <The Scent of Snow. (1)> 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha QC: LightBrin 

1, 

...Baraya, baraya, agabaraya... 

... The heart is a candle, so burn this place... 

These were prayers that had been handed down since ancient times. 
As monks chanted Amitabha, the Demonic cultists chanted Baraya. 
...Baraya, baraya, agabaraya... 

... The heart is a candle, so burn this place... 


No one knew what ‘baraya’ meant. So Baek-hyang also didn’t know. The old man who brought So 
Baek-hyang to the Demonic Cult didn’t know. They memorized it without understanding. 


For So Baek-hyang, Baraya was a song of the people. It was a scream. Screams originally have no 
meaning. So, wasn’t it natural that the song of the commoners also had no meaning? 


One could memorize it without understanding. 
Just like how people don’t have to know much in order to scream. 


A person can be polite only when he learns etiquette, and he can practice justice only when he learns 
righteousness, but the exception is screaming. Even someone who has learned nothing could scream. 


...Baraya... 

...Baraya... 

...Agabaraya... 

Screaming was a commonality between people of all nations in the world. 
The world that So Baek-hyang looked at was screaming. 

-[ have nothing more to teach you. 

The old man said. 

-It is time for you to make your appearance. 

-Where should I go? 

So Baek-hyang asked. A subdued voice. She had already become mature. 


The 11-year-old little kid was not here. Black hair, black eyes, black uniform. The woman was as dark 
as a well in the night. 


She wanted to be hell. 


To become the people’s hell, the woman advanced that much. 
-Where do you want to go? 

-To the place where people starve. 

So Baek-hyang replied. 


-I want to go where the thirsty are, where there are those who are suffocating, where there are cold 
people, where the drug addicts are, where the ill people are, where people are punished by the 
government, where people burn. 


So Baek-hyang looked into the air. 
-That’s where I want to go. 
Far, far away. 


The sound of prayer was heard outside the main hall. The Demonic cultists were bowing as they 
prayed. Their voices. Their trembling. Baraya, baraya, agabaraya... They vibrated and traveled through 
the wooden floor. 


-Then, Baek-hyang. 

The old man opened his mouth. 
-You can go anywhere in this world. 
So Baek-hyang. 21 years old. 

She appeared in the Murim world. 


That winter, 31 martial artists, 47 court officials in the court, and 55 members of powerful families in 
the provinces were killed. 


2; 
“Our sect’s traditions are special.” 


The Heavenly Demon quietly retreated from the others. She congratulated the Murim Lord and the 
Venomous Snake. Then, she started to lead me somewhere with just the two of us. 


“Do you know how to do the Ceremony of Nine Salutes?” 
“No. I don’t know how.” 
“In our sect, when a disciple greets his master, he bows nine times.” 


The place we headed for was a cave. A cave fogged up by a hot spring. I had become used to the caves 
like they were my own home, but I wasn’t familiar with the spot that the Heavenly Demon took me to. 


It was a place our party had never been allowed to enter. 


The Heavenly Demon walked deep into the cave. 


“Hm ” 


The Heavenly Demon waved her hand. Her loose sleeve fluttered once, then candles lit up the 
darkness. Countless candles lit up the stalagmites and stalactites of the cave. 


“But it doesn’t end with just bowing. The master decides whether or not to accept the nine bows. The 
master can demand the student to do the Ceremony of Nine Salutes as many times as they want, until 
they are satisfied.” 


The Heavenly Demon grinned. 

“To sum it up, it all depends on how I feel.” 
“Umm... Are there any other criteria?” 
“There are.” 

The end of the tunnel. 


“Naturally, the heart is more important than appearance. Child. The reason why the time and place are 
important to etiquette is simply that a person’s heart is cunning and light.” 


There was a huge library. 


Every time the Heavenly Demon took a step, candles were lit on both sides of the step. The more the 
candles were lit, the clearer the library’s true form became. A high cave ceiling. Books and bamboo 
poles were stacked up to reach the ceiling. 


“Tt is not easy to grasp the lightness of the heart.” 
The Heavenly Demon walked. 
A candle lit up by her ankle. 


“Therefore, man chooses sacred times and sacred places. He relies on the time and place. It is to hold 
the light heart heavy by depending on the sky and the earth.” 


“Heavenly Demon-nim. This is...?” 
“This is the sect’s secret martial arts storehouse,” the Heavenly Demon said. 


“And it’s also the martial arts storehouse of the Five Noble Clans and the Nine Great Schools. I call this 
place Cheonmugwan.”[1] 


Bae Hu-ryeong opened his mouth. 


-That’s awesome. It’s totally a treasure trove! Zombie, I’m going to look at some martial arts books! 
Don’t mind me and do whatever you have to do. If you can, drag it out until I can read it all! 


The martial arts-crazed Bae Hu-ryeong ran to the books. 
-Oh yeah! All the skills in the world are mine now! I’ll get all the enlightenment, all of it! Kuhahaha! 


The Heavenly Demon was calm, unaware that there was a ghost running about in her library. 


“When I was twenty-one, I entered the world of martial arts. Can you guess what my first thought was 
when I appeared in the Murim world?” 


“Uh. I’m going to destroy all the heads of the bastard do-gooders in the Righteous Sect?” 
“That was my third thought.” 

“T’Il prove that the Demonic Cult is the best...?” 

“That was my second thought.” 

The Heavenly Demon winked with her left eye. 

“What I said was this. Since I was young, I really hated the word Murim.” 

“Huh?” 


“Murim is a word that reveres mu, the martial artists. But how can there be only martial artists in our 
world? There are boatmen and farmers. Merchants live here, as do prostitutes. There are countless trees 
that make up a single forest. Each tree has a different name and a different grain, but the Nine Great 
Schools and the Five Noble Clans named the forest, above all things, after the mu.” 


She didn’t like it. 

Quietly, the Heavenly Demon muttered. 

“So the great me decided to take away the mu from them.” 

“To take away the mu?” 

“T robbed them of all the martial arts texts that they worshiped like a shrine!” 
The Heavenly Demon laughed raucously. 

The smile on her face was playful. 


“Huhu. The face the Gonryun masters made are still clear in my head. They begged with their heads 
hung down for me to leave the book containing the wisdom of the Cloud Dragon! I am a great person. I 
just buried those taoists in the ground but left their heads sticking out. And while they were watching, I 
wrapped up the martial arts books and left!” 


Wow. 
My master has such a nice personality. 


“Tt has been decades since then. Now, this is Gonryun and the shamans. It is the 4,000 Tang Mun. It’s 
the strongest family in the nation. It’s the Mosan Sect. Since all the martial arts in the world form a 
forest here, this place truly deserves to be called Murim. I would...” 


The Heavenly Demon slowly sat down. 
“T would like to receive your bows here.” 


“Will you do it?” 


“Yes.” 


“T’m not going to care about the appearance. Child of the outside world. Just bow as your body tells 
you to.” 


I did. 


I took off my shoes and put them down. I got down on my knees. The moment that my forehead was 
about to touch the floor, the Heavenly Demon’s voice flowed. 


“Bow nine times, but put a different heart in each bow.” 
A different heart. 
“The first bow should contain the heart of hunger.” 
“Do you understand?” 
Was that so? 
“Yes. I understand.” 
The relationship between the master and the disciple was truly precious. 
In the Demonic Sect, this ritual was not simply about bowing nine times. 
The Ceremony of Nine Salutes. 
It was no different from the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
“Hoo...” 
Slowly. I breathed in deeply. 
I drew a picture in the center of my heart. 
A farmer wielding a pickax. The riverside. Mud. 
| Hunger is children waiting for the sun. | 
I bowed. 


The Heavenly Demon nodded. She accepted my first salute. There was no lie in my hunger, so there 
was no fault in my bow. 


“The stages of the Demonic Cult are largely divided into four.” 
To me, who would soon become a disciple, the Heavenly Demon gave an ancient lesson. 


“The first stage is ‘ipma,’ or rising demon. Rising demons are those who know how to talk about their 
pain. The cultists who enter our sect speak with a sword, not with words. Therefore, the rising demon is 
a person who knows how to speak of his pain with a sword.” 


I bowed again. 


After hunger was thirst, and I pictured seawater in my heart. 


“The second stage is gukma, or extreme demon. The extreme demon is someone who knows how to 
speak of the pain of others. Therefore, the extreme demon refers to a person who can use a sword to 
deal with the pain of others.” 


The Heavenly Demon silently accepted my second salute. 

I bowed again, drawing the image of the drowned father in my heart. 
“The third stage is talma, or elusive demon.” 

Again, the Heavenly Demon nodded. 

She was willing to accept my third salute. 


“The elusive demon is someone who knows how to talk about the pain of everyone. The elusive demon 
can walk down the street and easily feel what makes the person passing by him suffer.” 


I did the fourth salute. 


“Tt is extremely rare for anyone to reach this level! Even in the history of our sect, the number of 
elusive demons can be counted on one hand. The great me is an elusive demon.” 


Again, the Heavenly Demon accepted my bow. 


“Finally, there is the stage of sinma, the demonic god. The demonic god knows not only the suffering 
of all men but the suffering of all things. It is said that he can speak of the pain of all things in creation. 
But this is a theoretical stage! So I will just skip over that stage. In fact, no one has ever reached the 
stage of a demonic god.” 


It was when I was trying to do the fifth salute. 
“Stop.” 

I stopped. 

“Do it again.” 


The fifth sword of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art was the path of poison. They were the 
movements of those who died from poison and addiction. I hadn’t mastered the fifth sword yet. The 
Heavenly Demon said softly, “I told you to do it again.” 


I bowed. 

“Do it again.” 

I bowed. 

“Do it again.” 

Again. Again. Again. Again. 


There was sweat on my forehead. Cool sweat ran down my back. 


The Heavenly Demon’s face remained calm. 

“Do it again.” 

Number of times to bow with death by poisoning in my heart, 336. 
Number of times to bow with death by illness in my heart, 189. 


I had to bow 510 times with death by blunt impact in my heart before the Heavenly Demon accepted 
my salute. 


I was sweating. 

I silently knelt down and bent my back. 
“_.. You’re a straightforward child.” 
The Heavenly Demon smiled. 


“There are children who are honest from birth. There are also children who are born with a bad omen 
but become honest by their own will. Child of the outside world, you are definitely the latter. I wonder 
what kind of life you’ve led to come this far.” 


Her smile was a little sad. 

“What kind of life are you trying to lead, to become like this...?” 

The candlelight flickered. 

The light shook and the shadows shook. 

As it swayed, the shadow of the Heavenly Demon and my shadow overlapped. 
“Tf the sun means life, then shadows mean pain.” 

The thin shadow opened its lips. 


“The outline of each human as they live their life is separate, but their pain overlaps again and again. 
Thus, humans are not one because they are alive, but because they feel pain.” 


It was the doctrine of the shadows. 


“If you say that you will share the pain with someone, you are saying that you will be with that person 
for a lifetime. Therefore, those who are hurt by everyone only want to be with everyone. Child.” 


A doctrine with only one mouth that could share it, pass it on in this world. 
“Gongja.” 
That mouth was talking to me. 


“People don’t just decide who they leave scars on. They can also decide whose scars to wear. The 
common people you are trying to save will never be good. The crowd you have saved will never be 
honorable. The one you love will never be perfect,” the shadow whispered. 


The whisper of the shadow carried the heat of the candle. 


“Even so, if you want to be hurt by everyone. If you are willing to give them your bare skin. Think 
about how they scratch you with their fingernails, how they will hurt you even if they hug you too 
tightly.” 


“Life is pain. But that is only human suffering. Bara, bara. Agabaraya. This is your heart’s meaning and 
fire. Burn it, and see the shade of others.” 


The candle wax dripped. 
“The eighth infernal heaven is death by fire.” 
It flowed down. 
“Gongja. Bow with a burning heart.” 
I. 
| But you know that I’m the Flame Emperor. | 
| That’s why you have to die for me. | 
| Goodbye. | [2] 
I bowed again. 
Deeply. 
The shadow was silent. 
336 times for the poison. 189 to the illness. 510 for blunt impact. 


The words ‘Do it again,’ which rang in the cave 1035 times, was not heard this time. She seemed to be 
satisfied with my single bow for death by incineration. 


“fadad SARC? 
The traces where the candle wax flowed. 
A voice spread over the spot where that trace was made. 


“The infernal heavens’ last sword form... It is not set. It is a free style. From generation to generation, 
the sect leader engraves their own death on the last sword. So, the ninth sword of the Infernal Heavens 
Demonic Art varies greatly from person to person.” 


A place for one’s own death. 


“Bow with your death.” 


While committing suicide 4090 times, I. 


My neck hurt. 


My neck, stabbed with a dagger, hurt. My hands trembled. My arms shook. I was afraid that the blade 
would go crooked or miss because of the trembling and shaking. I was afraid that the pain would be 
prolonged if I stabbed myself wrongly. So, I wrapped green tape on the handle of the dagger. 


The green tape wrapped around the hilt was also wrapped around my right and left hands. It was fixed 
there. That way, I wouldn’t tremble. I had regressed 4050 days. But I died 4090 times. I had to die. I 
almost gave up on the way. I had ran away from it for several days. 


However, I couldn’t forgive that person. 
I didn’t have the confidence I could forgive him and keep living. 


I wrapped up the green tape again. The slower my death, the blurrier my determination became. The 
blurrier my determination, the more I had to die. I stopped thinking of these useless things. I 
disregarded my hesitant thoughts. 


I desperately wanted to live, so I died desperately. 
Suicide. 
I drew it as the last picture in my heart and bowed to the Heavenly Demon. 


The shadow shook. It was the Heavenly Demon standing up from her seat. I realized it a bit late. When 
I realized it, the Heavenly Demon already put her hand on my shoulder. 


“Gongja.” 

Our shadows overlapped in the cave. 
“You are my disciple.” 

peeeekese 

“You are my disciple.” 

“Yes.” 


“T don’t care where you come from. Wherever you go, wherever you are, you are a disciple of the 
Heavenly Demon, So Baek-hyang. Our doctrine is in your heart. Even if society is destroyed and the 
world ends, as long as your heart still beats, the infernal heavens will continue.” 


I opened my mouth. 
“—_Yes, Master.” 

My neck hurt. 

Those were painful days. 


I finally knew it now. 


[1] Cheonmugwan: Cheon as in heaven, mu as in martial arts, gwan as in storeroom. But in English, 
Heavenly Martial Arts Storeroom sounds kind of lame. 


[2] This bracketed section is supposed to be a direct quote from the third chapter, Gongja’s first death. 
However, the TL back then worded things more ambiguously in English than it is in Korean, probably 
because it made more sense in context and they weren’t expecting a callback to it 75 chapters later. 
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After a long while, the Heavenly Demon and I were able to return to the party. 


The two of us were quiet. 

As we walked through the cave tunnel, the Heavenly Demon said only one thing. 
“..It’s very dark ahead, so be careful where you step.” 

I just answered, “Yes.” 


With that, our conversation ended. When I peeked at her face, it seemed to be submerged in 
apprehension. 


What was the Heavenly Demon, no. 
What was Master thinking about? 
‘Character window.’ 


There was a saying that a disciple should not step on even the shadow of their master, but it was hard to 
withstand my curiosity. Could it be that I had shown her too much of my weakness, and now Master 
had become cautious? That wasn’t what I wanted, though. 


if 
Name: So Baek-hyang 

Favorability: 85 

Favorite Genre: [Martial Arts] 

Hated Genres: [Classical], [Mythology], [History], [Fairy Tales] 
Favorite Characters: [Commoners], [Rival], [Disciple] 

Hated Characters: [Oppressor], [Deceiver], [Playboy] 

Favorite Plot: [All-out Match] 

Hated Plot: [Running Away], [Oblivion], [Meaningless Death] 


Psychological State: ‘Here. If I calculate my remaining energy... I can live for one year and six months 
more by being frugal. A year and a half! As I thought, it’s difficult! Within a year and a half, I must 
pass down everything to Gongja...’ 


+ 
Hmm 
Huh. 


My face tingled. I felt guilty for peeking into Master’s heart... And not only that, I felt bashful. Also... 
a little touched. I wasn’t sure what emotion it was, but my face felt very hot. 


Ah. Am I really weak against something like having people’s favor and being recognized? 
I heard a snicker. 

-Zombie! Today is a really good day! It’s a lucky day! 

Of course, my feelings of being moved did not last for long. 

A not-human ghost jerk shattered it all. 


-Well! No matter how different the world is, martial artists aren’t that different from those in my Murim 
world. Still, it makes me feel good that I can read martial arts texts for the first time in a long time. 
Kyaah! Ah, by the way. Did your ceremony go well? 


-Huh? What’s that? That sour look. You already look ugly, Zombie, and you’re making it uglier. You 
need to take care of your appearance. 


If my favorability rate could be shown right now, it would have immediately gone down by 10 points. 
Anyway, ghosts do not know about the human mind. 

[Shiny just barely stops sobbing and looks up at the warrior. ] 

Shiny, who had been shivering since a while ago, finally stopped. 

As expected, a constellation knows the human mind and what it feels. 

My favorability for Shiny rose by 30. 


“Oh. You’ve returned,” the Venomous Snake said to us. His one eye soon looked at me. “Is the 
ceremony over now?” 


“Yes. I officially became a disciple of the Demonic Cult.” 

“Cool. Congratulations.” 

“So, how did Venomous Snake-nim become the Murim Lord’s disciple?” 
The Venomous Snake smirked and folded his arms. 

“Well, somehow, it just happened.” 

“You said stuff like that earlier, too.” 


“What, do you want to hear all the details?” 


“Tf possible.” 

The Venomous Snake looked at me with his arms crossed. 

He shook his head with an expression so guarded as if not even a needle could pierce him. 

“I’m sorry, but it’s impossible,” the Venomous Snake said casually. 

“T just asked him to teach me. Nothing really happened.” 

Huh. 

Since our spar was also over, I opened the Venomous Snake’s psychological status window. 
[ Sheesh. That nearly-dead old man... No. Now he’s my master. 


Anyway, he says his life is short and wants to give the Heavenly Demon a reason to live. How could I 
refuse and say no? 


And he’s skilled. He’s superior to me... | 
I looked at the Venomous Snake, feeling as if I had been hit on the head. 
The Venomous Snake. 
He was a real ‘man.’ 
[Whoa~ Maybe it’s because I lied, but I keep thinking about it. 


The Murim Lord and the Heavenly Demon sometimes spar against each other. I’d been thinking that 
they’re sort of awesome since seeing that. 


So, since the two of us were sitting together, we started talking about martial arts. 


Then the Murim Lord suddenly said, ‘Whoa! Oi, you, is it true? How blessed is the outside world to 
have a genius like you?’ He seemed very astonished. 


As for me, I scratched the back of my head, thinking, hmm, it’s not that much— 


Then the Medicine King stepped in, asking why he was making such a fuss over that little thing, 
saying, 


‘Ah, this guy, the Chen Mu-mun master, is a precious [peer] to me even though it looks like this. With 
his skill, character, and appearance, of course he is qualified to be one.’ 


The Alchemist also blushed, saying, 


“Yes... Ch, Chen Mu-mun master is like an older bro..ther... N, nothing! I didn’t say anything! 
Anyway, the Chen Mu-mun master is the top ranker in our world... H, he’s even said to be an idol that 
people all over the world look up to! I think... Ahaha, ha, hahaha, I, I said something embarrassing—!’ 
And she clasped her hands to her cheeks. 


With the banquet of facts suddenly pouring out of them, I had no choice but to look at the distant 
mountains. 


Then the Murim Lord nodded as if everything made sense. 

‘Hey, I have a request! As the greatest genius, please be my last student!’ 
Haa~ This was so difficult. 

I just want to live quietly, but really, why is my life so... ] 

Okay. 

That was enough. 

The Venomous Snake. 

He was a ‘real man.’ 

“Death King. And Demonic Cult sect leader-ssi.” 

The best ‘real man’ of this time shrugged as he said, “I have one good news and one sad news for you.” 
“What is it?” 

“Tt was successful.” 


It wasn’t the Venomous Snake who answered my question. It was a more shaky voice, the voice of the 
Alchemist. The Alchemist was walking this way, wearing her thick glasses. 


“The cure. I developed it. It was a success, Death King-nim.” 


The reason I couldn’t answer right away was not that I was impressed with the declaration that she 
completed it. 


The Alchemist was a genius. I had no doubt that she could develop a cure; it was only a matter of time. 


In the meantime, I spent a lot of time learning about the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. If it was the 
Alchemist, especially with the help of the Medicine King, she would definitely be able to develop a 
cure. 


“What? You made the medicine?” 

Master looked surprised. 

“Ts that really true? If you are lying, say it now. I am generous enough to overlook a single lie.” 
“ .. Yes. It’s the truth,” the Alchemist said. 


“Actually, I developed it yesterday. I observed it for an additional day because I had to see the results of 
the clinical trial.” 


“Clinical trial? What’s that?” 


“Tt’s to see if the cure works properly. The experimental subjects donated by Heavenly Demon-nim and 
Murim Lord-nim... I’m sorry. The faction leader. I looked at his progress for a day.” 


The pharmacist seemed to be struggling to keep her face expressionless. 


“Tt’s been a long time since he died, so I couldn’t revive him. The zombie virus... I confirmed that the 
contagion was gone, and his body became an ordinary corpse. Yes. There is nothing wrong with the 
cure.” 


“Tf that’s true, isn’t it a great occasion?” 
Master was delighted. 


“That’s amazing! Even though the doctors and the taoists all worked together, they couldn’t defeat the 
disease. To find a solution with only two people, that’s something that goes beyond talent!” 


“No. Thanks to the data provided by Death King-nim...” 

“There’s no need to be modest. Heal the old man Ax Saint right now!” 
Master grabbed the Alchemist’s hands. 

Master’s joy could be vividly felt in her gestures and motion. 


“That guy pretends to be strong and proud, but he’s trembling. He doesn’t have many days left. He 
must have known that and so took in a child of the outside world as his disciple. It must be God’s 
compassion that let you develop the cure before the old man passed away!” 


“Yes... Of course, I’ll treat him. That’s why I’m here...” 
Then, I opened my mouth. 

“There is a problem with the cure.” 

“TIsn’t that so, boss?” 


The Alchemist hung her head. Her complexion was as dim as her voice. From the moment she said that 
she finished making the cure, the Alchemist hadn’t made eye contact with me. I had started to feel 
anxious from that point. 


“No, there is no problem with the cure... After all, I’m the one who made it. It’s perfect. But...” 
But. 

“But what?” 

“There are harmful effects to the abdomen.” 

Patter. 

We heard the sound of light footsteps. 


“Madu. I also witnessed that horse-faced taoist’s body return to normal. Just in case, I grabbed two 
more Jiangshi to look again, but the results were the same. There is no doubt about the efficacy of the 
medicine made by this maiden.” 


The Murim Lord, the Ax Saint. 
The old man in a white uniform slowly walked over to us. 


“But you know. The two of us are already half-corpses. Our bodies have become corpses long ago, but 
we’ ve been saving them by force.” 


Master’s face hardened. 

The Murim Lord stroked his beard in a forlorn manner. 

“We skillfully defied the laws of heaven to survive. Now we must pay the price.” 
“..It’s been a long time since both of you were infected with the Jiangshi disease.” 
The Alchemist opened her lips. 


“If you haven’t been infected yet, or if you were just infected, the cure and prevention will end with 
just one vaccine, but the two of you...” 


The Alchemist, with her head bowed, quickly moved her mouth. 


“There is no abnormality above the point where the cervix meets the spinal column. After taking the 
cure, you’ll return to normal as it was before the disease spread. However, below that point, what you 
are talking about is the origin of the disease, the pathogenesis... So, it’s impossible to distinguish the 
takgi.” 


In particular, the condition of the lower body was serious, the Alchemist said. 


“The passage through which your life energy moves is the same passage through which takgi spreads. 
In simple terms, you have to clean the hallway. The cure is not a meticulous tweezer but a dull broom. 
You can’t separate the dust and grains of sand while sweeping the hallway with a broom. The hallway 
has so much dust piled up, especially, the lower part of the abdomen...” 


The lower part of the abdomen was the place where life energy accumulated. 
For martial artists, it was as precious as life itself. 

“There, we have to clear everything.” 

“ ..If you clear it up,” Master said. 

“What does it mean to clear it up?” 

“We have to get rid of it.” 

The Alchemist’s voice was tight. 

“We have to perform surgery.” 


“_,.Are you saying you’re going to get rid of the tumor attached to the abdomen? That much is okay. 
There may be a loss in energy, but that can be recovered quickly.” 


“No. I have to remove it completely.” 


“You don’t have to doubt the success of the surgery. This type of surgery has been done before. I’m not 
a specialist, but the Medicine King is skilled. I, I am also capable of providing support. So...” 


“She has great skill in medical procedures,” the Murim Lord said, interrupting. “I don’t know much, 
but the doctors of the outside world are more skilled than the ones within the walls. It’s amazing to 
watch from the side. Madu. You should also look at it if you have the chance.” 


“Namgung Un.” 
“T am—” the Murim Lord coughed. 
“T am going to have the procedure.” 


“Tt’s only a handful of energy that I’ll lose anyway. There’s nothing to be sad about. I have no regrets. 
I’m glad that I can have a disciple in my old age. Even without my lower abdomen, I will have the 
mind to teach my pupil, and my disciple is a once-in-a-lifetime genius who understands ten things if I 
tell him one.” 


The Murim Lord looked at his longtime nemesis. 


“We are martial artists. Martial arts is in the heart. If the heart remains, martial arts remain. Isn’t that 
so, Baek-hyang>” 


Master could not answer. 


Throughout the night, the Murim Lord underwent surgery. Around dawn, the Alchemist and the 
Medicine King informed us that the operation was over. 


The operation was a success. 

4. 

At dawn, the snowfield contained the color of the shade. 
“Master.” 


Master stood alone at the entrance to the cave, looking down at the shadowy world. Long black sleeves 
fluttered in the wind. 


The scenery was far away. 
But Master’s back looked to be farther than the scenery. 
“Master.” 


“_..Did the result of the operation come out?” 


“Yes.” 

“What happened?” 

“He’s safe.” 

“Ts that so?” 

“Yes.” 

“T see.” 

Master’s gaze, though focused, did not seem to be looking at anything in particular. 
“Disciple.” 

“Yes.” 


“T wanted to cut down all the coldness in the world,” Master said. “That has been my wish since 
childhood. I resented the winter. The snow that fell in winter was something regretful for me. Why 
were there seasons in the world, and among the seasons, why did winter have to take people’s lives?” 


A world that had become covered by perpetual winter. 
The woman born with ice, snow, and shade hated the season that most resembled her. 


“T was confident that I could punish those who froze the world, even if I could not cut down the 
coldness with one strike. I remember the days when I first appeared in the land of rivers and lakes. It 
was also midwinter then.” 


I realized that something had changed about Master. 
Her sword. 


Master was holding a sword in her right hand. There was no guard. It was made only with a hilt and a 
blade. Unlike other swords that were transparent like mirrors, Master’s sword was pitch black. 


It was a sword that refused to be transparent. 

It was my first time seeing it, but I could guess what the sword was. 
“Bloody Demonic Sword...” 

“That’s right.” 

Master softly chanted, 


“When I first appeared in the land of rivers and lakes, I tried something. It was the will of a young 
heart. I accepted the coldness of the world as a literal thing and wished to cut down the snowy 
mountains.” 


Master exhaled. 
The breath shed at dawn was white. 


In the white sky, high mountain peaks rose. 


“T couldn’t even cut off the hem of it during those days, but—” 
Master raised her sword. 

“What will happen now? I wonder.” 

She swung the sword. 

It was a sluggish gesture. 


Master’s sleeves were long, so it took a long time for it to follow her hand movements. When the black 
sleeves fluttered in the air, the time in the world seemed to have stopped. In the frozen air, Master’s 
sleeves moved freely. 


“Barayeo,” wish. 

Sword dance. 

“Barayeo,” wish. 

Sword life.[1] 

“Agabarayeo,” I have a wish. 

The swordswoman was burned up as she performed her sword dance. 
“My heart is a candle.” 

With that. 

“Burn this place.” 

The snowy mountain was cut. 


The snow peak, which did not bear trees nor reveal rocks, which had no meaning except for just being 
there, was cut. 


The screams of the snow-covered mountains resembled thunder. Following the echoing scream, a pure 
white explosion. The snowy mountain collapsed, starting from the peak, causing a wave of snow to fall, 
and the waves built upon each other and fell apart in layers. It continued to collapse. A blizzard created 
by a person, not the heavens, greeted the dawn. 


Master was out of breath. 


“T could only cut the peak. I cut the mountain with my heart, but killing it with just my spirit is a far-off 
dream. This is the last stage of the great me.” 


“Disciple.” 
Master looked back at me. 
One mountain was crumbling white. 


“T will undergo the procedure.” 


NAS 


[1] The pronunciation of “sword dance” and “sword life” are identical. 
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Master did not undergo the surgery right away. 

“I’m sorry. I, I just have to take a break...” 


It was just after the Murim Lord’s procedure ended. Both the Alchemist and the Medicine King were 
tired from performing the surgery. The Alchemist collapsed and fell asleep, and the Medicine King 
went to the hot springs with his jaw hanging loose, clearly out of it. 


Master frowned and looked down at the Murim Lord. 

“Old man. I heard you lost your lower abdomen, so I came to see it myself.” 

“My first visitor since I’ve become a patient is incredible. Fine, come and feast your eyes.” 
“How do you feel?” 

The Murim Lord, who was lying down on the mat, and cackled. 

“T feel light. I feel like I just might ascend.” 

“You’re full of shit. You can’t even turn over a new leaf, let alone ascend...” 

The Murim Lord smirked. 

“Well, your mug looks lighter, too. Madu. Have you also decided to get the surgery?” 
“Yes.” 

Master sighed. 


“T just spent a year’s worth of energy while swinging my sword. It was the last time in my life that I 
could play with my chi like that.” 


“Hoho!” 
The Murim Lord’s eyes sparkled. 


“Tt must have been a magnificent sight. How regrettable that I couldn’t see it while I was lying in bed. 
So? What did you do?” 


“T tried to cut the winter, but I could not. That stage of deathly desperation is far away for me.” 


“Oh, that’s a shame. Well. Cheer up. Isn’t that an unprecedented stage? If it were as easy as that, the 
world’s history would have been upset at least six times.” 


The Murim Lord cackled again. 


Looking down at the old man’s laughter, Master opened her lips. 
“Namgung Un. You are...” 

“T don’t regret it at all.” 

The Murim Master flatly cut her off. 


“The world fell to pieces a long time ago, but we lasted for three years by a strange fate. It was a 
strange fate that the outside world’s doctors could treat us. That I could have a final disciple, that the 
Righteous Sect that I thought would end would continue—all of that is some strange act of fate! If all 
these strange coincidences overlap, isn’t this what you call a miracle? I am merely feeling grateful for 
this miracle.” 


“Hmm. The only thing that I regret is this. We’ve never been able to conclude our War of Good and 
Evil, Madu. Well, there is no such thing as a perfect life. Our disciples will take care of it.” 


“Yes. They will.” 


Master smiled a little. It was a lonely smile. However, Master’s eyes as she looked at me held a strong 
faith in them. 


“Tf this is the end of my life, I shall accept it.” 

It wasn’t a happy acceptance. But it was close to it. 

No matter how sweet candy is, it must melt in your mouth before you can swallow it. 
Maybe Master was carefully thinking about the end of her life. 

“Hmm.” 

I nodded. 

“Master. I have to go somewhere for a moment.” 

“Hmm? Where in the world can you go with the outside in that state?” 

“Think about it as your disciple going out for some air. Don’t worry.” 

“_..1 feel more worried because you said that.” 

Master quietly lowered her eyebrows. 

“You’re not trying to get involved in something perilous, are you?” 

“T will definitely be back before Master’s procedure is over.” 

I covered my fist with a hand in front of me and bowed. 

The way my hands were probably looked quite awkward, but I put my heart into the action. 


“Please get treated comfortably, Master. When you open your eyes again, your unworthy disciple will 
be waiting.” 


Master accepted this. 

Now, it was time for me to give Master her life back. 
6. 

I exited the cave and crossed the snowy field. 


As I crossed the snowfield, I pictured how this world looked before it was destroyed. The Murim. A 
martial arts forest. Was there a thick forest over there? Gangho. Rivers and lakes. Did water flow over 
there? 


“Milord.” 
It was the other side of the snowfield. 
“T have executed the order.” 


In the middle of the snowfield, the place where the trees had grown and the river flowed, Preta was 
kneeling on one knee. 


“Did you find them all>?” 


“Yes,” Preta said, her head bowed. White snow was like dirt on her hair. The snowflakes proved how 
long she had been kneeling. 


“As our lord ordered.” 

I had ordered Preta to do something the other day. 
| There will be Jiangshi that can use martial arts in the vicinity who are alone. | 
| Find them. | 


| Find the Demonic Cult members in their black uniforms. Find the chivalrous fighters in their white 
uniforms. | 


During the last three years of the great battle of good and evil, many Jiangshi have ‘gone missing.’ 
The corpses of the warriors were swept away by the blizzard and the snow in the wind. 


“There were 439 Jiangshi from the Demonic Cult that were lost. From the Righteous Sect, 478 
Jiangshi. In total, 917 people were missing.” 


That wasn’t all. 


“560 members of the Demonic Cult were not lost, but are in the vicinity. Members of the Righteous 
Sect that are in the vicinity, 521. In total, 1998. All of them.” 


Preta bowed a little deeper. 
Over her thin shoulder. 
“T have gathered them here for you.” 


Jiangshi were lined up in the snowfield. 


My regiment of skeletons held the Jiangshi captive on both sides. It was morning. There was no way 
that the weak Jiangshi could move in the sunlight, but even if the clouds covered the sun, their battle 
formation would not fall apart. 


“Good. You did well.” 

I nodded. 

“Now, bring the Jiangshi to me one by one.” 
“Yes. As you command.” 


The skeletons dragged over the cold corpses. By the time the first one reached me, I was already 
holding the Holy Sword. Winter was cold. But my blade that sliced through the winter air was colder. 


...Baraya... 


The wind blew. Just as the rain was collected in a lake, the wind blew into the valley in a rage. As it 
was collected in the valley, the sound of the winds seemed to resemble human voices. 


...Baraya... 

Far away. The wind shouted the sutra. 

The sound, as it dropped down, resembled the sound of all humans. 

I heard the sound of the wind that was rolling down and swung my sword. 
... Agabaraya... 

And cut decisively. 

The Jiangshi’s head split. 

“Huff.” 

I cut and cut the corpses. 

Without any rest. 

As the Jiangshi’s heads burst, fragments and debris splattered all over. 
“Next!” 

“Yes!” 


The skeletons quickly brought over the next corpse. Preta orchestrated the army of bones into moving 
in the way that was needed. As I fell into a steady pace, Preta quickly presented the corpses to me, and 
when I felt tired, she slowed down a bit. 


“Faster! I’ll finish them all before sunset today!” 
“Yes, milord!” 


Like the flowing wind, we continued our executions. 


A total of 1998 corpses. 

No matter how immobile or subordinate they were, it wasn’t easy to cut them with a single strike. 
“Huff, huff... hoo...!” 

I had been thinking about it all along. 

‘How can I reach the perfect ending?’ 

What kind of ending will ensure that Master is completely satisfied? 

‘How can a person’s life become complete?’ 

I wanted to achieve it without a single lie. 

So, I came to a conclusion. 

‘It isn’t enough for me to be her disciple.’ 


When Master goes crazy, that’s the bad ending. Definitely a poor result. But, was it really a happy 
ending with just the [introduction of a disciple]? 


Would Master be happy and satisfied with this ending? 
‘No.’ 
Normal ending. 


[Introduction of a disciple] is by no means a complete ending. It barely satisfied the criterion of an 
ending. 


Even if I declared that it was over with this, the Librarian, the constellation, would probably accept it, 
and the 22nd floor would be cleared as it is... 


“Huff! Hoo...!” 

But I would never be satisfied. 

“Milord, please stay strong! There’s only half of them left now!” 
[Shiny cheers for the warrior’s struggle at full power! ] 

The sun went down. 

The sky turned red, and the snowfield was dyed violet. 

“Hoo... huff! Hoo...!” 


I don’t know how long it took. Seven hours? Eight hours? It should have been about that much. 
Anyway, I swung my sword without stopping. My clothes were drenched with sweat and bits of 
corpses that I had cut down. 


“The last ten are coming! Milord!” 


10 people. 


I looked in front of me. As expected, only 5 members each from the Demonic Cult and the Righteous 
Sect remained. I took a deep breath and clenched the hilt tightly. 


A little more. 

“There are five!” 

A little bit more. 

“Last! This is the last one!” 


I smashed the head of a Demonic Cult member in a black uniform. The Jiangshi’s frozen brain 
shattered like ice. Finally, after cutting down the 1998th Jiangshi, I gave way and my knees fell into the 
snow. 


“Huff, huff...! Huff, hooo...” 
“You’ve worked hard, milord! You have done a great amount of work!” 


Preta looked like she was ready to jump with joy. It was expected since she had also suffered alongside 
me for over half the day. 


Ever since I collected her as a part of my shadow, Preta had always been brusque. It was the first time I 
had seen such honest joy coming from her. 


“What are you so happy about?” 


I asked after my breathing had stabilized. Then, Preta realized that her face had been showing her 
emotions for a while and quickly returned to her normal cold expression. 


“_..When I thought of the scene that milord would show, my heart naturally felt full. I haven’t been 
able to see milord’s master in person, but. I think she will be happy. And not just a simple joy, but... 
really, greatly.” 


“T guess.” 

I smiled, stretching out in the snow. 

“T hope she’ Il be pleased.” 

The cure was developed. 

I was recognized as Master’s disciple. 

Finally, I even obtained permission from Bae Hu-ryeong. 
It wasn’t easy getting all the way here. 

Finally... I was ready to see the ending of this world. 

z 

A week had passed. 


“Hmm. I feel somewhat empty without the lower abdomen energy.” 


For a week, Master and the Murim Lord recuperated. Fortunately, there was no need to find a separate 
spot for that. The cave here with its open-air bath served as the best vacation resort for recovering. 


“Even if I regulate my breath, my energy isn’t piling up. It’s quite uncomfortable not to have chi. Uh- 
huh, this is the pain of the desperate people who can’t do martial arts...” 


“Personally, I’m more comfortable now. Honestly, I didn’t feel like I was alive even though I was 
living! I had to block the takgi every day, make sure my heart was still beating. Oh my, oh my.” 


The Murim Lord sighed, sinking further into the hot spring. 


“Because I can breathe without thinking, I feel like I’m living a little now! And all this is thanks to the 
children of the outside world.” 


“Y, you did well hanging in there for so long...” 
The Alchemist hesitantly ended Master’s examination. 


“Today’s treatment is over. Both of you are fine. We could even say that you’re cured. E, even If the 
Jiangshi were to bite you again, you won’t become infected...” 


“Thank you.” 

Master raised her hand and stroked the Alchemist’s head. Flinch. The Alchemist briefly cowered back. 
“That old man and I are obliged to you for saving our lives. It’s not easy to help a stranger.” 

“Oh, not at all... I only did what was natural...” 


“Tt’s amazing that you think that was something natural. It is even more amazing that you went through 
and saw it till the end, what you thought was natural. Child. Even at your young age, you are great.” 


“Ah. I mean, no, that is...” 


The Alchemist couldn’t move as Master continued to pat her head. Although she was very embarrassed, 
the Alchemist didn’t seem to hate it. They looked like close sisters, and watching them made me feel 


happy. 


“Hmm.” 
But I couldn’t be content with just this. 
“Boss. Does this mean it’s all right for both of them to move around now?” 


“Ah. Y, yes! Just in case, I had them recuperate for a longer period. Even if they move around and 
exercise, there won’t be a problem.” 


Okay. 
“Master. Murim Lord-nim. Will you walk with me for a little while>?” 
“A walk?” 


Master tilted her head. 


“T’m delighted that I can get some fresh air with my student... But why would you bring around this 
old coot? Gongja. Even a pleasant walkway becomes a filthy road if you go with that old man.” 


“Well. If it’s a walk with the old demon and the young demon, it’s me who would rather refuse. You 
dumb cultists can go by yourselves.” 


Their reaction was to be expected. 
“No.” 

I shook my head quietly. 

“Both of you have to come.” 
“Huh...?” 


Master and the Murim Lord looked at each other. They seemed to have noticed that I wasn’t suggesting 
a normal walk. Their expression showed that they didn’t know what it was about but were interested. 


“T understand. My disciple must have some secret plans. I don’t want to walk with this old fool, but I’m 
willing to be tricked by my dull-witted disciple.” 


“Well. Since a baby demon plotted it, it’s probably no big deal. I don’t expect much at all.” 
We left the cave. 


It was cold. Just like it was on the first day we fell into the [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon], it was 
still winter. 


What was different from that day was that neither Master nor the Murim Lord could use their chi. They 
wouldn’t be able to use it forever. 


With my right hand, I held Master’s hand. With my left, I held the hand of the Murim Lord. That way, I 
could use Aura to warm them both. 


“Master.” 

“Ves ” 

“Murim Lord-nim.” 
“Yeah.” 


“The two of you had said this. The only regret you have is that you were unable to conclude your battle 
of good and evil. That it’s unfortunate, but it’s a problem that we who have become the disciples will 
have to resolve...” 


The two leaned against my warmth and crossed the cold winter road. 
“But I thought of something else.” 


Was it because it was the first time they were going out in a week? Or was it their bodies, which they 
had to use without their inner energy, that was unfamiliar? The steps of Master and the Murim Lord 
were a little clumsy. 


“The Great Battle of Good and Evil is the ritual between you two. Even if I and Chen Mu-mun master 
fight, it is just a normal spar; it can never be a great battle. Only a spar between the two of you can be 
the great battle. It is because it was you two who have held up the Demonic Sect and the Righteous 
Sect up to now.” 


“Disciple...?” 

“Thank you.” 

We got to the snowfield. 

“Thank you for not giving up for 3 years.” 


The place where corpses were once spread like a forest. The forest of silhouettes. Now, this place was 
nothing more than a clear snowfield. 


“Thank you for coming to gather the Jiangshi again every morning. If you had given up, if they had 
been treated as mere corpses and left to disappear, I would never have been able to recover them.” 


The life that you both lost. 

The scenery you should enjoy. 

To return them, I slowly opened my mouth. 
“Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation.” 

My shadow spread over the snow. 

[Your skill is being activated. ] 


In the shade, figures rose like snowmen. One, two, many. Some shadows wore black robes. Some 
shadows had their white sleeves fluttering. They gradually took shape in human forms and looked 
down at their hands, amazed. 


“Disciple, just what...” 
However, none of them would be as surprised as Master and the Murim Lord. 


“You can think of it as a dream. It’s okay to just look over it, saying that it’s an aftereffect of losing the 
energy in your lower abdomen. It’s all right to assume that I learned a strange martial art to recall the 
memories and bodies of the dead for a while and make them the same as before.” 


“Master. Murim Lord-nim.” 

The Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation was complete. 

“The Demonic Cult is not over yet.” 

Elite members of the Demonic Cult. 1,000 people. 

“War has not yet forgotten chivalry, and chivalry has not forgotten war.” 


Elites of the Righteous Sect. 1,000 people. 


“The Demonic Cult will not end because of the Jiangshi, and the Righteous Sect too will not be eaten 
by mere corpses.” 


The true Great Battle of Good and Evil. 
That was what the two hoped for. 


“Tf the Demonic Cult disappears from the world, it is only by the blade of the Righteous Sect. If the 
sect is to be destroyed, it must be because of the wicked fingertips of the Demonic Sect.” 


“As the master of the Demonic Cult said and as the leader of the Righteous Sect desires.” 
I smiled. 
Then, I covered my fist with a hand and bowed. 


“Fight to be the final master of this world.” 
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1. 

Murmuring sounds flowed all over the snowfield. 

“What the hell just happened?” 

“T... I’m alive...?” 

“Ts this heaven...>?” 

The members of the Demonic Cult. The people of the Righteous Sect. 


The last thing they remembered was their own death. They may have memories of being bitten by 
Jiangshi, but they had no memories of turning into Jiangshi. From their point of view, years had passed 
in the blink of an eye. 


But there were also people who had been fully aware of the past three years. 
Master stared at the snowfield blankly like she couldn’t believe her eyes. 
“Disciple...” 

“Yes, Master.” 


“You’re not simply from beyond the walls, are you? No, you must be from a completely different 
world... This, this sort of thing is not the sort of sorcery that a mere human can do. It’s an act out of 
some absurd legend. Or, did I perhaps die and arrive at Paradise without realizing it?” 


“No. That’s not the case.” 
I shook my head quietly. 


“These people, like you, Master, can no longer use martial arts. They’re very weak compared to when 
they were alive. However, this is not Paradise, and those people have memories of their lives.” 


“Please go now, Master.” 


Tap. 


Master stepped on to the snow. Tap, tap... Her footsteps were very light. They were the footsteps of a 
person whose lower abdomen chi was taken out. They were the footsteps of a martial artist who lost her 
inner energy. They were the footsteps of a woman who struggled against a disease for three years. 


The Heavenly Demon. 
My master. 


She approached the cultists with those light footsteps. The cultists were still trying to make sense of the 
situation. 


“F, first we have to check the current situation. Everyone stay calm! Send a reconnaissance. ..!” 
“Blood Guard Leader.” 
They stopped. 


The cultists flinched. A group of 12 or so cultists fell into silence. They then looked at Master, their 
leader, with a confused look. 


“Heavenly Demon...?” 

Master’s breath thickened, becoming whiter. 
“Blood Guard Leader.” 

“Tt really is you.” 


The silence was contagious. At first, only ten or so were silent. But when ten people shut their mouths, 
the dozens of people around them shut their mouths, and the hundreds of people around those dozens 
shut their mouths as well in a cascade. 


The snowfield was silent. 
“Demon Lord Wolyeong...” 
“Yes.” 

“Flame Ghost Demon.” 
“Yes, my liege.” 

“Sword Demon...” 

“At your command.” 


One by one, Master began to call the names of the cultists. The cultists who were called did not ask any 
questions. They just immediately knelt down. Crunch. Crunch. As they all knelt down, the snow 
beneath them compressed. 


“T had lost you all...” 


Master reached out her hand. 


“T lost you, again and again.” 
Master stroked one of the cultists’ cheek. She patted it. 
“My children...” 


Her fingers trembled. Seeing their master tremble like so, the cultists hurriedly bowed their heads. This 
wasn’t something that they should see. It was their way of showing their devotion to her. One thousand 
members of the cult all turned their gaze to the floor. 


It wasn’t just the Demonic Cult members that were in shock, of course. 
“_,.Oho.” 
The old monk stroked his beard. 


“T must have died in the cave and crossed the river. When I closed my eyes, there is no Nirvana, no 
grave, just this snowfield...” 


“M, monk!” 


“_,.And there is also this common man mixed in among us. Oho. Even if I close my eyes, I must still 
mix with this person. What does the Buddha want from this monk?” 


“Seeing how you’re just talking bullshit... you really are the monk!” 


The Murim Lord ran and hugged the old man. I finally realized who the old man was. He was the 
Shaolin head monk, the one who endured the longest after Master and the Murim Lord. 


“You came back! You’re alive! My friend, you came back to us!” 
“T am not your friend.” 

“Ahh! This is undoubtedly a miracle from the Jade Emperor!” 

“T hear the sound of a dog eating grass.” 

In other words, it was complete and utter nonsense. 


“Don’t dirty the ears of this monk, commoner. In the first place, I should never have fallen for your 
temptation to fight against the Demonic Path. It’s better to quietly join the temple.” 


“Ahh! My happiness from seeing you cooled as soon as you talked. It really is the monk I know! I just 


{? 


want to punch you in the face 


The Demonic Cult members were quiet, and while the Righteous Sect’s fighters were noisy with 
chatter. 


They were experiencing this reunion in their own way. 


Time passed. 


It was Master who first turned her head to look at me. Master and I exchanged glances. Her eyes were 
dark. And in her eyes, her heart was reflected. My own heart was smeared, engraved with her feelings. 


Rates Deter 

Master opened her mouth. 

Her mouth opened, and she spoke to the Murim Lord. 
“T am So Baek-hyang of the Demonic Cult.” 


The Murim Lord, who was having a small discussion with his sect members, stopped. The Murim Lord 
let his peers go from his embrace and stared at Master from afar. Master bowed. 


“T am the Heavenly Demon.” 

“Maybe today is the delusion of a blind man, but that is all right.” 
It was midday. 

“Tt’s okay if I am just a sick patient who is daydreaming.” 


The snow in this field was not known as the perpetual snow because it did not melt in the sun. It was 
called that because even as it melted, more snow continued to build on top of it. 


“Tt’s all right if this is just a dream as the world goes to sleep. After all, life is originally an illness that 
we live through, and the world is the dream that we all share.” 


For humans who wished to remain pure white under the blazing sun, it wasn’t enough that they were 
born white. They had to endlessly spread the white color over the world. They needed the 
determination to break, be broken, and scattered over and over again. 


“T haven’t forgotten the name of the disease I was trying to get. I haven’t lost the fever of my dreams 
yet. So I haven’t let go of any people yet, and I haven’t let go of the world. Baraya! The name of the 
disease, not the martial arts, proves my place, and the fever of my dreams, not my internal energy, is 
proof of who I am.” 


The sound of breaking snow. 

“T am here, and as long as I stay here I will continue to be me.” 
Even if it melts, it falls again. 

“T am the main seat of the Demonic Cult.” 

Master recited the declaration of war. 

“T request our 990th battle.” 

Everywhere, it was silent. 

The noisy Righteous Sect suddenly became quiet. 


The oldest of them and the youngest of them—they were all last heroes of the Murim world. They 
came here thinking that it would be the last battle of the great war. 


How could they act rashly? 


If their last words were their wills and testaments, they wanted the words to be the will of the 
Righteous Sect. 


And the people of the righteous path turned to the one who represented the will of the sect. 
“Murim Lord. Namgung family.” 

The old man bowed. 

“Taesang Family Head. Namgung Un.” “I am the Ax Saint.” 

One thousand Demonic Cult members and one thousand Righteous Sect members faced each other. 


“Your Demonic Cult made the screams of the common folk into your doctrine. The screams turned to 
revenge, and the revenge turned to genocide, painting the world red with blood. Blood-stained spirits, 
full of vengeance! You’ve turned the heavens and the earth red, but you still pretend to be the weak.” 


The one who had risen as the lord of the Murim world, with his own voice, explained the difference 
between the demonic path and the righteous path. 


“You ceaselessly cry and grab at the hem of the Heavenly Demon. You beg her to take your place, to 
take on the evils of the world for you. And as you grabbed onto her sleeves, it became clear that you are 
weak and pitiful people!” 


The old lord bellowed. 


“Wrong! You too have hands and feet. How long will you dwell on the evils of the past? The Buddha 
said that if a tree wants to bear fruit, it must throw away its flowers. But what are you doing? You sell 
your pain like a florist sells flowers!” 


In response, a group from the Demonic Cult growled. 


The cultists grabbed the hilts of their swords. Their malice rose and killing intent bloomed. Standing 
against them was the Righteous Sect’s fighters, ready to fight. 


Neither side would have any chi, but the air in the snowfield turned savage. 
“Well.” 

The corner of Master’s mouth tilted upward. 

“T suppose this means you accept the challenge.” 

“Of course.” 

“To surrender, or to the death?” 

“To the death.” 

“T accept.” 


The two fighters broke their stances. 


Shiiing! 

At the same time, a thousand Demonic Cultists and a thousand Righteous Sect fighters drew their 
swords. It was midday. Two thousand blades shone brightly in the sunlight. 

“Children of the Demonic Cult!” 

Master clenched her fist. 

“You can think of today as a dream or a hallucination!” 

“Baraya!” 

One thousand cultists cried all at once. 

“Perhaps this is all just a vain dream!” 

“Baraya!” 

“If so, shouldn’t we live like it’s a dream?” 

“Agabaraya!” 

“Our hearts are candles!” 

“Burn this place!” 

“For the Demonic Cult!” 

“For the common man!” 
Master burst into laughter. 
“Kill them all!” 

The war began. 


One thousand cultists roared and ran like beasts. There was no clever footwork. There were no 
interesting techniques. They rushed like beasts and bit like beasts. It was their war according to their 
doctrine. 


“You hypocrites! Iam Demon Lord Wolyeong, the first rank of the Four Demon Lords of our sect! 
Taste my blade!” 


The Demonic Cult’s Shadow Corpse Squadron. 
Squadron leader. 
Demon Lord Wolyeong. 


“T am Hyun Gong Jin, the faction leader of the Mudang Buddhists! I see there’s no shortage of worthy 
opponents!” 


Mudang Buddhist Faction. 


Faction leader. 


Hyun Gong Jin. 


The two men clashed with each other as they yelled. The only courtesy between them was their self- 
introductions. The fight itself was brutal. 


“Hraaaap!” 


Demon Lord Wolyeong punched Hyun Gong Jin with the hilt of his sword. Puk! Teeth. Blood. White 
shrapnel exploded and red liquid splattered. 


“Ooooh!” 


Hyun Gong Jin yelled, revealing his broken teeth. Then he lifted his fingers and stabbed Demon Lord 
Wolyeon’s eyes. Puk! With the popping sound, “Hahahaha!” Demon Lord Wolyeong was overcome 
with laughter. The Buddhist’s cries and the cultist’s laughter intertwined. 


Another pair of opposites was beside the two of them. 

“Of the Four Demon Lords. First rank. Flame Ghost Demon. I will take your head.” 
The Demonic Cult’s Memorial Squadron. 

Squadron leader. 

Flame Ghost Demon. 

“May Buddha have mercy. I am called Jomyeong.” 

Shaolin Temple. 

Chief monk. 

Monk Jomyeong. 


“With respect to the head monk, I, the first rank of the Four Demon Lords, will allow you to attack me 
three times first.” 


“The Buddha will surely remember your respect!” 


At the words of the Flame Ghost Demon, Monk Jomyeong immediately attacked. He wrapped prayer 
beads around his fist and swung it. The Flame Ghost Demon, who said he would allow him three 
attacks, immediately ducked down and headbutted the monk’s stomach. “Kuhh!” Monk Jomyeong 
groaned, then scoffed. 


“You said you were yielding the first three hits.” 

“Did you really believe me?” 

“Do I look like I believed you?” 

“Yes.” Drip. The sound of flowing blood interrupted his words. “It looks like you did.” 


The Flame Ghost Demon crumpled to the ground. His nose bone was broken. At the moment when the 
Flame Ghost Demon headbutted him, Monk Jomyeong lifted his knee up as if he had expected it to 


happen. Looking at the Flame Ghost Demon, whose face was stained from his nosebleed, Monk 
Jomyeong happily stroked his beard. 


“My acting skills have not gone rusty yet.” 
“You piece of shit...” 
“T still have two more hits to go!” 


Holding both ears of the Flame Ghost Demon, Monk Jomyeong repeatedly struck him with his knee. 
Similarly, the Flame Ghost Demon hit the monk’s knee with his forehead. Crack...! It was the sound of 
the skull breaking a knee cartilage. “Kuhhhhh!” Monk Jomyeong grabbed his knee in pain and hopped 
around. 


“Kuhahahaha! Th, those guys! They’re fighting like common thugs without their chi! This is their skill! 
Amazing! The true faces of these Righteous Sect bastards are being exposed to the world. What a 
wonderful day!” 


The Demonic Cult’s Assassination Squadron. 
Squadron leader. 

Sword Demon. 

ee You truly are vulgar.” 

Mt. Hwa Buddhist Faction. 

Elder. 

Thousand Sword Nanhwa. 


The two swordsmen clashed with their swords. Clang! As their swords hit, “Kuh!” “Ooh!” Both sides 
screamed at the same time and clasped their blades. Neither side could handle the impact caused by the 
collision of their blades. 


But neither let go of their swords. 

The Sword Demon grinned, baring his teeth. 

“Fuck... Stop being stubborn and just let go!” 
Thousand Sword Nanhwa replied through gritted teeth, 
“That’s what I was going to say...” 


The two looked each other in the eye and struck again. Clang! A breathless scream, then clang! The 
sound of swallowing unnecessary hope, clang! Hands and shoulders trembled. Both of them bled from 
where their grips had been torn. The blood that flowed from their lips and their grasps mixed together. 


But again, neither of them let go of their swords. 


The white uniform fluttered. The black robe shook. The sunlight fell over them, casting shadows on the 
field. Between the sun and the shadow, the Righteous Sect and the Demonic Cult clashed. Blood burst. 


“For the Demonic Cult! For the common man!” 
“Ahhhhhhhhh! Die! All of you, die!” 

“You phony bastards, come at me!” 

A monochrome world. 

It was not splendid martial arts that flowed vividly there. 
It was only the red blood of humans. 

“Huff, haha... Ahaha.” 

Among it was a particularly red smile. 
“Ahahaha! Hah! Ha, ahahahaha!” 

She was truly howling with laughter. 

“There really are a lot of Righteous Sect kids!” 
Master was shouting. 

“Good. Come at me. Let us match our swords!” 


A black shade ripped through the Righteous Sect’s people. The sun seemed to rise and set at least ten 
times faster. The movement of the woman who suffered from disease for three years unable to use her 
chi stood out against the warriors who also could not use the same martial arts. 


“This is unfair!” 
Master laughed. 


“Head monk of the Shaolin sect. Did you think you could kill the great me with that meager strength? 
You horse-faced Taoist. How arrogant to think you could withstand this cult’s power.” 


These words were familiar to me. 


“Mt. Song is flooded with the grief overflowing from the world! The heaven and earth’s grudge burns 
the mountain! The Demonic Cult is the peak of the Murim world, and I am the peak of the Demonic 
Cult! Are you qualified to deal with a god among gods?” 


However, Master herself was unfamiliar with these words. 
“You shall not pass! Lackeys of the righteous path!” 
Master yelled. 

“Namgung Un!” 


Sword clashed with sword and flesh bumped against flesh, but Master’s cry pierced through all these 
sounds. 


“Where is Namgung Un?!” 


Master laughed and yelled again. 


“Call the Namgung family and the Taesang family! Summon the Murim Lord here! No matter how 
dense the forest is nor how vast the sky, there is only one person who will receive the sword of my 
great self under this heavenly world! Four Demon Lords! Bring Namgung Un in front of me!” 


The sound of her laughter was red and ecstatic. 

“Hmm.” 

The old man walked step by step into a world that was turning redder. 
“T remember the first day of the war.” 


The Murim Lord took off his shirt. The winter air was cold. The cold would be crushing because the 
Murim Lord could not use internal energy, but he seemed to embrace the cold. Muscles that were as dry 
as bones stiffened. 


“We couldn’t come to a conclusion that day, so the great battle continued onto the second day. We 
couldn’t finish it on the second day, so it was reserved for the third day. In the end, we started off 
wrong! When I think about it now, I should have used all my energy from the start.” 


Hoo. 

The Murim Lord took a deep breath. 

Then he straightened up and beckoned with his hand. 
“Come on. Madu. Today, luck is on my side.” 

The Murim Alliance. 

Lord. 

Ax Saint. 

“Luck, you say. Good.” 

Crunch. 

Master stepped on the snow. 

“Your luck today will be your doom.” 
Demonic Cult. 

Cult leader. 


Heavenly Demon. 


They breathed in. 


The two stared at each other. 
A half breath. 

The two walked closer. 
When the two breaths met, 


Their hands attacked each other as well. 


its ” 


White. 


Flurries of snow whipped through the air. 


“ ” 


Black. 

Hair fluttered. 
Red. 

Blood splattered. 
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“Aha!” 

Master laughed. 

“Ahahaha! Haha!” 


Her nose bone was broken and bleeding. As she shed blood in the white snowfield, whoosh! Master 
swung her bare fist. 


“Huhh?!” 


The fist hit the Murim Lord square on the chin. Master didn’t miss a beat when the Murim Lord 
stumbled back. She ran. She rushed at him. She bit him. 


“Ugh! ” 
Rip! 
“Kuggh, huff! Ugh...! You... bastard...!” 


The Murim Lord hurriedly pushed Master away, but his ears were already wet with blood. His flesh 
was ripped off with a squelching noise. “Kuhaa!” A quiet scream rang through the snowfield. 


“Tch! ” 


Master spat out the blood-stained ear in the snow. Master’s mouth also tinged red. She smiled as if she 
was happy with the outcome of her hunt. 


A devil. 
She was like a bloodthirsty evil spirit. 
“Pfft! It tastes dirty! The Namgung family’s lofty virtues do nothing to improve the taste of your flesh!” 


“Oi, Madu. Heh. Seems like you don’t enjoy human flesh anymore. Can you even call yourself a 
demon?” 


“You’re so old that you taste like rotten spinach. But there’s some truth to what you said earlier.” 
Master wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. 


“The Great Battle of Good and Evil should have ended on the first day. Both you and I were holding 
back. I thought I was fighting with everything on the line, but in fact, I couldn’t. I didn’t really risk my 
life!” 


“Today’s fight is a second opportunity that nature wouldn’t have allowed us.” 


Master looked at me. 


Her silent eyes contained warm and tender regard. 

“We can’t foolishly repeat the same mistakes. Ax Saint. Today, I shall use up everything I have.” 
Leste Are you going to use your true chi?” 

“That’s right.” 

Innate true chi. 


It was the energy that everyone has when they are first born. In other words, it was their life force. 
Unlike internal energy, true chi could not be artificially cultivated. If it was used, it was no more. And 
once it was used up, it was the end of the martial artist’s ‘life’. 


They would die. Or become crippled. 
For martial artists, true chi was the last resort. It was a point of no return. 
ae Madu. You and I are weak anyway,” 


The Murim Lord said. Was it because he lost an ear? The Murim Lord frowned with a terrifying 
expression. 


“If we try to draw out your true chi now, we can only use it like a novice or a trainee, let alone as a 
master. Of course, there is no internal energy without our lower abdomen. It will be impossible to 
demonstrate our skills... Don’t you know this?” 


“T know.” 

“Are you intending to use up your true chi to show the martial arts of a trainee, at best?” 
“Of course.” 

Master smiled. 


“Don’t be angry, Namgung Un. I do not intend to throw away my life. I would never. I just hope that 
my inevitable last day happens to be today.” 


“T now feel the full joy of being alive. I’m grateful twice over. I’m grateful to myself for surviving to 
this day, and I am grateful to fate that I may die today.” 


“Even though the world is destroyed?” 

“Yes. I am grateful for all the connections I have made up to this very moment.” 
Master slowly got into a stance. 

Right hand forward. Left hand back. 

“Looking back at it, I am truly happy as a warrior.” 


Hwaah! 


Snow flew through the air. It wasn’t snow from the sky. A small maelstrom of snow swirled around 
Master. Her innate true chi had trickled out. The wind whipped around, centering on Master. 


sslezet I see. Is that so?” 

The Murim Lord accepted her wish with a clear face. 

“All right. I’ve also longed for a day like today.” 

The wind flowed backward. 

“Let’s die together, Heavenly Demon.” 

The two ran toward each other. 

And as for me, I looked at the scenery as their life forces spilled onto the snowfield. 


Master smacked away the Murim Lord’s hand. The Murim Lord stepped on Master’s foot. Their arms 
crossed and their feet crossed, their true chi ceaselessly dripping from their bodies. It was a leakage that 
spilled their lives. 


The permanent snowfield that the sun couldn’t melt mixed and melted into the lives of the two 
warriors. 


Master hit the Murim Lord’s back. The wind blew. The wind flowed in the direction her fingertips 
pointed, and snow followed this path. 


In a world covered with snow, only the path through which the hands and feet of two people crossed 
slowly turned to the bare ground. 


And that wasn’t all. 


Little by little, rapidly, things that weren’t white grew around the spot where Master and the Murim 
Lord fought. A weed. A bush. The ground elsewhere was still frozen with snow, but between the two 
fighters, the seasons bloomed. 


-They’re being fed true chi. 
Bae Hu-ryeong said bluntly. 


-It’s like a feast for the plants because it’s the true chi of such masters. But even then, it’s only 
temporary. 


Even if it was only a moment, the seasons were beautiful. 


The earth drank the true chi of the two people. Thus, heaven and earth briefly returned to what they 
were before they immersed in eternal winter. 


It was a forest of peach flowers. 


A peach tree grew and thickened as if time were accelerated. The peach trees resembled human fingers. 
The branches, crawling out from the ground, stretched their hands toward the sky like they were trying 
to grab something. 


Flowers bloomed. 


Through the petals of pink-colored flowers, through the cracks of the branches like fingers, Master and 
Murim Lord duelled. 


Their hands and feet moved with the intent to kill each other. 


However, covered by the petals, it looked like a dance, and as it took the lives of two people, it was an 
unnatural death.[1] Many things in the world are beautiful when covered by flower petals. Even killing 
intent. Even the poison of my master. 


miei This is a rare event. 
The white snowfield. 
Red peach petals flew around. 


-Is it because one side was born with the ideal yin body and the other with a body for martial arts? The 
yin and yang have almost completely meshed together. Those two people are already in a world of their 
own... I’ve never seen such a curious sight. 


The peach flowers bloomed and closed. 

Spring stayed, then passed again. 

“March of the Heavenly Demon.” 

Master stepped forward. As the blizzard struck, the peach flowers scattered. 
“Destruction of the Yellow Moon.” 


The Murim Lord grabbed her wrist and twisted it. The wind stopped, and the peach blossoms were in 
full bloom again. 


The petals then were carried on the wind and buried my shoulder. 

It was only then that I knew. 

These red flowers were Master’s blood. It was the blood of the Murim Lord as well. 
The petals bloomed from drinking the blood of these two people. 

“—] hate you and your people.” 

Winter itself was bleeding. 

“T hate you.” 


Master. 


“T hate the Righteous Sect. I don’t like ‘heroes.’ I don’t like the Nine Great Schools. I hate the Five 
Noble Clans. You all are happy while the common man screams. So aloof. But it is not your happiness 
that I cannot forgive. Of course it wasn’t.” 


Master. 
“Tt was that even people like you could be hurt.” 


Peach blossoms bloomed and fell. The seasons passed. But the number of flowers that bloomed became 
fewer and the seasons became shorter and shorter. 


“Even those like you said that things were painful. You made expressions of pain, spoke of pain, sought 
comfort and provided comfort. Like you were pretending to be human.” 


Master was dying. 

“T am a detestable person.” 

Flowers fell. 

“So why,” 

The seasons passed. 

“Why were you beastly to the others, but always human among yourselves?” 
Countless peach blossoms covered the shadows of the two. 

In retrospect, it was a momentary dream, a quick scene in a book. 


The branches were dry. No more peach blossoms bloomed. The wind blew, and snow covered the 
ground again. Amid the fallen petals, Master and the Murim Lord stood tall. 


eens Kk, euhp! Phew, haa...!” 
Over the red flower field, an even redder color was spewed. 
It was the blood of the Murim Lord. 


Master’s tightly clenched fist had reached the chest of the Murim Lord. The old man stumbled like a 
mirage. Then, lightly, he fell. The red flowers rose up as if to accept the old man’s body. 


Master stood still. 

“Master.” 

No answer came back when I called. 
“Master.” 


I stepped toward her. I hastened. I ran, and I hugged Master’s body that was still standing tall. 


It was cold. 

Her body was cold, like an ice field. 
“Master...” 

“T won.” 


Master’s voice was Clear. The body heat that had disappeared from her body was still hanging onto her 
voice. But it was too light. Her fingers and body all became light in a moment as if she was rapidly 


aging. 
“Yes, you won. You won, Master.” 


“Originally, I should have pierced his chest and grabbed his heart. But rather than piercing, I stopped at 
hitting. I showed my disciple a shameful face.” 


“Not at all. It wasn’t like that.” 
“Well. My face is still in better shape than yours now. What sort of expression is that?” 


I carefully laid down Master with my arms. I used Aura to cover her body. Even so, Master did not get 
any warmer. Pat. Even the fingertips that touched my cheek were as cold as icicles. 


“Don’t worry, disciple. I still have a bit of time before I die.” 

Two hours. 

“Isn’t that enough time to say goodbye?” 

I only had two hours left to hear this person’s voice and hear her breath. 
saves You’re still crying.” 

Master looked sad. 


“You’re making things difficult for your master. Well, I have also made things difficult for you. I 
wanted to take a long time to tell you everything, but this old lady’s stubbornness prevented me from 
even that. I worry about what I will leave in your heart, what I will hand down to you.” 


“T’m afraid I’ll leave a void in you,” Master whispered, letting out a cold, bloody cough. 

“T wish for you to remember me like one remembers the flower at the moment it bloomed...” 
“Death King-nim!” 

I heard an urgent cry. 


It was the voice of the Alchemist. Maybe they just now realized that the Great Battle of Good and Evil 
had taken place in the snowfield, as the Alchemist and the party from the tower were running toward 
us. 


“Death King-nim, wh, what is this...” 


“Oi! Master! ?” 


The Venomous Snake was surprised to discover the Murim Lord. 
“Are you okay!? Hey, Master! Look at me! Open your eyes!” 
“The old man is fine.” 
Master coughed again. 


“The last hit was shallow. It didn’t go in deep. He was boasting that luck was on his side today... Being 
crippled is that fellow’s luck.” 


“Wh, what do you mean by crippled?” 
The Alchemist opened and closed her mouth again. 


“T would never let him go in that condition... A-anyway we don’t have time for this! Both of you need 
treatment!” 


“I’m fine. Take care of the old man.” 

“But...!” 

“I know my body the best. It’s already over for me. 

And,” said Master. 

“T want to spend the last of my time with my only disciple.” 
“Child. Could you leave us two alone?” 


The Alchemist was both a pharmacist and a doctor. She approached and checked Master’s pulse. She 
activated her skill to examine her patient’s physical condition. The Alchemist’s complexion turned 
dark. 


“ ... have painkillers. Would you like some?” 
“That’s all right.” 
Master smiled. 


“The winter wind is lovely. It’s nice and cool for my heart. When I reach Nirvana, I want to feel this 
wind as it is now.” 


The Alchemist stood up. Her head drooped. She quietly bowed toward Master. The Medicine King, 
who was standing by without a word, beckoned and gathered the rest of the party. It wasn’t long before 
they went back to the cave with the Murim Lord. 


They were being considerate of Master and me. 
eaten Master.” 
“Gongja.” 


Master held onto my hand. 


“What shall we do with the remaining time? Did you want to hear about my childhood? Would you like 
to hear how beautiful the headquarters of our cult is?” 


“Please.” 
I, too, held Master’s dry hand. 
There was still something left. 


Her life hadn’t become perfect. There was still a missing puzzle piece, the one that would make sure 
that she enjoyed her greatest moments and would make a completely satisfying ending. 


“T have a request.” 

“What is it?” 

“Please have a match with me.” 
Master’s eyes widened. 


“How unexpected. All disciples dream of surpassing their master, but as you can see, I cannot move 
any further. Gongja. What’s the point of winning against a person who can’t even move?” 


“Tf it’s not a match that involves the body.” 

“Hmm?” 

“T want to compete against Master with words.” 

“A battle of wits, I see.” 

A battle of wits. 

It was a match done not with the body but with one’s mouth. 


One person starts by describing what skill they would use and how. When the other person counters the 
attack, they also explain how they would deal with it. 


Therefore, there was no need to move one’s limbs. No internal energy was required. 
It was a fight that pitted two people’s perception of martial arts. 

A confrontation of their knowledge. 

“Oho.” 

Master gently laughed. 


“Our disciple is being quite arrogant. If we compete with our bodies, Gongja, you will be victorious, 
but your defeat will be inevitable in a battle of wits. I have many skills that I’ve learned in my heyday, 
but you would fight with just the slight knowledge of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art!” 


“T ” 


I opened my mouth. 


“T don’t think that the match against the Murim Lord was your best, Master. You even said this. 
Originally, you would have pierced his chest and grabbed his heart... Even if it’s just a verbal fight, I 
want Master to achieve the most satisfying match in the end.” 


The greatest fight with no regrets. 

That was the wish of all martial artists. 

“Gongja. Do you mean that you can show it to me?” 
“Yes.” 

“Hmm...” 


Master seemed to find my proposal interesting. Was she thinking that this was the childish thought 
process of her young student? She didn’t seem to have any expectation that I could provide her with a 
satisfying match. 


“All right. However, I will not take mercy on you, even in a verbal match. I will allow you to go first, 
but don’t resent your master too much if I end the match with one strike.” 


“Yes.” 


“When the match is over, I shall tell you the tales of when I was younger! Now, show this master the 
results of your training.” 


Master grinned. 
It was a smile that felt like a peach blossom. 


I looked down at Master’s face and slowly turned to the man sitting across from me. I looked at the 
martial artist who had reached the peak not here, but in another world. 


-Hm. 

The Sword Emperor. 

-Is it my turn now? 

He was also someone who rose to be the greatest of all time in another world. 


Even though he could not fight with his body as a ghost, he could do a verbal spar by borrowing my 
mouth. 


“Yes. Please fulfill the [promise] from when you lost the bet.’ 

-I will. 

Bae Hu-ryeong smirked. 

-I wanted to go up against the head of the Demonic Cult here anyway. 
He crossed his arms and sat on the snow. 


-I’Il give her the greatest match of all time. Tell her that you will yield the first three moves. 


With me in the center, two godlike beings faced each other. 


nNSs 


[1] Duel, dance, and unnatural death: 4|4, 4/44, and 4|S respectively in Korean. A fun bit of 
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Chapter 83. <Sword Dance. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays PR: LightBrin 
1. 
Heart’s sword. 


So Baek-hyang stumbled over that stage after winter passed again and again, when she could no longer 
feel the cold of that winter. 


The sword of the heart. 


So Baek-hyang began to understand that stage when she was no longer referred to as ‘the fragrance of 
snow,’ but instead as the ‘Heavenly Demon.’ 


The Heavenly Demon’s heart pounded. 


The heart’s sword was a legendary stage that was only talked about. Killing someone with your mind. 
If you have the intent to kill, you hold these murderous intentions in your heart, and the person will 
soon die. There was no need for a sword. There was no need for words, either. And that stage finally 
presented itself in front of her. 


If she was given time. 
If she had 60 years to focus solely on training. 


Really, if she had it. 


The people prostrated themselves before her. 


ree The government told us to pay our tax with sable leather. My father went hunting for martens but 
didn’t come back, so we couldn’t pay the tax, and taxes are paid by the number of heads in our family. 
My grandmother told me that her days were short anyway, and to reduce the tax...... 


In front of her, there were many backs stooped over in bows. 


saan There was a drought last year so we had nothing to eat, I had nothing to eat, but I was ordered to 
build a reservoir and a dam to prevent next year’s drought, but how can one build with a starving 


There were very many. 
The Heavenly Demon quietly looked up at the snowy mountain. 


Years to devote herself to training. If she only had 60 years, she would be able to rise to a stage that 
nobody in history had ever done. That was a clear, indisputable fact. However. Despite this. 


Would she abandon the world? Or would she abandon herself? 

In the end, the Heavenly Demon simply abandoned her own desires. 
She stifled her desire for strength until she desired for nothing. 
Because that was how she had always lived. 

That day, too, she cut down those who froze the world. 

But she couldn’t cut down winter. 

2; 

-Originally, 

Bae Hu-ryeong kneeled down. 


-It’d be unspeakable for a martial artist to borrow someone else’s mouth for a match. It’s discourteous, 
and in terms of rudeness, it would go down in history and be ridiculed. 


It was my first time seeing Bae Hu-ryeong in such a posture. He was sitting politely on the snowfield. I 
realized that it was a courtesy that he was showing to an opponent he recognized as a [worthy rival]. 


-But even though I know it’s ridiculous, I have no choice but to ask for a match. 
The Sword Emperor looked straight at Master. 


-I.am called the Sword Emperor. In the world of a thousand blades, I was officially recognized as its 
number one. It may be discourteous of me, but I request a verbal match between us. 


Then, he lowered his head. 


“Disciple...?” 
Master blinked. 
“Come on, describe your first move. The match has already begun.” 


Of course, Master’s eyes couldn’t see Bae Hu-ryeong. She couldn’t hear his words, nor could she see 
his bow. 


erry Master.” 
“What is it?” 
“You know that I can use some strange techniques.” 


“Are you referring to the technique that brought the Jiangshi of my children and the Righteous Path 
back to life?” 


Master laughed. 
Her laughter was quiet, as if it would soon disappear. 


“T decided not to ask you anything. Silence is a virtue. Perhaps it’s that you’re an emissary sent by the 
Jade Emperor, who pitied me.” 


Master was smiling as her head rested on my thighs. When she laughed, her head shook a little. From 
that movement, I could tell that she was becoming lighter. 


“_.. There is another technique I can use.” 

Master’s time was running out. I had to say things as concisely as possible. 

“The technique involves summoning ghosts.” 

“Hmm?” 

“The ghost next to me right now is a skilled martial artist. In another world, he was called the greatest.” 
“A-ha. The greatest martial artist in another world! How magnificent.” 

Master snickered. It seemed that she thought it was a funny joke. 


“All right. Since it’s a ghost of the greatest fighter in another world that my student summoned, I’ll pay 
attention. I’ll happily accept you as my opponent for a battle of wits.” 


I looked at Bae Hu-ryeong. 

Bae Hu-ryeong continued to sit in silence. 

“Well. What kind of move does the number one ghost have to offer?” 
“_..He said he would yield the move to Master.” 


“Hmm?” 


“He said that he would yield the first three moves to you, Master.” 
A bit of the smile disappeared from Master’s expression. 


“What a maniac. My disciple would never say such a thing. It must be the ghost that does not know his 
place. Then, with the fifth blade of the Twelve Cloud Dragon Swords, the Outward Dragon Quick 
Sword, I pierce the water blood point.” 


The first move. 


-I shall use the sixth form of the Earth Dragon Style, Western River Cave Dragon, feinting and then 
retreating with the Floating Cloud Step. 


Bae Hu-ryeong responded without hesitation. 


I didn’t know what the [Twelve Cloud Dragon Swords] nor the [Earth Dragon Style] was. The only 
thing I knew was the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. I was just calmly communicating their fight with 
my mouth. 


“He used the sixth form of the Earth Dragon Style, Western River Cave Dragon, feinting, and then used 
the Floating Cloud Step to retreat.” 


“Hmm ” 
Master furrowed her brows. 


“Then I will blow him away with the seventh form of the Ultimate Mysterious Art, the expected 
reaction.” 


-I shall avoid it and feint with the second move of the Six Boxing Attacks, Double Sheet Attack. 
Master’s elegant eyebrows crinkled a little more. 

“T will attack with the sixth form of Six Equal Grave Swords, Sword of Disinterment.” 

-I use my Perching Duck Kick. I step back with the All Blossom Chaotic Step. 

Three turns ended in an instant. 

I couldn’t understand what kind of battle was unfolding between the two. 

However, Master was silent. 

-You. 

Bae Hu-ryeong calmly opened his mouth. 


-I can roughly imagine how you lived. After climbing to the top rank in your sect, you devoted yourself 
to your group without time for training. You could have entered the stage of life and death, but you 
didn’t. Why? Because you were busy. 24 hours in a day is not enough to take care of a sect. You must 
have been busy taking care of your family, the members of your cult. What time would you have had for 
training? 


But, said Bae Hu-ryeong. 

-You know what’s the most unfair part of this? 
The corer of his mouth twisted. 

-Even like this, you were still the strongest. 
You had no reason to aim higher. 


-Why? You’re already at the top. It was enough to survive, and everyone acknowledged your strength. 
There was no need to try. Because you were literally their god. 


-Poor thing. Your misfortune is that you were the absolute strongest in this world. 
Bae Hu-ryeong crossed his arms. 

-Let me show you what a god among gods is like. 
I didn’t repeat these words to her. 

I didn’t feel like there was a need to. 

“Hm.” 

Master slowly raised her head. 

Her light body leaned on mine a little. 

With that, she sat up in the snow. 

“You’re not just for show.” 

The Heavenly Demon. 

From the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon. 
The strongest of all time. 

Demonic Cult. 

-Of course. Who do you think I am? 

Sword Emperor. 

From the World of a Thousand Blades. 

The strongest being under the heavens. 
Righteous Sect. 

“Fine. I shall take you seriously.” 

-Come at me. 


A martial arts match. 


It began now. 
oF 
“T use the first form of the Flaming Blood Dragon, Ascending Explosion to strike your chin.” 


-You’re suddenly acting like the Righteous Sect, for some reason. With the upward momentum, I’ Il 
continuously use the Eight Great Cloud Dragon Techniques for one second. While one hand was being 
gathered into a fist, the other hand struck. 


One turn. 


“T’ll use the third form of the Assassination Sword, the Scholar’s Strike, to attack your fortune spring 
point and kill the momentum of your Ascending Explosion.” 


-Oh, interesting. What should I do? Should I receive it, or... All right. I’ll use the Precept of Life and 
Death along with Cove Surge Thread. 


Another turn. 
As the battle of wits continued, Master started to run out of breath. 
The white breath of winter turned even whiter. 


Master closed her left hand and squeezed my knee tightly. With her right hand, she clenched my hand. 
She was trembling. Master’s trembling passed on to me through her hands. 


“_..How long are you going to keep your dirty foot over my fingers? I’ll tear it off with Burning Leech 
Boss Plate, the second form of the Three Seeds Demonic Scriptures.” 


-I was only matching your aura. What a ferocious temper you have! I’Il immediately take my feet off 
and onto the air with Running Wave, simultaneously using the fourth form of Great Godly Chariot 
Rotation, Living Death, to hit the right giant bone, sun valley, and spirit home pressure points at the 
same time. 


“T will take three steps back with Heavenly Demon Step!” 
Master was delighted. 


-Since you pretended to be the Righteous Sect, should I try to imitate the Demonic Cult’s techniques, 
too? They responded with the other sect’s moves. 


That was right. 
The Murim Lord, the Ax Saint, was never really Master’s [rival]. 


It was true that the Murim Lord was the strongest member of the Righteous Sect in this world. He was 
the only one who was able to stand against Master. But wasn’t it proven in the final battle? When the 
two fought each other with all their power, it was Master who eventually won. 


The game had a fixed ending. 


Maybe that was why Master delayed the conclusion of the Battle of Good and Evil 990 times. 


She was like a child who cherished and savored a piece of candy as long as possible because she knew 
it would melt away. 


[I’m sorry. | 
That was why in the bad ending, the Murim Lord said those words to Master. 
[I’m sorry I’m weaker than you. | 
[I was weaker than you. | 
[Kill me. | 
Clasp. 
Without realizing it, I tightened my grip. 
“A foolish act! I attack your face with the second form of Assassination Sword!” 


-You wish. I use the Iron Burning Plate to evade your attack, and this time, I use Ascending Explosion 
on your other side. 


“Aha.” 


Master finally smiled. It wasn’t a sad smile, nor a smile that looked like it would evaporate away. It 
was a bright laugh, backed by the pounding of her heart. 


“Disciple. The ghost you brought in is the best!” 


Now I could fully understand the feelings of the Murim Lord. 

“He’s probably the strongest person I know.” 

“Where were you hiding these ghosts, and why are you only introducing them to me now?” 

I was a little upset. 

“T’ve never met such a powerful martial artist before!” 

No. 

I was very upset. 

“T twist your arm and stop your force. And I take four steps back with Heavenly Demon Step!” 


-Hmm. You’ve already gone back three steps, and now you’re going another four. Are you running back 
with your tail between your legs? I go forward with the Floating Cloud Step and follow you, then use 
Sudden Midsummer Rain. I then carry it out with Sword Force. 


“Ha! Sword Force with Sudden Midsummer Rain? I guess you’re tired of searching for me. Fine then. I 
use the Sword of Thirst to strike upward against you, then use the first three forms of Lower Sand to 
strike the heaven pillar, nape, and life pillar all in a row!” 


For me... The match between the two was incomprehensible. 
I couldn’t even imagine the fight in my head. 


I understood the Sword of Thirst. However, I didn’t know what [Lower Sand Dragon] was. I knew 
what Running Wave was. However, I didn’t know what sort of form [Living Death of the Great Godly 
Chariot Rotation] was. 


It all kept going over my head, and I wasn’t even allowed to hesitate while trying to picture it. 
I could not see the match between the two at all. 


-You have to attack like that. Great! I use the Butterfly Sword Style’s Precept of Life and Death to 
dodge and step back, then use Ultimate Fertile Heaven Sword! 


“Not bad. Not bad at all!” 

Ah... 

If possible, I wanted to become her rival. 

If possible, I wanted to monopolize her hopes and be the one to grant her wishes. 
I wanted her to spend the last of her life happy because of me. 

But I couldn’t see it. 

What I can see and hear, at best, was: 

“Good. I’ll use the mm technique to get out of the way.” 

-I’ll respond with mm, the third form of s™™ Sword Style! 

Only something like this. 

I could not see the swords of the two masters. 

“All right. I?ll counter with the second form, mm of am.” 

-I’ll follow up with the =m method of smmum! 

The words didn’t make sense. 

“Fine. ll stab your @m and @@ with Smmm’s mmm Sword Style!” 

-You sure are ina hurry. I’ll dodge using smu, then use suum to aim at your neck. 
“T’ll deflect it, then use the tenth form of Sm, HEMMB, to attack your Samm!” 


-With mm, /’]/] seeee and eee. After counterattacking, I’ll twist the S¥ae8 Using BS Of AEEEE to 
an. 


“SE88, using #88 to BH and saa.” 
It was dark. 


I was far from reaching their playing field. 


“After deflecting it...... i 

It was then. 

Master, who was breathless, looked back at me. 
Suddenly, time seemed to stop. 

Master’s gaze. 


The silent gaze stayed on my face. 


There was a small smile on Master’s lips. 
“Disciple. The day is cold.” 


“The season repeatedly falls into winter, and so this area is known as a permanent snowfield. The 
snowfield is a harsh battleground. When you step forward, you often fall into the snow, so you have to 
continue using movement skills.” 


Master touched the snowfield with her finger. 
The porous snow was smeared on Master’s fingertips. 


“So a battle on the snowfield always focuses on breaking the other person’s posture. Disciple. Do you 
understand? You don’t have to stubbomly cut off the person’s head or stab their back. It is enough to 
push them until they can’t hold their movement skill.” 


“That’s why your ghost and I are trying to take over each other’s space. If you steal their space, your 
opponent will have a smaller range of movement.” 


Master. 


“There’s also a reason why we are using kicks. It isn’t just to hit the other person. Kicks scatter the 
snow and obscured the other’s sight. Mm. It’s quite a frantic fight. Isn’t it?” 


Master whispered in my ear. 
“Close your eyes.” 
Master’s left hand slowly covered my eyes. 


“Can you picture your master’s opponent?” 


“Tt is a strong and noble master. He’s a large man. He’s nearly twice my size. Right?” 


In my head, I pictured Bae Hu-ryeong. 


“Yes.” 


“The giant, bear-like master is breathing unevenly. He’s urging you to attack and smiling confidently. 
There is a big difference in our physiques. Of course he’s confident....” 


The more Master spoke, the clearer Bae Hu-ryeong’s figure became in my mind. 


“How can I overcome the difference in our natural physiques? I have to accept it. Accept it, but think of 
my own strengths. I am able to move faster than him. Most of all, Iam more familiar with the 
snowfield. And I am more adept in using my skills than he is....” 


“Yes.” 
“Play the long game. Do you understand, disciple? I am aiming for a drawn-out battle.” 
Master laughed, then said playfully, 


“But my opponent sees through my intentions. His movements become impatient. His sword cuts 
faster. He’s running toward me like a wild boar—.” 


Soon. 

“But there is nothing to be scared of. I had already foreseen this. I step back, lightly, retreat back—.” 
My eyes. 

“T drag him in.” 

The landscape was drawn before my eyes. 


“IT keep walking backwards. My footsteps continue to be light. He acts like a wild boar, rushing in and 
throwing snow around in all directions—.” 


The winter repeated, and the world turned into a permanent snowfield. 
Master stepped back. 

Bae Hu-ryeong rushed forward. 

“—Snowflakes fly away with each step we take.” 

I, too, started to be able to see their swords. 


ns 
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Chapter 84. < Sword Dance. (2) > 


Translator: thursdays PR: LightBrin 

Winter. 

“Tt’s snowing.” 

Master’s footsteps were light. 

“Tt has already been two days since our match began.” 

She stepped lightly, so lightly on the snowfield as if she would slip on the ice. 
A world covered in white. 

The black hem of Master’s clothes flowed like a brush on white paper. 

-How long are you going to run away? 

There was another brush following after her. 


Its strokes were tougher, stronger, and more intense than Master’s. It was a brush dipped heavily in ink 
and pressed hard on the paper. 


-If it’s a movement skill, I won't lose to you. 


With heavy steps, Bae Hu-ryeong broke the ice under his feet, rushing forward where his gaze hit like a 
bulldozer. 


“T am confident that I can keep running forever.” 
-But there will still be an end to it. 


“Don’t you know? This world is an endless field of snow. There may be no place to go, but there is an 
infinite number of places to run.” 


-I won't leave you be. 
Bae Hu-ryeong kicked the snow with a chwak, dashing forward. 


-If you were in your prime, maybe you could run away forever. But this match is between us as we are 
now. If we’re counting the rest of your life, you don’t even have two hours left. The sand in your glass is 
falling quickly. Are you still going to run away? 


“Oho. How unfair.” 

-Life is unfair. 

Bae Hu-ryeong swung his sword. 
“You have a point.” 


Master turned her head and easily avoided the attack. 


“T don’t have much time left to live. I can’t continue running away.” 

-At some point, we have to end the match. 

“There’s no reason that that point shouldn’t be now.” 

-Now you’re talking my language. 

“If so.” Master grabbed the hilt of her sword. “I shall show you my maximum power.” 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

First form. 

Sword of Starvation. 

“—Starvation, like parents exchanging their own child with their neighbors’ to eat them.” 
The sword parted the winter wind with a scream. 


“Have you heard the tale of an adult who baked the neighbor’s child into jerky and buried them in the 
snow? Have you heard the rumors in the village? Did you hear that if you dig at the snow on the side of 
the village road, your shovel will discover young flesh at each plow?” 


-How sad. 

Shiiing. 

Bae Hu-ryeong blocked Master’s blade with his sword. 

-It must have been a famine year. 

“That’s right. A famine is like an epidemic that always returns.” 
-But that’s just chance. 

Bae Hu-ryeong was hit by the cold gust, and swung his sword again. 


-Good harvests happen by chance, as do famines. It’s nothing more than coincidence. Sect leader, if 
you mourn so much over accidental tragedies, you should celebrate accidental blessings just as much. 


-The depth of one’s sadness should be equal to the height of one’s happiness. 
Shiiing. 

The two swords clashed. 

A red plum flower fell. 

-So, I shall sing of the happy autumn harvest. 


Snowflakes descended like falling leaves. 


-There are days when I looked at the horizon as I walked down the street. It was a day when the golden 
sea of rice stalks stretched to the horizon. Young children played hide and seek among the rice paddies 
as tall as them. Laughter thundered and weaved in and out of the rows of rice plants. 


Autumn. 
The wind blew. 
The mountains and fields turned red with autumn leaves, and the horizon turned yellow with rice stalks. 


-You talk of children’s flesh buried in the snow? Then I’Il talk of the children’s laughter as they play 
under the bountiful produce. 


It was a world full of crimson maple leaves fluttering to the ground. 
Bae Hu-ryeong swung the sword. 


-Either way, the days are both results of chance. If I have to put something into my heart as I swing my 
sword, I will think of the sound of laughter. When I think back on life before I die, I will think of the 
children playing hide and seek. It’s an obvious choice. 


“Really.” Master sliced through the leaves. “What a blessing!” 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Second form. 

Sword of Thirst. 


“Both cases are by chance, you say. Of course it is. But happiness does not kill a person. The suffering 
from starvation, the pain of thirst, can kill! And if you die, you’re dead forever. It’s the end.” 


The sun began to set. 

“T shall sing of the people who died, unable to drink a sip of water!” 
Summer. 

A heat wave covered the world. 

All the vegetation on the mountain dried up. 


Weeds turned yellow. Fruits shriveled up, the beetles crawled slowly, and hundreds, thousands, ten 
thousands of fish corpses were scattered along the side of the river. Flop. The fish’s round eyeballs 
were desiccated. 


-Ah. 
Master’s sword became sticky. 


Bae Hu-ryeong parried the sword, but Master did not back down. Rather, she clung to him even closer. 
It was close combat. They were so close to each other that they could feel the opponent’s breath. 
Chaang! Shing! Sword quickly countered sword, so fast to make one’s eyes dizzy. 


-If you wash and swim in the summer, it’s really cool. 


Bae Hu-ryeong parried Master’s quick sword. 

-You’re teaching Gongja wrong. 

“...What?” 

-Sorry. My words were a little harsh. Rather than teaching him wrong, you’re teaching him too early. 
Bae Hu-ryeong’s sword flowed like water. 


-It’s good to talk about the pain of the world. It’s also good to look at other people’s suffering. But that 
isn’t something to be done forever. 


“Why do you say that?” 

-It’s just that it gets tiring. 

Shiing! 

Red lily flowers bloomed. 

-This Gongja kid still hasn’t tasted the wonders of the world. 
Suddenly, his fighting style changed. 


-He has to taste its delicacies. It’s only when he tastes it he can further understand the sorrow of those 
who would never be able to feel the same. He needs to swim in the summer. He needs to swim in it so 
that he can feel the pain of those desiccated and weak. A human heart is like a candle. So long as it 
keeps burning, it will burn out one day. 


-Cult master, did you know? This kid still has never fallen in love! He’s never been in a relationship! 
His attacks poured down like a waterfall. 


-But he already acts like he’s carrying all the pain and sadness in the world. What an act! Ha. He 
shouldn’t even dream of it. Even if your cult teaches kids young, he’s way too young for this! 


It showered like rain. 
-I’m going to teach this kid how to be happy. 
The rain poured. 


-I’Il teach him how to laugh without a single lie. I’Il teach him how to put his arm around someone’s 
shoulders. He should be able to learn how to be happy with someone. Only then can he learn endless 
sadness! 


“You....” 


The rain poured over the dry earth. The river became fuller with the rainwater. As the river’s level rose, 
it swallowed the corpses of the fish on the banks. Violet morning glories opened up to drink in the 
raindrops. 


The sound of frogs croaking. 


“You plan to be my disciple’s master?!” 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Third form. 

Sword of the Drowned. 

-That’s right! 

“How dare you!” 

It was like a ceaseless stream of rain. 

The sword struck again and again. 

“Who do you think you are to covet my direct disciple?” 
Midsummer. 

The monsoons caused many floods. 

Countless rose petals floated down the river. 

-Ha! Is this a joke? I’d planned to be his master first! 


The reservoir collapsed, and the village was locked in the water. The water rose up to the feet of the 
mountains. On top of the rising water, Master and Bae Hu-ryeong kicked at each other. Splish. Splash! 
Waves erupted from where the two people stepped. 


-I was the one who taught this guy how to take the heads of orcs! I was also the one to teach him how 
to utilize Aura! I raised this brat with no talent in the martial arts until he could use it somewhat! And 
now, you’re interfering and being a bad influence! 


“You’re calling me a bad influence?!” 

-Yeah! The Demonic Cult is a bad influence, duh! 
The two glided around on the surface of the water. 
One was chased. 

The waves bloomed at his feet with a splash. 

The other was chasing. 

Gently, her toes traipsed on the rose petals. 

The two cast shadows over the waves and petals. 
-Swinging a sword should be fun! 

The smell of water on a rainy day. 


The aroma of the flowers was thick. 


-Gongja is not ready for the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art! It’s a sword that wields pain, understands 
pain! What’s that supposed to be? It’s too much of a demonic art! But he still needs to smell the flowers 
and feel joy under a summer shower! 


“Gongja is! My disciple! He was born to be the next master of this sect!” 
-It’s because you think so that I’m calling you a bad influence! You second-rate master! 
Hundreds and millions of roses. 


Before long, the flooded river was no longer visible. There was no sign of the water. The rose petals 
had covered its entire surface. 


The world blazed red, becoming a flower garden. 
“S000, 08. oe” 

-BE0, 08, See, oe! 

Spring. 

Flowers flowed. 


Red peonies bloomed and flew into the air. 





i Governing Red Chaos Sword’s sixth form, Sword of Balanced Chaos, to slice your neck.” 
Shiing! 

Two petals gave way to her blade. 

-I take two steps back with the Center Snow Step. 

I could see it. 


“_..T’ll send you flying with the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art’s seventh form, Sword of Blunt 
Impact.” 


I could hear it. 

-I’[l use the Ocean Blossom Strike Style’s fourth form, Falling Harvest Moon, to confront you. 

I could see the two people’s swords. 

I could see the pressed peonies underneath the two people’s feet. 

The red peonies’ aroma burst as they were stepped on. 

I could see it at last. 

Master was... The Demonic Cult’s headmaster, the Heavenly Demon, was losing. 

Wades I will resist you with the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art’s eighth form, Sword of Incineration.” 


Under the sky of peonies, Master’s blood spilled. 


It was bloody. 


The difference between Master and Bae Hu-ryeong’s skill was clear. No matter how long she tried to 
perpetuate the battle, it was impossible for Master to outrun Bae Hu-ryeong’s pursuit. And from 
attempting the impossible, Master’s arms, legs, and shoulders bled red. 


-Mm. 

Bae Hu-ryeong got into a pose. 

-I’ll cut you off with the Old Remains Flower Sword’s first technique, Sword of the Moonlit Night. 
The sound of Master’s breathing became a little thin. 

Her chi was running out. 


It would be overambitious for her to try for mutual death by using her true chi. 


Master opened her mouth. 


“T originally couldn’t complete the final form of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. This was for one 
reason. I had been set on using the death from my youth, death by freezing. Freezing to death after 
being left behind in a snowfield by my mother. That was what I considered to be the penultimate 
death.” 


Master raised up her sword high. 
Buty 
The tip of her sword pointed to the sky like an hour hand at noon. 


“Paradoxically, I was able to complete the ninth form of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art after the 
world had been destroyed.” 


“Heaven and earth, it was my ego.” 


“Whether I looked up at the sky or walked beneath it, I was alone. Baraya. Baraya. Agabaraya. The 
world is winter, and a lone candle burns. If I sing, it is the song of the whole world, and if I die, it is the 
death of everything. It’s white. It’s turning white, and whiter still.” 


Her sword. 

It cut the heavens. 

“My infernal heaven is the testament of the snowfield.” 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Ninth form. 


Sword of Freezing. 


“cc ” 


The winter cut through the spring. 


The red petalled sky split apart. And in its cracks, a white winter raged. It raged and descended. Petals 
turned to snow, and the hundreds of millions of peonies became hundreds of millions of snowflakes, 
freezing the world. 


It was a lonely sword. 

The attack sang of the Heavenly Demon’s lonely death. 

-Of course. 

As the winter torrent struck him, Bae Hu-ryeong calmly looked up. 


-A lonely death. Is this the death the leader of the Demonic Cult chose? Fine. I’ll accept it. It’s the 
perfect attack for the last warrior of a fallen world. 


A lonesome smile hung on Bae Hu-ryeong’s mouth. 
-But when it comes to solitude, I know it better than you. 
Bae Hu-ryeong gripped the hilt of his sword. 


-How long did you last by yourself in this world? Three years? Two? No. You haven't lasted a single 
day. After all, that fellow called the Murim Lord was by your side. When the Murim Lord dies, you lose 
your mind. 


The tip of his sword moved. 

-I’m sorry, but. 

Then. 

-I’ve endured 130 years by myself. 
Martial arts. 

Void Form. 


First sword. 


The peony flowers were, 


Winter, spring, summer, autumn, 

Autumn, winter, spring, summer, 

Summer, autumn, winter, spring, 

Spring, summer, autumn, winter, 

Plum blossoms and peonies and roses and lilies, 
Lilies and plums and peonies and roses, 

The petal, to petals, petal, because they were petals, 
Red, was red, became red, red, 

Winter was, 

Because it became red, 

Again the winter, 

The winter, 


Her breath, 


Because it turned heavy, 


oc ” 


I regained my breath. 

“—_Aah!!” 

I couldn’t see. 

I couldn’t hear. 

I couldn’t understand the last attack at all. 

“Haaa, huff, euahh...! Haa, aa....” 

However. 

There was something more important than understanding the sword right now. 
“Mas...ter.” 

“Master, are you alright...? How is your body?” 


Master stared wordlessly at the winter sky. Her eyes weren’t focused. Thump. My heart leaped. I 
fumbled to hold Master’s hand. Fumbling over and over again, until I could find her pulse. 


It was beating. 
She was alive. 


She was still alive. 


“Master.” 

Master slowly opened her lips. 

“T see,” Master said. 

“So it was like that.” 

Saying so, Master looked into my eyes. 

“Disciple.” 

Her dark pupils. 

“My disciple. You... From the beginning, you were only thinking about how to help me.” 


“Saying that you came here from the outside world out of admiration for me... That was a lie. It was a 
bright red lie. Why didn’t I see it before? My disciple isn’t one to cross the world infatuated by a 


” 


reputation...... 
Her voice. 
Master’s voice kept becoming smaller. 

“Thank you.” 

“Disciple. Were you happy that you met me?” 

I nodded. 

“Yes.” 

“Will you remember me as the single petal of a flower?” 
“Yes, Master.” 

“T’d like to know what type of flower it is.” 

“A peony...... ” T replied. 

I held Master’s body. 

“Tl remember you as a red peony, Master.” 

“Oho.” 

Master smiled. 

“How pretty.” 

She brushed her hand against my cheek. 


“How pretty...... 


Then. 

With her other hand, Master beckoned to the heavens. 

It was a weak and light gesture, like a baby bird flapping its wings. 
“My disciple...... 
Without a sound. 
Without a single sound, the snowy mountain was cut. 

The mountain, cut in two, remained there as if it had always been like that. 
Master exhaled a white breath. 

She must have been trying to dream a white dream. 

“Master...... “a 


I buried my face in Master’s shoulder. In the stopped breath. In time. To the person who was born with 
the scent of snow. 


“You’ve cut through winter. Master...... You cut down the winter.” 
That day. 
The winter of one world was cut. 
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Chapter 85. <A Reader’s Mind. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Sasha PR: LightBrin 
I held onto Master for a long time. 

Even if a person’s breath ends, their body remains. 
Death was a cruel and merciless thing. 

“Sir 


A long time later, I heard a voice calling me. The warriors in black uniforms, the elites of Demonic 
Cult, were surrounding me. 


Even as I silently held onto Master, the Battle of Good and Evil raged on. Eventually, the Demonic Cult 
won the war. 


“Since we were in the middle of a fight, we couldn’t confirm it, but... Several cult members overheard 
that our sect leader called you [disciple].” 


The warrior asked nervously, 
“Sir, are you the Heavenly Demon-nim’s successor?” 
I looked around. 


All the Demonic Cult members who survived the battle were staring at me, including the ones that 
Master had called the Four Demon Lords. Some of them had nosebleeds, cut-up lips, arms that were 
chopped off. All of them, soaked in blood, waited for my answer with bated breath. 


“...1 don’t know if I am.” 

“Didn’t our sect leader accept you as a disciple?” 
“That’s right.” 

I clung a little tighter to Master’s cold body. 

“T am Master’s disciple.” 

The man’s face hardened. 


“If our sect leader accepted you as her disciple, she must have taught you the Infernal Heavens 
Demonic Art. This request may be rude, but please. Sir. Demonstrate the Infernal Heavens Demonic 
Art in front of us.” 


His tone was polite, but he clearly meant that he couldn’t believe I was the Heavenly Demon’s disciple 
without evidence. 


‘I’m being treated as an heir just by being Master’s disciple.’ 


I realized then. Why did Master hesitate so much about taking me as a disciple? It was because being a 
direct disciple of the Heavenly Demon meant inheriting the leadership of the Demonic Cult. 


Now, as the last of Master’s warmth left this world, the mantle of cult leader fell onto me. 
“_,.All right. Is it enough if I use the Sword of Starvation?” 


“Yes. The sect leader said clearly that [if it is even slightly unsatisfactory, do not accept them as my 
successor]. We may not be renowned swordsmen, but we have enough skill to discern the skill of other 
individuals.” 


The other sect members began to whisper around us. 
“Hey. What’s the Bloody Demon talking about?” 


“What, you don’t understand? If you look at him do one technique of the Infernal Heavens Demonic 
Art, it'll be clear if he really is the Heavenly Demon’s disciple.” 


“Really? But why is that bastard acting like our representative?” 


“T don’t think we have anyone else who can act polite. He’s from the Moyong family. Though he’s an 
illegitimate child.” 


“What?” That son of a bitch is from the Moyong family?” 


“Hey. Why are you acting so surprised? I told you this dozens of times before..... Whatever. A river is a 
river, a mountain is a mountain, and a blockhead is still a blockhead no matter how much you try to 
educate him.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


“I’m saying that your cancerous existence is comparable to the Sichuan Tang clan’s poisonous arts. 
Sword Demon. As evidence of that, I am currently suffering from cancer. You are an amazing being 
when you consider that I have mastered Thousand Poison Immunity.” 


“Oh? Is that a compliment?” 
“Fucking blockhead sonuvabitch.” 
“Ahem.” 


The Bloody Demon coughed. Then, he eyed the cult members who were handing back. It was a very 
dignified look. He seemed to be quietly pressuring the others to shut up. 


However, the Sword Demon and the Flame Ghost Demon tilted their heads. 
“What are you looking at? You wanna go?” 


“You’re being rude. Go stare somewhere else. It feels gross.” 


The Bloody Demon turned his head again and looked at me. His eyes seemed to say something like, 
[Nothing weird happened just now. ] 


“Aha.” 
I laughed a little. 
‘That’s right. It was originally this sort of place.’ 


The Demonic Cult was made up of people who were mostly uneducated, falling back on the strength of 
their bodies. My Master was refined and graceful, but on the whole, the Demonic Cult members were 
naturally ignorant about etiquette and manners. 


“Hunger is—” 


I did not draw my sword. I didn’t want to bear a weapon while I was holding Master’s body. Instead, I 
coated my left hand in Aura and struck. 


The attack carved into the snowfield. 
“— children, waiting for the sun.” 
Flinch. 


The Bloody Demon, who acted as the representative of the Demonic Cult, and the cult members who 
had been clamoring about all became silent. In the snowfield, my attack dug a deep valley into the 
ground that looked like a wound. 


I didn’t finish with showing them just the first technique. Second form. Third form. Fourth form. All 
the techniques that I had learned to the extremes, I focused on my fingertips. 


Our surroundings became quiet. 


Was it thanks to glimpsing the desperate battle between Master and Bae Hu-ryeong? Suddenly, the 
power of my strikes were sharper than before. This was another thing that Master arranged. 


“T haven’t fully learned the other techniques yet. It would be embarrassing to show you.” 
“Ts this much all right?” 

Crunch! 

The Bloody Demon kneeled in the snow 

“T greet the successor of the Demonic path. The new Heavenly Demon.” 


Behind him, the Flame Ghost Demon, the Wolyeong Demon Lord, and the Sword Demon prostrated 
themselves, one after another. Crunch, crunch. Snow was crushed beneath their knees. All the cult 
members who survived the Battle of Good and Evil fell to their knees on the field. 


“We greet the successor of the Demonic path! Our sect leader!” 


I slowly opened my mouth. 


“The title of Heavenly Demon is too much. I am already known as the Death King, and I would like 
Master’s title to be forever in her name.” 


“However...... 
“Calling me the sect leader is also excessive.” 


I turned my head. By my side, Bae Hu-ryeong was silent, arms folded and eyes closed. He was 
probably going over the match against Master in his mind. I looked at Bae Hu-ryeong’s face, then told 
the cult members, 


“T’m still lacking in many areas. I have nothing that I could teach you. How can I call myself the sect 
leader?[1: 11 is the term, meaning literally “schoolmaster”] That would be a title just for the sake of 
having a title.” 


The Bloody Demon looked to be at a loss. 


“ ,.Heavenly Demon-nim, in her entire life, never chose the wrong person. Since she has accepted you 
as her direct disciple, you are certainly fit to be the next sect leader.” 


“Thank you. However, I judge myself as still insufficient to take on the mantle of the cult’s leader.” 
The cult members began to murmur. 

“W-well then, how should we address you? We can’t continue calling you ‘sir’...” 

“Young master,” someone suggested. 

“Can’t we call him ‘Young Master’?” 


It was the Flame Ghost Demon. He was the cultist who said he would yield three turns to the Shaolin 
monk. His nose was still broken, and dried tracks from his nosebleed were on his upper lip. 


“Calling someone ‘Young Lord’ or ‘Young Heir’ is common enough. If you are just saying that you’re 
lacking to become our cult’s master and not that you’re refusing the lord, it should be all right to call 
you ‘Young Master.” 


“Huh.” 

I nodded. That much was acceptable. 

“That sounds fine.” 

The cultists sighed from relief. They looked at me with more comfortable expressions. 


“Young Master. I’d like to thank you formally. I don’t know what kind of technique you used, but we 
all remember being bitten by the Jiangshi. If it weren’t for Young Master, we wouldn’t have been able 
to finish the Battle of Good and Evil and show our allegiance to Heavenly Demon-nim!” 


The martial artist bowed. 


“T am the first rank of the Four Demon Lords. Bloody Demon. I command all of the Blood Guard. On 
their behalf, I swear loyalty to Young Master.” 


Dozens of cultists bowed along with him. 


“T am the first rank of the Four Demon Lords. Flame Ghost Demon. I command all members of the 
Memorial Squadron. I swear allegiance to Young Master.” 


“First of the Four Demon Lords. Demon Lord Wolyeong. The Shadow Corpse Squadron swears loyalty 
to Young Master.” 


“T’m the Sword Demon! With the Assassination Squad, I promise you our loyalty.” 
Dozens more. 

I slowly placed Master down. 

Master looked like a flower blooming on the white snowfield. 

Placing down the single peony petal, I bowed to the Demonic Cult members. 
“Tt is my wish that as long as my life does not end, the doctrine of shadows will continue on.” 
It was at that moment. 

[Stages cleared. ] 

[You have cleared the quest, ‘Remake the World. Volume 1”! ] 

How long had it been since I heard this voice? 

[Today, the 22nd floor Stage has been cleared. ] 

[Announcing to everyone again. ] 

[Today, the 22nd floor Stage has been cleared. ] 

It really felt like a long time since I heard this. 

[Calculating challengers. ] 

[Calculation complete. ] 

Not releasing my stance, I spoke. 

“T have a request for everyone. Please take care of Master’s funeral.” 

[The four challengers are being announced. ] 

The snowy mountain, split in two at Master’s beckoning. 

Characters were engraved in the sky above the mountain peaks. 

+ 

[Level of Contribution Rank] 


Rank 1. Death King 


Rank 2. Alchemist 

Rank 3. Venomous Snake 
Rank 4. Medicine King 

+ 


“Don’t make the funeral fancy. Master wouldn’t want it that way. Master will be happy if you just stay 
where you are until the funeral ends. For Master, please—.” 


Please. I didn’t finish my sentence. 

I didn’t have to, nor could I finish it. 

In the blink of an eye, I was no longer in the snowfield. 
“Welcome. Death King-nim.” 

The Great Library of All Things. 

“T’ve been anxiously waiting for you!” 

The Constellation, the Librarian, smiled and looked at me. 
2; 

“Congratulations!” 

The Librarian was floating in the air. 

His 5-meter-long sleeves fluttered like goldfish fins. 


“Hmm. The last word in [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] was the word ‘please.’ Hmm. The 
word ‘please’ is a wish for someone. Wish, prayer. In the Demonic Sect, they memorized it as ‘Baraya. 
‘Please’ and ‘Baraya’ can be regarded as synonyms. In that sense, it’s a really suitable ending...... ’ 


> 


“Just a moment.” 
I ended the Librarian’s long lecture. 
I felt a sense of [discomfort]. 


This was my second time coming to the Great Library. I stayed up several nights reading books. I had 
become quite familiar with this place. 


However, I could clearly see something different from last time. 

“ ,.Why are all the other hunters passed out?” 

The Hunters who participated in the Apocalypse challenge. 

All 250 of them, Hunters who had titles and nicknames, were collapsed on the floor. 
“Hmm.” 


The Librarian raised the corner of his mouth. 


“Don’t worry. I just put them to sleep for a while.” 
“Put them to sleep...?” 
“Yes. It’s a fragrance that’s harmless to the human body.” 


The Librarian reached out his hand. Dozens of books floated around the Constellation. One of them 
was a book titled [The Story of Yeonhyang City]. 


“There are many worlds like yours that communicate with words, but there are also worlds that 
communicate with songs and others still that communicate through scent. In this Apocalypse, people 
talk with the scent of anger, the scent of sorrow, and the scent of joy.” 


“Of course, there’s also a scent of sleep.” 
I was tense and alert. 


“Ah, please don’t look at me with those eyes. I wanted to talk to Death King-nim, so I made the 
surroundings quiet for a while.” 


A talk. 
“What kind of thing are you going to tell me after making my colleagues faint?” 


“Ah, [colleague]. As expected, Death King-nim! You can regard them as tiresome, useless luggage, but 
you say it so naturally that you think of them as colleagues. I have no choice but to shed another tear at 
the admirable heart of Death King-nim.” 


“T could see every move that your party made from here. It was like a movie. It was a moving and 
exciting scene. Really. Everyone here would have welcomed you enthusiastically.” 


The Librarian giggled. 


“But if I let them, it would have been a long time before I could speak with you! Since my turn would 
be pushed back by a lot.” The Librarian shrugged. 


“T had to settle down the others for a moment so that I could talk with you. Don’t worry. Even if it 
looks like this, I used the most moderate method to put them to sleep.” 


It was hard to believe. 


I looked around my surroundings. I saw the Witch. She was leaning against a bookshelf with her long 
hair hanging down. I approached the Witch and lightly searched for her pulse. 


Thump. 
Thump. 
Thank goodness. 


Her complexion looked fine and her breathing was normal. 


After checking that my colleague was safe, I looked back at the Librarian. 
“_..If you have something to say, please say it quickly and wake everyone up.” 


“Aren’t you hurrying too much? I want to talk more slowly with the two of us. I deliberately left the 
other challengers to summon just you.” 


“T haven’t finished everything on the 22nd floor yet. I also have to find a sword...” 
“Next time.” 

The Librarian’s eyes looked like an upside-down half moon. 

“You can investigate later.” 

The air was filled with tension. 


The Librarian was small, so some people may look down on him. However, he was someone who 
could summon strange monsters from another world at will. Didn’t he swallow up 50 hunters at once 
last time? 


‘No matter how much I’ve learned of the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art, I’ lI lose for certain if I fight 
him now.’ 


I swallowed my spit. 

“_..What do you want to talk about?” 
The Librarian’s smile deepened. 

“Tt’s a very intimate story.” 

Flutter. 


The Librarian fluttered his sleeves and landed on the floor. He approached me and pulled something 
out from his sleeves. 


“Mm.” 

It was a pair of scissors. 

“Why scissors, all of a sudden...?” 

“Your hair is quite long. Death King-nim. I will trim it for you.” 


The Librarian tiptoed and started to cut my hair with a snip, snip. He didn’t cut much. Maybe about 
half of the hair from the back of my head? The Librarian put the cut hair in a red silk pouch. 


“Your nails are long, too. It’s a big problem if someone who claims to be a martial artist doesn’t care 
for their nails. I’ll clip them.” 


The Librarian pulled another object out of his sleeves. 


It was a nail clipper. 


The Librarian grabbed my right hand and cut my fingernails. He did all of them, from the pinky to the 
thumb. And each nail was put in a different silk pouch. 


Um. 

“Hey, Librarian-nim>?” 

“Yes.” 

“What are you going to do with these?” 
“Death King-nim.” 


The Librarian stooped his back. He kneeled on the floor. And, as if it were natural, he took off my 
shoes. 


“Say that you really, really, really like someone. Really.” 
“...P ll try. Why?” 


“There’s nothing you don’t like about that person, from their toes to their head. It’s love. It truly is a 
noble and pure love. But the problem is that the person doesn’t exist in reality, but only on paper. It is a 
character that exists only in a novel.” 


The Librarian took off my socks. 

“But then, tada! What providence is this? My ideal novel character appeared in front of my eyes.” 
“Ube,” 

“Now. At this time, what do you think I feel about Death King-nim?” the Librarian said seriously. 
As he held a toenail clipper. 

“Yes. That’s what it is.” 

“Tt’s like that.” 

What’s like what? 


“Ah, ah! Don’t move! What are you doing? If you move, my nail clippers may leave disgusting scars 
on your marble-like toe! That’d be a big problem!!” 


“Why are you getting angry at me?! Get away from me right now!” 


“Wait a moment! Just a moment, please! I’ll stop with just your pinky toe! Just one toenail! You can 
concede this much, right?” 


“Why is a Constellation acting like such a pervert?!” 


“Ah! Ah! If you don’t want to give me your toenails, how about three eyebrow hairs?” 


Only then did I realize the source of my [discomfort]. 
“You weren’t the type to speak so politely before!” 
That’s right. 


The Constellation, the Librarian, did not use honorifics like “-nim.” He used to speak while looking 
down on us. That was definitely how it used to be, but now, for some reason, he was using honorifics 
for me. This was why I felt something was off. 


“Use your normal speech patterns!” 

The Librarian’s lips wobbled. 

“Impossible! H-how could I, a lowly creature, dare to speak down to the shining Gongja-nim?!” 
This was insane. 

[The Librarian wants your pinky toenail clipping. ] 

Totally crazy. 

‘Character window!’ 


While I was struggling, determined to not give up my toenails to the Librarian, letters popped up in 
front of me. 


+ 
Name: Corner Librarian[1] 
Favorability: 95 


Favorite Genres: [Fusion], [Romance], [Mystery], [Adventure], [Horror], [History], [War], [Sports], 
[SF], [Myth], [Fairy Tales]... 


Disliked Genres: N/A 

Favorite characters: [Character], [Constellation Killer] 
Hated Characters: N/A 

Favorite Plot: [Story] 

Hated Plot: [Serial Discontinuation] 


Psychological State: ‘Toenails! If possible, I should get his eyebrows too! Ah, I’d like to ask him for 
some beard hair after he grows a beard, but that probably won’t work. Ah, shining Gonja-nim. Shine! 
Shine! Shine! What a brilliant protagonist! I want to make you a bookmark and keep you forever!’ 


+ 


He’s deranged. 


[1] Changed from Librarian Bang Gu-seok. 
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It was creepy. A favorability rating of 95. 


And the scene of what happened when the favorability rating reached that high was unfolding in front 
of me right now. 


“Glowja-nim! Until I met you, I was only the blind Shim Bongsa!” the Librarian shouted, squatting as 
he grabbed the soles of my feet.[1] 


“T was deaf until I heard you speak!” 

The Librarian’s eyes seemed to sparkle as he tried to clip my little toenail. 
“You are my light! You are my music!” 

His eyes were scary. 


“Since your name means Confucius, I’ll gladly convert to Confucianism! I will be a scholar only for 
you! Ah, a king needs a friend-like retainer who shares his opinions! From today onwards, I am a 
Confucian scholar who supports Gongja-nim!” 


“Hey. Just- Hey!” 
What kind of demented scholar tries to collect someone’s pinky toenail clippings?! 


I wanted to ask the Librarian that question, but I stopped when I saw his eyes and realized. He wasn’t 
in his right mind. His eyes showed that no matter what I said, he would clearly ignore it. First of all, his 
breathing was ragged. 


“If you keep acting like this, I won’t enter any more Apocalypses!” 


Pause. The Librarian let go of my feet. Creepily, his fingers still twitched even as he stopped 
manhandling my feet. Was he crazy? 


The Librarian pondered over his thoughts like a scholar in deep sorrow. 
ere Indeed. It’s an effective threat.” 

For a moment, I was relieved that my words had worked. 

“But analyzing Gongja-nim’s character, that’I] never happen.” 

What? 


Character analysis? 


“Tt’s because Gongja-nim knows. There are many other characters like the Heavenly Demon who are 
withering away unjustly in the other Apocalypses. Considering Gongja-nim’s personality, you won’t be 
able to resist helping those people.” 


The Librarian smiled. 


“Don’t look down at a Gongja-maniac. I know Gongja-nim better than you know yourself! I can 
describe the energy bars that Gongja-nim ate on the first day you entered the Chronicles of the 
Heavenly Demon, what hand you used to do it, what sort of expression you had, all over two pages...” 


He must be crazy, right? This is crazy. He’s crazy. 


“Now, Gongja-nim. Be obedient and give me what you should give me! I was being shockingly 
conscientious when I didn’t force you to sleep with the scent.” 


“T’m also shocked by your conscience.” 


“Gongja-nim can’t understand. Nobody has ever understood me before. Ah, alas! How terrible is it that 
I’ve never been understood in my life? How cold is such a human heart? Even so, if I understand 
Glowja-nim.....” 


“Step away from me before I say [I hate you].” 

Thud. 

This time, the Librarian really stopped. 

“Take five steps away from me. Otherwise, I’ll really say it.” 
The Librarian meekly stepped back. 


“Please use your normal way of speaking. It’s kind of gross. Seriously. And please return my hair and 
my nails.” 

“T cannot! Y-you’re being completely unreasonable!” 

His old way of speaking had returned. 

The Librarian was crying while hugging the silk pouches tightly. 


“T’d rather that you cut my head off! No. Wait, just a moment. Gongja. Right now, that was a 
hyperbole. Please don’t make that expression, like you’re really deciding whether or not to cut off my 
head... That will seriously hurt my feelings.....” 


Like a disheartened hamster, the Librarian began to mutter. 
Eventually, I succeeded in calming him down. 


After burning up a silk pouch of unpleasant things (there was a terrible scream involved), the Librarian 
and I managed to start talking for real. 


“Tt was magnificent.” 


First, the Librarian reviewed the newly completed [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon]. 


“Your dedication to the Heavenly Demon was truly admirable! I could see the [ending] when you 
became her disciple. But you didn’t stop there! The final Battle of Good and Evil.... The greatest 
match... Yes, the Heavenly Demon must have felt like she was eating sweet chocolate ice cream.” 


“Has the world from the [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] been transferred to the 22nd floor?” 
“Yes,” 
The Librarian grinned. 


“Other hunters will be able to enter the 22nd floor. They’ Il also be able to learn skills by looking at the 
texts stored in the Cheonmugwan. It’s all thanks to your work, Gongja.” 


I put my hand on my chin. 


“There was something I was wondering about while we were in the Apocalypse. I want to ask you 
this....” 


“Ask me anything! Ill answer almost anything!” 


“Stop trying to sneakily take off my shoes like there’s nothing wrong. Why was [The Chronicles of the 
Heavenly Demon] an Apocalypse?” 


The Librarian cocked his head to the side. My question seemed to be unfamiliar to him. 
“Why? Hmm. Does a book need a specific reason to be an Apocalypse?” 

“T think so.” 

I put my shoes back on. 

“Librarian-nim, do you like happy endings? Or do you prefer sad endings?” 

“Both of them have their merits,” the Librarian replied immediately. 


“An ending is like a port where the characters’ lives come to a conclusion. Life can be happy, or it can 
be rough! A general reader wants the characters to be happy, but I also want to hug them tightly when 
they fail or are sad.” 


“Which means that even unhappy endings are still proper conclusions.” 
“Yes. Obviously.” 
“That’s why I have more questions.” 


I grabbed the Librarian’s wrist, which was trying to go behind my back, and took away the scissors. 
The Librarian hopped up and down, trying to take back the scissors, but he wasn’t tall enough. 


“Even if I didn’t interfere, the [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] would have a proper conclusion. 
Even if it is sad.” 


“Master and the Murim Lord did their best up to the end. They continued making an effort. Even 
though the Murim Lord died first and Master went mad... Master still reached the conclusion.” 


I looked into the Librarian’s eyes. 


“Why was [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] included as an Apocalypse? Library director-nim. 
Why didn’t the Murim Lord’s death and Master’s madness count as a proper ending?” 


In fact, I was thinking about this question ever since I saw the fairy tale, ‘Me and Our Scapegoat’. 
Apart from whether or not I could accept the ending, the world looked like it had reached a logical 
conclusion. 


The Constellation was silent. 


In the library, there were only the quiet breaths of the knocked-out hunters. Saek, seeeek.... Among the 
rising and falling of the Hunters’ chests, the Librarian was expressionless. 


“T wanted to see a happy ending for some reason. Would something like that reason not work?” 
“If you don’t like the ending, Librarian-nim can fix it yourself.” 


“Librarian-nim is strong. In the eyes of a Hunter like me, you seem to be omnipotent and omniscient. 
But even so, instead of fixing the apocalypse, you sent us.” 


In other words, this Constellation was a ‘reader’. 


He was a reader who didn’t want to intervene in the story but just receive it as it was. He had no desire 
to ever be a ‘writer’. He could correct the wrongs, but he refused to do so. 


A reader who would never intervene himself. 
The Corner Librarian. 


“Shall I do a character analysis, too? A thorough person like you would not call something an 
Apocalypse just because the ending was weird. The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon and the other 
Apocalypse, too. In fact, there’s another reason that the Apocalypses are classified as such.” 


sat Ah, you won’t just let this go.” 

The Librarian smiled bitterly. 

“Follow me.” 

The Librarian grabbed my hand. With the other hand, he picked up a book. 
The title of the book was the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon. 

“—] will tell you the truth of the Apocalypses.” 

The Constellation opened the book. 


Then, my vision was covered with light. 


cy 
When I opened my eyes, we were in the world of snowfields. 


However, we did not need to walk on the snow. The Librarian was still holding my hand tightly, his 
long sleeves fluttering like the wings of wild geese in the winter sky. 


“What if.” 
Over the snowfield. 


“What if the zombie virus was a disease that developed on its own in [The Chronicles of the Heavenly 
Demon]? If that was the case. As you said, I would never have called this place an apocalypse.” 


We crossed a snowy mountain. 
“That means....” 


“The zombie virus did not originate here. It’s a contagion that flowed from outside. It is as if the New 
World was invaded by external forces.”[2] 


Haaa. The Librarian let out a white breath. 

“Over there, you can see it.” 

It was a high mountain peak. 

The sacred mountain of this world. 

On top of the mountain, which reached up to the sky, there was something huge. 
[Shiny has detected an ominous energy. | 

The Holy Sword by my waist trembled. 

Noting that, the Librarian said, 


“Oho. It seems that your sword can feel it too. That’s not unusual. Since your sword had originally 
been a whole Constellation. It is a given that one quickly recognizes others who are in similar positions 
to them.” 


“A similar position....” 

“Gongja. Have you ever seen a Constellation’s fallen form?” 

Fallen. The Devil King of Fall Rain. Preta. 

“Yes, I have.” 

“Then, have you ever seen the body left behind by the death of the constellation?” 
“As expected, you haven’t.” 


The Librarian had a lonely smile. 


“Tt’s quite the rare sight, so take advantage of this opportunity to see it.” 
‘It’ was a dragon. 

More precisely, it was the corpse of a dragon. 

A dragon lay dead at the mountain’s peak. 


The leather, which once had been smooth like silk, was burned black. The horns on the dragon’s head 
rustled like coal. Its magic pearl, broken into two, was buried in the snow. 


Also. 

[Shiny detects the presence of her sisters. ] 

There was a sword embedded in the middle of its chest. 

[Shiny says that it is the Guardian Sword’s second sister, the Sword of Compassion! ] 
A black energy, takgi, flowed out of the sword. 


If we were talking about its characteristics, we could call it an Aura. However, it was not a normal 
Aura. It was similar to the one that covered the Devil King of Fall Rain. No, it was murkier than that. 
The surging takgi wrapped around the dragon and covered the top of the snowy mountain. When white 
snow fell on the mountain peak, the takgi immediately infected it and turned it black. 


-It hurts....... 

Black snow. 

-It’s painful....... 

The dark eyes of the Black Dragon seemed to moan. 

-It hurts. It hurts, and....... 

-It’s agonizing. 

-It’s painful. It stings. It’s bitter. It hurts....... 

For a moment, I was at a loss for words. 

“_..Didn’t you say that it was dead? Over there, that dragon is still alive even now.” 


“Tt is already dead. What you see and hear is nothing more than a corpse’s resentment. When an 
existence reaches the level of a Constellation, they cannot die graciously, even if they do die.” 


The two of us landed on the mountain peak. 

The black dragon was endlessly groaning on. 

Looking at the death of a Constellation, the Librarian’s eyes seemed to be filled with regret. 
“The plague that your party called the zombie virus. The true nature of it is a curse.” 


“A curse...... 


“Yes. It is the curse left as the constellation of this martial arts world, [The Yellow Dragon who stays at 
the Dynasty Lake], died. It is a grudge of being unable to die even when dead. Even though they have 
already died, the corpse remains and must endure further agony. When they were infected with such a 
curse, the people of this world became Jiangshi.” 


I looked up at the dragon’s corpse. 


The host of the virus. The epicenter of the curse. 

The disease that destroyed this world began with that corpse. 
In the end, Master died because of the dragon’s curse. 

“_..If the Constellation didn’t stab itself in the heart, it means someone else killed it.” 
“That makes sense.” 

“Who is the culprit?” 

“You already have a good idea of who did it.” 

I ground my teeth. 

“Lefanta Aegim.” 

“Correct.” 

The Librarian nodded. 


“His nickname is the Constellation Killer. He is a person who crosses the boundaries of the world and 
kills Constellations.” 


Shiny said that a Constellation was like the representative of a world. 


“And a world that has lost its Constellation is like a castle that has lost its ramparts. The likelihood that 
it will face an insolent destruction increases.” 


Apocalypse. 
A world where the representative died and all its inhabitants disappeared. 


“Why did he kill ordinary Constellations? He founded the Aegim Empire, so he should quietly act as 
the emperor of his own country. Why is he going around ruining worlds?” 


“That’s something that I cannot answer.” 
The Librarian stared attentively at my face. 


“T am only a reader. You pointed to me and called me omniscient and omnipotent, but this isn’t true. I 
may be omniscient, but not omnipotent. I can know the truth of a world, but I cannot intervene there.” 


The Librarian, who had spoken self-deprecatingly, suddenly pointed at my waist. 


“However, you are different.” 


The sword hanging by my side. 


“You, who can intervene, are intervening again. Whether you want to or not, you’re fixing things that 
someone else has broken, one by one.” 


“Once, it’s a coincidence. Twice, it’s a connection. But with the third time, it becomes an inevitability. 
You have saved an empire that had been abandoned by the Constellation Killer. You have taken the 
Constellation shattered by the Constellation Killer, and now, you have come to a world led to collapse 
by the Constellation Killer.” said the Librarian. 


“The means of killing [The Yellow Dragon of Dynasty Lake] was both vicious and cruel. An ordinary 
person cannot even touch that sword. But you are able to. Gongja. You have created an inevitability 
with your coincidences and connections.” 


I looked at the black dragon’s corpse again. 

I muttered in my mind. 

‘Shiny.’ 

The Holy Sword trembled a little. 

[Shiny replies, “Yes, warrior.” ] 

‘How do I collect your sister sword?’ 

[Shiny says, “You just need to pull her out and touch the sister sword.” ] 
‘All right.’ 

I drew my sword. 

The winter air split. 

I struck the sword embedded in the black dragon’s chest with my sword. 
[The Guardian Goddess absorbs a piece of herself. ] 

In an instant, my sword was surrounded by light. 

[1] Glowja-nim: A portmanteau of Gongja-nim and glowing. 

Shim Bongsa: A blind man in a traditional Korean tale. 


[2] New World: As in the Americas. European diseases such as smallpox decimated the Indigenous 
peoples. 
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A light flowed from my sword and covered the black dragon. 
[The Compassion Sword resists the absorption! ] 


However, there was a substantial amount of rebellious energy working against me. Srrung! A dark 
malice inundated me like a summer monsoon of sewage. It was like a black panther who had been 
sleeping quietly and had been startled awake by a touch. 


[The Compassion Sword is baffled. ] 

[She censures her sister and asks if she betrayed Lefanta Aegim. ] 

[The Guardian Goddess is comforting her sister. ] 

The light of the Holy Sword and the shadow of the black dragon fused together messily. 
[The Compassion Sword demands the new owner to prove himself. ] 

White and black. 

Neither side would simply back off. 


[The Constellation’s power is great. It should never be given to an unqualified person. The Compassion 
Sword does not yet recognize you as a new lord. ] 


“All right.” 
I looked calmly at the sword embedded in the black dragon’s chest. 
“You have a point. But how should I prove my worth?” 


Takgi continued to leak from the black dragon’s body. It was throbbing... The malice was 
incomparable to what was there before. And that malice took on a shape. 


A dark angel. 

It was an angel made up of sooty water from toe to head. 

[I am a fragment made out of the goddess’s compassion. ] 
[If you want to prove that you can be someone’s idol—] [1] 
[You must prove that you can be compassionate. ] 

The expressionless angel spread its wings. 

Even those wings looked murky. 

Black spittle dripped from the two open wings. 


[I ask you to leave your mind and body to me for a little while. ] 


“Why should I?” 
[To peek into your memories. ] 
The light emitted by the Holy Sword became a little brighter. 


[The Guardian Goddess cannot agree to this. If you travel together, you will end up seeing warrior- 
nim’s qualifications to be the new owner. There is no reason to take unnecessary risks. ] 


“No. It’s fine.” 
I sheathed the sword. 


“T can’t carry a sword around my waist that doesn’t believe in me. Even if it’s the greatest sword in the 
world, I wouldn’t be able to stand the uneasiness. Come! Come and look at my memories or whatever 
until you’re satisfied.” 


It was the moment I opened my arms wide. 
[The Compassion Sword is testing your compassion. ] 


The angel’s two wings covered my sight. Like a mother bird wrapped around its chick, huge black 
wings surrounded my body. 


It was dark everywhere. 
Then, a dreamlike scene appeared in front of me. 
| Kind man. | 
A garden on fire. 
| Hang in there... | 
| You poor things. | 
A paradise engulfed in smoke. 
| The whole world has become empty. | 
A snowfield in which peonies bloomed red. 
| You are my disciple. | 
The garden, the paradise, and the snowfield passed through quickly in turns. 
Suddenly, my darkened vision became bright. 


The angel’s wings that covered my eyes had gone away. 


The black angel hurriedly gathered his wings and looked at me. The fragment of the Constellation was 
still expressionless. However, the black eyes under his dark brows could not hide his bewilderment. 


[You are....... ] 


“T’m not perfect.” 
I spoke first. 


“I’m weak for other’s goodwill. I want to gain their favor. I can be a little unreasonable because of that. 
I really love being praised, and I struggle because I want others to see me as a ‘good person.’ Maybe 
that’s my weakness.” 


The Constellation fragment closed its mouth. 


“And your former owner wasn’t perfect, either.” 


“T don’t know what sort of magnificent vision Lefanta Aegim had to kill the Constellations. Not yet, at 
least. Maybe he’s doing it for noble reasons. But even if he has a good reason, I’m still going to say that 
he did something wrong.” 


I lifted my sword and pointed it at the black angel. 


“Tf you think your old owner was perfect and never did anything wrong, don’t follow me. I don’t need 
such a sword.” 


The black angel slowly opened her mouth. 

[Do you intend to kill Lefanta Aegim?] 

“If he deserves to be killed.” 

[Can you promise me that your personal feelings will not affect your judgment of him?] 
“T don’t know.” 

I was speaking honestly. 


“My master died. The world is ruined. Too many people were hurt and killed, so I don’t know. But I 
promise that I’1l do my best.” 


“So if you think I'll stray from the right path, do your best to correct me. I’ll do my best. And you can 
do yours. That’s what it means to work together.” 


The black angel’s wings were crumbled. 

[My ability is pain. ] 

[The one who is cut by me feels pain, but I do not leave a scar on their body nor kill them. ] 
[Suffering without injury is my ability. ] 

The angel’s form collapsed. 

It collapsed and became black water. 


[New master. ] 


[I swear to serve you as best as I can. ] 
Chwaaaak! 


The black liquid swirled and flowed into the Holy Sword I was holding. It was like a violent flood. The 
Holy Sword drank in all the water like a thirsty fox in the desert. 


[The existence of the Guardian Goddess has become more pronounced. | 
The changes didn’t stop there. 

-Oh, oh........ 

It was the mythical beast that had been the Constellation of this world. 


The black dragon groaned as the blade stuck in its chest was absorbed into my sword. 


The black dragon had been killed a long time ago. It was like it didn’t have enough of a mind to 
express anything in words anymore. The black dragon just murmured as if it were an old woman, tired 
of life. 


-Ohbhh, oh....... 
Finally, the corpse of the Black Dragon turned into essence and flowed away. 


Its horn crumbled and shattered. Its scales melted like a candle. The beast that reigned over a world met 
its end. 


And the winter gave way. 
The permanent snow cap on the mountain crumbled apart. It was an avalanche. 


From the top of the mountain, I could look down at the snow that broke under my feet and poured over 
into the world. 


“Winter is the season of death.” 
Next to me, the Librarian also looked down at the landscape. 
“You’ve ended this lonely season.” 


A white avalanche swept over the white world. But what was left behind after the avalanche had passed 
was no longer white. 


The brown dirt of the ground could be seen. 


Brown was the color of this world’s flesh. The long winter finally came to an end, and the ground 
began to bare its skin. 


How was it that the spring breeze was so different from the gusts of winter? 


Would Master know where the scent of spring came from? 


“.,. Library director-nim.” 
“You can speak.” 


“T have a benefit from clearing the previous stage, so I can see people’s natures. I can see the person’s 
favorite plots and character type.” 


“T know.” 
The Librarian exhaled. 
The breaths that we let out were no longer frozen white. 


“T am the one in charge from the 21st to the 30th floor. The perks that you received were also prepared 
by me. Mm. Since I was the one who gave it to you, of course I know.” 


“Your preferred character is [the Constellation Killer].” 
“Tt is.” 


“Why do you like the Constellation Killer? Lefanta Aegim is a human who kills Constellations. I could 
understand why you would hate him, but I don’t see a reason to like him.” 


“Ahem.” 

The Librarian closed his right eye. 

“Since you asked, I’ll give you a special answer. For a long time, I have had a dream.” 
“A dream, you say?” 

“Exactly. It is to make an appearance in a novel that I enjoy!” 

The eyes of the Constellation shone innocently. 

I was puzzled. 


“Tf it’s appearing in a novel... Can’t you do that right now? You can freely travel through the 
Apocalypses.” 


“Huhu. You don’t understand the reader’s mind, I see. [Appearing] in a novel is a bit different from 
[intervening] with the novel. No, it’s very different.” 


The Librarian laughed, covering his mouth with his sleeves. 


“From the Apocalypses’ perspective, I am no different than an alien matter. An alien matter, an invasive 
species... An existence that should not naturally occur in that world. The Constellation Killer, who 
killed the dragon in the Murim world, is on the same level as I am in terms of being a foreign body.” 


“But I do not want to intervene in a novel as an outsider! Nope. That’s not allowed. I want to appear as 
a respectable character who has been in the world from the beginning, just like the other characters! 
This is my dream as a reader of the world!” 


I still didn’t understand. 
The Librarian looked at my face and laughed. 
“Then, this time, I’ll ask. Gongja. Why didn’t you kill the Heavenly Demon?” 


“The Heavenly Demon mastered how to kill with her mind in her final moments. Even though she was 
no longer as strong as she was in her prime, you could have used the Hundred Ghost skill on her and 
make use of her memories. The Heavenly Demon thought well of you, so she would have been a strong 
ally and an excellent master. So why didn’t you kill the Heavenly Demon?” 


Bore That’s.” 

“Shh.” 

The librarian raised his index finger and blocked my lips. 
“Tt’s all right. You don’t have to say it. I already understand.” 
Softly. 

His fingers pressed against my lips. 


“You did not want to interfere with the last moments that your Master achieved. It’s the same for me. I 
don’t want to directly intervene with the end of the world. Your heart and mine are not so different....” 


Suddenly, the scenery over the horizon melted. 

The sun shone over the lake where the ice road had collapsed and exposed the surface of the water. 
“T refuse to intervene. That means that there is only one way I can become a character in a story.” 
“,.What is it?” 


“Tt’s simple if you think about it from the other point of view. I don’t go up to the protagonist of the 
novel; the protagonist comes to find me.” 


The Librarian whispered. 


“Lefanta Aegim. The Constellation Killer tirelessly murders Constellations and moves back and forth 
between different worlds. One day, he’ll come to visit my world, the greatest library of all time.” 


The Librarian smiled. 
“To kill me.” 


The Constellation pulled something out of his sleeves. It was a book that looked no different from the 
other Apocalypses. But it looked more worn out than the rest. Did he take it out and read it dozens, 
maybe hundreds of times? Like an old writer’s notebook, the book’s leather binding was weathered. 


[The Epic of Lefanta Aegim] 


The title was engraved with gold thread on the leather. 


“T am waiting. For the day that the Constellation Killer will visit the Grand Library. I look forward to 
seeing him stand in front of me one day, following his own story and his own will. That day. I will 
finally appear in the story of Lefanta Aegim.” 


“Even if the conclusion of that story is your own death?” 

“Of course.” 

The Librarian smiled. 

The Constellation looked over the landscape of melting snow. 

His sleeves fluttered like a dancing crane. 

“Isn’t dying at the hands of the protagonist the greatest epilogue?” 
4. 

I had wanted to give a eulogy. 

“Oh, Young Master.” 


Before returning to the library, I stopped by the cult members. I wanted to make sure that Master’s 
funeral was being taken care of properly. 


“Welcome back!” 
“Welcome, Young Master.” 


As soon as the members of the cult saw me, they bowed and greeted me. However, I felt that they were 
flustered for some reason. It wasn’t just one or two people, but all of them who were rushing away. 


I tilted my head. 

“Ts the funeral over already?” 

“N, no. Young Master.” Well, the funeral is still...” 
“Did something happen?” 

The cult members exchanged looks. 

“That’s...... ‘i 

“The body of Heavenly Demon-nim has disappeared.” 


The Bloody Demon, one of the Four Demon Lords, said. He was the cultist that Master often called the 
leader of the Blood Guard. 


“What?” 
“You’ll understand more quickly if you see it. Young Master.” 


I hurriedly walked where the Bloody Demon led me. 


Shortly thereafter, I arrived at the place where I had let down Master’s body. 
Then, I was at a loss for words. 


“Suddenly, the snow all over the world began to melt. Heavenly Demon-nim’s body also 
disappeared.... I apologize. It was so sudden, in the blink of an eye, that we had no time to react.” 


Where the snow melted. 
Master’s body was not there. 
I couldn’t see it no matter where I looked. 


“We think that Heavenly Demon-nim’s internal energy was so pure that as time passed, her body 
naturally melted and disappeared...” 


However, a red flower was blooming there. 


In the last place Master had laid. Where her arm touched the ground. Where she planted her feet. 
Where her hair flowed. There, reddish peony flowers were in full bloom. 


-Amazing. 
Bae Hu-ryeong, who had been silent until now, muttered. 


-The Constellation of this world died and left only a curse, but your master died and left behind a 
flower. Your master is better than that empty Constellation. 


I approached the flower bed and bent down. I touched the peony petal with the tip of my finger. The 
petal trembled a little, staining my index finger red as I rubbed it. 


It was the first spring in this world. 

“Of course, we’re still preparing the funeral,” the Bloody Demon said from behind me. 
“We had hoped that Young Master would be able to attend....” 

“No.” 

I shook my head. 

“Tt’s all right. Don’t carry out the funeral.” 

“What?” 

“This is enough.” 

I stood up. 

I turned my head to look back at the cult members. 


“Although I received the mantle and became the young master, I’m sure there are those of you who 
cannot accept it yet. We live by strength. It is customary for the strongest warrior to arise to the highest 
position of a sect.” 


“Instead of a trivial funeral, let’s substitute it with a sword match. It’s also probably customary to offer 
what is the most valuable object at a funeral. And do we not value our swords the most? So, let us offer 
our swords to Master.” 


I laughed. 

“Come at me.” 

Spring was coming. 

Like all living people do. 

My next story would begin on a stage a little higher than the last. 


NAS 


[1] Idol in the religious aspect, as in a representation or symbol of an object of worship (definition 
courtesy of Merriam-Webster) 
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“I’m moving the headquarters of the Chen Mu-mum to the 22nd floor,” said the Venomous Snake. 
It was a few days after our group conquered the [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon]. 

“What?” 


“T decided to move. We’|l move the whole dojo. Just as you inherited the will of the Demonic Cult, I 
became the disciple of the Murim Lord, you know? And Chen Mu-mun is my guild. Therefore, it’s only 
right that they follow me to the Murim alliance.” 


The Venomous Snake calmly read the novel. 


Like I saw last time, the Venomous Snake was a fan of reading. Although his hobbies were very 
lopsided, there were a lot of books here that satisfied his weird tastes. 


The Venomous Snake, wearing glasses (no frames, just for style, market value of 9800 won), turned the 
page of a book with a magic cover (a hero-grade item that can be put on any book and change the title 
and cover design at will, market value of 2000 gold). 


“My teacher is also half-disabled, but he still has his arms and legs. The Alchemist somehow made it 
possible for him to move around. Therefore, I intend to place him as the Taesang Hobeop.” 


“The Murim Lord as the Taesang Hobeop....” 


“Yeah. He’s heartbroken because the Heavenly Demon died. When I see that, I get all depressed,” the 
Venomous Snake said bluntly. 


The Hobeop was the bastion of a clan. Literally, it means someone who watches over traditions. 
Among them, the Taesang Hobeop was the highest. The Venomous Snake was actually trying to set up 
the Murim Lord as the most important elder. 


“Tn that case, it’s better that he’s distracted. Such as by being busy teaching the younger students. It’ ll 
also help our guild members become stronger.” 


I was a little surprised. Wasn’t that really thoughtful? 

The Venomous Snake’s hand stopped turning the pages of the book as if he felt my gaze. 
“~..Oi, Death King. Why are you looking at me like that?” 

“T’m not. I was just admiring that the heads of the top 5 guilds are definitely something else.” 


I had wondered how this ridiculous otaku was so popular with his subordinates, but there was a reason. 
It was because he took care of his people. 


“T-is that so?” 
The Venomous Snake blushed and scratched his nose. 


“Ahem. Hmm hmm. D-don’t get me wrong! I just did something that should be done. The world gets 
too melancholy if you praise someone for doing what is reasonable. Hoo, the world shouldn’t become 
sad just because of me.” 


“What a bad feeling...” 

“Huh?” 

“T didn’t say anything.” 

Anyway, | felt troubled when I heard the Venomous Snake speak. 


Taking good care of your people. It was a problem I had been thinking about even before I entered the 
Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon. 


I also reached the 3rd place ranking as a Hunter. But was it enough just to have a high ranking and 
know some martial arts? Popularity. Virtue. Wasn’t this the time when I should develop such a 
mindset? 


Let’s see. 
A person who I can say is one of ‘my people’ here.... 


-Ah, I want another sword match. I really want another damn match. The overwhelming and diabolic 
sword fight. I’m so hungry for a match with my life on the line. Zombie, let’s go to a martial arts novel 
for the next apocalypse. This time, let’s go to a Murim world where instead of the Demonic Cult, the 
Evil Sect dominates! Let’s go to an Evil Sect masteeeerrr!! 


Um. 
No. 
This man isn’t really.... 


“Gongja! With special consideration, the main office has made nail cutters tailored for your fingers and 
toes! If you feel my handiwork as I snip, snip your nails, you’ll never want to clean your fingernails 
and toenails yourself again! Just three minutes! No, just two minutes! Please leave your hands and feet 
to me for 120 seconds!” 


Not this perverted Constellation, either. 
I reject him even more. 


[Shiny sings today as well. The brilliant feats of the Warrior-nim. The figure of the manly warrior who 
spoke so eloquently at the fortress of the Aegim Empire The struggle of the warrior who was as 
beautiful as he was desperate in the Murim world. Oh, Shiny is so happy to see the hero’s esteemed 
face even today. Long live the warrior! Hooray! Hooray! ] 


Huh? 

Was it possible that...... nobody around me was normal? 
Not at all? 

Was this for real? 


Strange. I was normal. I was a model student who tried to live normally. But why was I surrounded by 
only crazy ghosts, kooky Constellations, and ditzy swords? 


Thinking about it, all three of them weren’t even ‘human’. This was nuts. Was this my destiny? If this 
was my destiny, wasn’t it a bit like a dog? Was God perhaps a dog? This Siberian Husky-like.... [1] 


“Aha, Death King! What are you thinking about?” 


“Heretic Questioner. I was thinking that it would be nice if you go to the 13th floor and negotiate with 
the priests of Aegim. It would be nice if newbie Hunters could take quests there.” 


“Oh! I was thinking the same thing. Death King and I are on the same wavelength, thinking about how 
we can help everyone! Ill be back!” 


After chasing out the blond corgi-bear like man, I became less and less confident in my companions. 
“There. D-Death King-nim.” 
A savior appeared before my despairing eyes. 


“T succeeded in mass-producing the zombie virus treatment. The medicinal components should also be 
commonly available. I-if people get vaccinations in advance, they won’t have any problems going 
around the 22nd floor.” 


This is the person! 

“Boss.” 

“Y-yes. Death King-nim....” 

“Do you have any plans to move?” 


As I spoke about the plan I had right after the confrontation between the Alchemist and the Medicine 
King, the Alchemist blinked. 


“What?” 


“Your store is too small right now. Since you cleared this stage, the value of your name increased even 
more, so you’ll have to expand it. You’ll have a lot of orders. Would you be able to handle the demand 
with your store right now?” 


“Ah. That. I was also thinking about expanding the store. The price of real estate on the first floor is.... 
You know how it is. I have to get a big loan.... The Count showed me some kind of contract, saying 
that she would pay for it all.” 


“No, you should never sign that.” 


Who does he think he is? He was a cat that put his paws on someone else’s fish. 
“The real estate. If it’s something like that, I’ll give it all to you.” 
I shouted loudly. 


“In addition, I’ll pay for the moving costs and interior costs. I’ll take care of everything, so please just 
bring yourself without worrying.” 


The Alchemist opened her mouth. 
“Eh. Uh. R-really...2?” 


“Yes. Did you know that the 20th floor is my property? I’ll arrange a nice spot for you. You just have to 
show up.” 


The Alchemist opened and closed her mouth again. She didn’t seem to believe my proposition. 
But I was saying it sincerely. 
‘What good is land if I don’t make use of it?’ 


It was not a waste to invest in a colleague who would become the master of the Alchemy Castle in the 
future. 


I smiled. 


“In exchange, please make the medicine or potions I ask for with a slightly higher priority. Does that 
sound good?” 


“OQ-of course! I’m already doing that for you... Uh. Wh-what should I do? I’m receiving too many 
things from Death King-nim....” 


The corer of the Alchemist’s mouth trembled. She was saying this and that, but a good thing was a 
good thing. The Alchemist was embarrassed, but she couldn’t hide her joy. 


Her tightly clasped hands seemed to shout, ‘Score! Let’s go!’ on the inside. 
My mind was also pleased. 

“Yeah. It feels rewarding to take care of people.’ 

At that moment. 

“Ahem. Hmm! A-he-hem. Ahem, khmph!” 

“Uh huh. Kiddo. Did you forget something?” 


The Medicine King was standing there. I couldn’t detect him at all until he was right behind me. Did 
this old man learn an interesting technique in the Murim world without me knowing...? It was quite the 
skill. 


“T wish I had some more land in my old age as well....” 


He glanced at me. 


“Oh, my store is so old these days that it smells stale. It often gets damp, too. It’s so bad for my back! 
Because it is on the third floor, my knees squeak as I go up and down the stairs every day....” 


Another glance. 
“Tt would be great if a nice young man gave me a roughly 100,000-pyong place with good air....” [2] 
“I’m sorry. Excuse my rude friend.” 


The Sword Saint approached and grabbed the back of the Medicine King. Like that, he dragged him 
away. 


While being dragged, the Medicine King raised his voice and screamed. 


“Jeez! In what country does a friend interfere instead of help with someone’s business deals? Did they 
teach you that in Northern Europe?! Marcus, you bastard! You’re from a prestigious chaebol family, but 
your business ethics are like a beggar’s!” 


“My friend. I know you’re upset about being old, but you don’t have to be indecent, too.... You already 
make a lot of money.” 


“Tt’s a deficit, a deficit! The orders have stalled lately! Alchemist! You there, Alchemist kid! Last match 
I had given it away. In fact, I don’t have the power to stand in the way of Sean McCallister’s Victory 
Road. Just say something like this! Can’t you just do that for me?!” 


The Hunters in the Great Library looked at the Medicine King. The Alchemist had seen the Medicine 
King through new eyes after doing the joint research and working on the surgery together, enough to 
call him her elder, but now, she regarded him again like he was a water flea.... saying, ‘Woah.’ 


The Venomous Snake, who had been quietly reading novels, grumbled. 

“Ah, frick. Why do the heroines always die in all the novels I read? Is this the trend these days?” 
Like I thought, this group had no normal people. 

Zi 


Opening a new pharmacy for the Alchemist on the 20th floor proceeded without difficulty. The cost of 
construction materials were adequately covered by the gold received from the lottery. There was no 
problem with manpower, either. 


“Look here, Death King. I told you, I can reduce the cost of the construction materials. And that’s not 
all. I can recruit more than enough people to build it. Just sign this contract along with the 
Alchemist...... : 


“Ah, I said it’s fine!” 
After ditching the Count, who kept lingering like a cat on a laptop, I looked back at Preta. 
“Is everything going well?” 


“Yes, milord. The construction progress is going smoothly.” 


Preta, wearing a yellow helmet, a green armband, and a pink whistle in her mouth led the construction. 
The labor force to be used for the construction was replaced by skeletons that were called forth using 
the Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation. 


“This fucking...! Shit! Hey! You bastard, beggar’s foot bandage! What kinda grudge do you have 
against me?! Why am I stuck between some bones and have to move stones! Talk to me, fuckers!” 


There was one gap where there was a young man with a ponytail and an extraordinarily strong mouth, 
but the construction continued to progress without a problem as the vast majority of the construction 
workers were skeletons who moved in perfect order. 


In the middle of the smooth construction, the Alchemist, and the Chen Mu-mun master, and I signed an 
agreement. 


“There. I guess that’s about done.” 
The contents of the agreement were as follows. 


“There are still many Jiangshi on the 22nd floor. Which means there are many mobs. And there are a 
lot of ruined channels everywhere. There are also many dungeons.” 


“Yeah. So, our Chen Mu-mun will have our base right there...... 


“That’s...... Hunters who want to go to the 22nd floor, visit the 20th floor before...... vaccinated at my 
new pharmacy...... Is that it?” 
“That’s right. In the process, I get a commission...... That’s common sense.” 


I, the owner of the 20th floor; the Alchemist, building a new nest on the 20th floor; and Chen Mu-Mun, 
who would move its headquarters to the 22nd floor, all benefited. 


‘Nice. I didn’t think that the day would come when I would get commission from real estate.’ 
I felt very happy. 


However, when the pharmacy actually opened, it turned out that there was a problem with the plan. 
Specifically, too many people gathered on the 20th floor. 


“Medicine God-nim!” 

“Alchemist King-nim!” 

“Medicine Emperor-nim!” 

“Dear God of Alchemy! Please sell me some medicine!” 


You can go to and from the 20th floor without a title. Therefore, not only were Hunters trying to get 
vaccinations to go to the 22nd floor, but even more Hunters flooded the 20th floor. 


The procedure to produce the zombie vaccine was rather complicated. Generic drugs were being 
manufactured and sold in the midst of that, so the flow of human traffic was twisted. At first, the 
Alchemist tried to deal with it on her own before screaming. 


“Death King-nim, this can’t go on!” 


Eventually, I had no choice but to call the last member of the 22nd floor attack team. The Venomous 
Snake put his arm around the Medicine King’s shoulder and said, 


“Medicine King. Your business is no fun these days, right? I’ll give you a good spot at the 22nd floor’s 
Chen Mu-mun headquarters. Would you like to come and act as an exclusive doctor?” 


“Oho, Chen Mu-mun master! Who do you think this Sean McCallister is?” 


Though he yelled so loudly, the Medicine King’s business was going through a rough patch. The merit 
of the Medicine King’s pharmacy was that it handled high-end medicine. However, as soon as the 
super-competent Alchemist appeared, the high-end strategy had become awkward. 


Everyone knew it, including the Medicine King. Eventually, when he was asked several times, the 
Medicine King groaned. 


“All right. For the time being, I’ll give out vaccines on the 22nd floor and take care of emergencies for 
a fee.” 


“Yes, please. ...... I was in need of a doctor who could take care of Master exclusively.” 
“Hmph. Well, that man is easier to talk to than Marcus. All right. I was also somewhat lonely.” 
In the meantime, the attacks continued. 

There were many Hunters besides us who were eager to take on the next stage. 

+ 

21st floor: The Great Library of All Things 

22nd floor: Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon (Genre: Martial Arts, Fusion) 

23rd floor: Saga of the Iron Knights in Space (Genre: SF) 

24th Floor: Dawn Mountain Cabin Journal (Genre: Mystery, History) 

4 

“Excellent. Truly, really excellent.” 

The Witch smiled contentedly. 


Before she knew it, she was commanding the Hunters, carefully deciding what Apocalypse to target 
and how many and who to attack. 


“Death King. Your cool conquering of the [Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] had a great impact. The 
other Hunters’ wills are burning, saying that they can’t lose to you. These are people who don’t listen 
well to what I say! Ah, it would have been great if things were like this in the past, too.” 


The Witch looked at me with affectionate eyes. Kind of like how one would look at a golden goose? 
She seemed like she was going to say that it was all thanks to me that this tower was built. 


“If we continue this momentum, we’ ll be able to break through the 30th floor before next month.” 


Unfortunately, the Witch’s prophecy was wrong. 


Two weeks after the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon were cleared. 
[Today, the attack on the 25th floor stage has failed. ] 

Hundreds of Hunters, including the Witch, stared blankly into the air. 
[Announcing to everyone again. ] 

[Today, the attack on the 25th floor stage has failed. ] 

“What, what...... ti 

The Witch was bewildered. Shock permeated her black eyes. 

“T planned and sent out the best team...... Failure...... 2” 


A hologram floated in the air of the Grand Library. The attack’s situation was broadcasted through the 
screen. On the holographic screen, countless demons giggled and slaughtered humans. 


There were familiar faces among the people being massacred. 
The 4th ranked Hunter. Count. 
The 9th ranked Hunter. Crusader. 


One was a Hunter who handled the gold in Babylon, and the other was a Hunter who handled the 
people. The people in charge of economy and public order. As the Witch muttered in surprise, it was the 
strongest hand that we had. 


But it was a failure. 

4. 

[The Tale of Sormwyn Academy] 

Genre: Romance, Fantasy 

Difficulty Level: D-Class 

Player Limit: 2-5 people 

The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: Sormwyn is a magic school with a long history. It is an ordinary academy where 
friendship, competition, love, and jealousy come and go. This Apocalypse could have stayed as an 
ordinary school. However, there was a world-class artifact sealed in the basement of the academy! 


Reason for Discontinuation: The villainess’s fiance (the crown prince) was stolen by a girl who had 
reincarnated for the second time. The villainess turned around and unsealed the artifact, liberating the 
Great Devil and destroying the world. 


+ 
The Apocalypse’s difficulty was only D-class. 


The world was chosen because ‘magic had been developed and it was rich in Mithril-like ores.’ 


“Aww. What a shame.” 
The Librarian looked down at the devastated Hunters. 


“But spilled water is spilled water! Maybe you can put back what was spilled, but I can’t overlook an 
attack that has already failed. Gentlemen. Please understand my position.” 


The Librarian smiled with his eyes. 
In other words, if one had the ability to put back spilled water, he would make an exception. 
It was obvious whom the Librarian was referring to. 


I headed to the bathroom in the library. I had stopped by here once before entering the Chronicles of the 
Heavenly Demon. A man with a stiff face was reflected in the mirror above the sink. 


“Damn it. I’ve never read a romance novel before.” 


-Well, you haven’t read martial arts novels before either, but you resolved things well. There probably 
won't be a problem? 


“That’s true, but....” 
I grabbed my dagger with a sigh. 


“T can’t let the Count and Crusader die. And I don’t think things will be cleared by sending someone 
else. As expected, I have to challenge this myself.” 


Someone may ask why I don’t give up and take on another Apocalypse. Things weren’t that simple. 
There was a reason I couldn’t skip that Apocalypse. 
[Shiny cheers at the warrior’s decision. ] 


That was because the fragments of the Holy Sword were hidden there. 


I touched the handle of the dagger and made up my mind. 
“Let’s go back one more time!” 

With that, I returned to the day before the attack team was decided. 

It was that moment when my next stage was chosen to be [Romance]. 


NAS 


[1] The word for “dog” in Korean is kind of like a soft “fucking”; it’s used for emphasis and is usually 
bad. It’s not really a swear word, though. 


[2] Pyong is a unit of measuring area. 100,000 pyong is 3,558,317.5 sq ft or 330,578.51 sq m. 
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As soon as I returned back to a few days ago, I spoke in front of the Hunters. 
“This stage. Ill take charge.” 

The Hunters became mute. 


Among them were the Count and the Crusader. The two of them originally died while attacking the 
25th floor, but I came back to the time before they entered the stage. 


Of course, the people involved did not know that. 

“Um....” 

The Crusader looked confused. 

“I’m sorry, Death King. I didn’t know if you had an interest in romance.” 
“Not at all. There’s nothing to be sorry for. I’m an amateur at romance.” 
“_,.But you still want to be in charge of this stage? Are you serious?” 
“Yes. I really want to take command.” 

The Hunters muttered. 

I spoke calmly to keep up my momentum. 


“Tt would be good to select a Hunter who is knowledgeable in the romance genre. But that’s not the 
only criterion. I’ve never read martial arts novels. Even so, I cleared the Chronicles of the Heavenly 
Demon well.” 


“That’s right, but....” 


“T have an ominous feeling about this stage. I think something bad will happen. Please let me be in 
charge.” 


Flinch. 


There were a few Hunters who responded to the words [ominous feeling]. It was the Witch and the 
Sword Saint. The two believed that I had the power of prophecy. 


“...It should be fine, right? Death King has proven his skill many times.” 


“T also think we should listen to Death King.” 


The first and second place in the rankings supported my position, so things became easier. The other 
Hunters didn’t even try to dissent against us. Like I had wanted, I took command. 


“Now, [ll choose the attack team to enter the Apocalypse with me.” 

I spoke with a firm heart. 

“Only the most elite members can go to this stage. Please don’t resent me if I don’t pick you.” 
“Hmm. The most elite members.” 

The Witch glanced at me with an expressionless face. 


“All right. Then I have to go. I don’t know much about romance, but if you really need me, I have to 


“Though this is my first time encountering the romance genre. But romantic sensibility? Sensibility 
seems to fit me well. I’m not claiming to be an expert on romance. Yup. I just think that I should be 
included since the most elite members are going.” 


The woman who introduced herself as a drama watcher seemed to be in poor condition. 


“Romance and romance fantasy are somewhat different. If romance is macaron, romance fantasy is a 
chocolate mousse cake. Death King. I really do think we should bring along an expert....” 


The master who exuded a quiet, deep energy was the Crusader. However, in the last run-through, she 
had failed in the attack. I felt uncomfortable bringing the Crusader. 


“Isn’t love something that can be replaced by money? People who pay well are good at dating. Love is 
power, power is money. It’s an unchangeable law. I need to be appointed here.” 


The Count unfolded a fan. Who the hell let that woman enter a romance? 
“Hm.” 


I looked around calmly. Finally, a figure entered my sight. That figure was drinking orange juice served 
by a bookmark maid. 


“Heretic Questioner-nim.” 

I called out to that person. 

“Yes?” 

“Hit up a romance with me.” 

“Oho?” 

The Hunters nearby looked at us with astonishment. 


The Heretic Questioner. An iron-blooded slayer. A person who unconditionally tortured and executed 
people if there was a religious dispute, regardless of what happened. A true natural-born psycho who is 
treated like a madman even in this tower full of abnormal people. 


If there was a survey of who in the world was the least suitable for romance, that human would be 
ranked first. The man grinned like an innocent boy. 


“Yes! Of course! Aha, if it’s Death King’s request, I will be happy to do it!” 
For anyone who did not know the truth, it was really an angelic smile. 
“Death King. Are you crazy...... fa 


In other words, when a person who knew the truth saw it, it was no different than the smile of a devil. 
The Witch quickly came up and whispered to me. 


“The Heretic Questioner can’t empathize with people! Objectively, he’s a psychopath, and subjectively, 
he’s a sociopath. How can we take a man like that into a romance novel?” 


“Black Dragon master.” 

I also answered with a whisper. 

“Although I don’t know the laws of romance, I do know what’s most important.” 
“What’s that?” 


“Appearance.” 


I was serious. 
UDG ay. 
“First of all, you have to be handsome.” 


“No, isn’t that a little prejudiced...? A lot of people in romance novels are described as looking 
ordinary.” 


“They cheat with the cover image.” 
“Ah, you shouldn’t say that...... You...... . 


“Now. Look at this. In terms of appearance, who looks the most angelic in the tower? It’s the Heretic 
Questioner. Even I thought he was a real angel until I learned his true nature.” 


We glanced at the Heretic Questioner. 
In the distance, the Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. 
“Do you agree?” 


ee Yes. His appearance is top quality. But it’s a problem because his personality is inversely 
proportional. He’s like a gangster.” 


“Furthermore, the Heretic Questioner is competent. He can use divine magic. Wouldn’t he be able to 
respond to whatever happens? He also listens to me well.” 


Above all, the Heretic Questioner wasn’t two-faced. 

What he said outwardly and thought inwardly were the same. 

He was of one heart. 

I thought that this too could be an advantage in romance. 

It could be charming to many people when one acted exactly as they thought. 
“—Tt might be a clever idea,” someone said, eavesdropping on our conversation. 
It was the Crusader. 

She was slowly nodding her head. Her eyes shone with admiration. 


“Tn ropan, or romance fantasy, the more crazy guys there are, the fresher it is. The Heretic Questioner 
isn’t so bad for ropan. It is unfortunate that he isn’t obsessed with love, but there is room for him to 
develop into a madman-type character. I can see how it can be fun. Indeed, Death King.... Even in 
romance, you have a demonic intuition...” 


The library became quiet. 

“Mm? Did I say something weird?” 
Again, the library was quiet. 
However, the Witch was thinking. 


| They have a point, but the Heretic Questioner doesn’t look young like the Death King—he looks too 
young........ Even if you look young, you have to look moderately boyish. A childish appearance isn’t 
very popular....... | 


Whether fortunate or not, she never expressed her professional opinion. 
Thanks to that, I and the Heretic Questioner formed the two-member romance team. 
Seeing the determined attack team, the Librarian’s eyes gleamed. 


“Oho. So you’re trying to attack with a different combination. I can’t wait to see what kind of story will 
unfold this time.” 


The Librarian reached out and grabbed [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]. 


“The season of love is here! The time to praise love has arrived! It is beautiful to win love by 
transcending status, lineage, nationality, and everything!” 


The sleeves of the Constellation were fluttering. 


“Maybe that’s why love has become so difficult. Love is not only an emotion but also attitude and 
posture because many people are obsessed with romance.” 


The Librarian laughed. 


“Is it a romantic reality, or is it a realistic romance? Gongja, it will be very difficult for you to keep 
these in balance. Therefore, I have prepared a special clear privilege for you!” 


Clear privilege? 


“In fact, you cleared the hidden stage of [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] in addition to the 
normal stage. The reward for the normal stage was the 22nd floor, but you haven’t received the hidden 
stage reward yet. I will present that to you now.” 


“Uh, what is it?” 

“Come here. My protagonist.” 

I approached him. 

“T will give you three cards.” 

Saying tada~ the Librarian handed me the cards. 

On the cards, the following was written. 

+ 

[Facial recognition barrier card] 

[What a coincidence! Overhearing crucial secrets! card] 


[Oops! I shouldn’t have said this! I said something wrong! card] 


Nice. 
Even the names are ominous. 

I didn’t know what kind of effects they had, but I felt very suspicious. 
“Excuse me. These...... 


“All of them will definitely be useful in romances. These cards will surely be your army and support. 
So don’t worry!” 


I could only worry. 


“This is not my only gift. I prepared one more thing for you. Once you enter the Apocalypse, you’ll 
naturally come across the gift.” 


“What?” 


“Death King. Heretic Questioner.” 


The Librarian did not answer my question. Instead, he opened the book. Hwaaaak! Light emanated 
from the pages of the Apocalypse. 


“T appoint these two as characters of [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]. When you open your eyes, it 
will still be seven days before the unfortunate end of The Tale of Sormwyn Academy.” 


Light enveloped the two of us. 


“Please. I look forward to the wonderful ending that you’!l show me! Esteemed daughter! And the 
butler!” 


Esteemed daughter? 

Butler? 

The moment I tried to ask what he meant, my vision turned completely white. 
4. 

I was never really into romance. 


I didn’t have a habit of reading, and I didn’t have any friends who were enthusiastic about [romance] 
around me. To be more honest, I had no friends. I also didn’t want to talk about how many people I 
could now call my friends. 


However, when asked what is [the most frequent onomatopoeia] in the romance genre, even I, who was 
only an outsider, could easily answer. 


Slap!! 
The sound of hitting someone’s cheek. 
“—lowly, impertinent thing!” 


The high-pitched voice reached the chandelier on the ceiling. Before the chandelier stopped shaking, 
slaaaapp!! The all-time number one sound in the romance genre resonated once again. 


As can be seen by how I was leisurely describing the sound, I wasn’t the one being slapped. 


It was the Heretic Questioner. 


The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. Both his left cheek and his right cheek. Even though both sides 
had turned red, the Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. At the person who had slapped his face. 


“Did I do something wrong? Your hands are very strong!” 


His opponent’s expression grew grim. Was she some noble daughter? She was wearing a dress 
embroidered with lilies in silver thread. 


For my convenience, I attached to her the name tag of ‘Silver lily girl’ in my head. 


“How dare you act so nonchalant......! How vulgar! Do you not know shame?” 


“Aha.” 
And from here, things became more complicated. 
The silver lily girl wasn’t the only one wearing a dress. 


“If I’ve done something wrong, please explain it to me! I’ll listen, and if your point is reasonable, I will 
correct myself immediately! It is better not to use violence!” 


The Heretic Questioner was also wearing a dress. 


Compared to the silver lily girl’s dress, it was plainer. The color resembled the flesh of a lime. The 
dress that the Heretic Questioner wore was a division of the innocent yellow and the refreshing green. 


Childishness could easily be mistaken for innocence. Ignorance could also be seen as being refreshing. 
But he didn’t need any of that. His face was the top. The natural-born thug whom I chose based on his 
appearance smiled brightly. 


“Now! Person whom I don’t know the name of. Let’s talk!” 
Slap! 
“You really... Really, you insult me to the end....” 


The silver lily girl seemed to squeeze her whole body while speaking. The curve of her twisted back 
seemed to be transmitted onto her voice. 


The person who did the hitting was the young lady and the one who was beaten was the Heretic 
Questioner, but as time went on, the lady’s breath weakened. 


‘Hm.’ 

I overcame my confusion from entering the Apocalypse and started to grasp the situation. 
‘A social gathering? A ball? Anyway, it’s during some event.’ 

The ballroom was cast with the light of a chandelier. 


Dozens of people in addition to us wore dresses and suits. They were far away, nervously looking in 
our direction. Their expressions of embarrassment and tenseness were striking. 


It was natural since the peaceful ball became a mess. 

‘The silver lily girl is the [Villainous Young Lady]....’ 

I looked at the young lady. 

‘Except for the imperial family, she is the highest-ranking person.’ 
She was also the one who would destroy this Apocalypse. 

“Come, over, here!” 


the silver lily girl said as she staggered. She seemed to be chewing on each syllable before spitting it 
out. Her voice made my lungs hurt just by listening. 


“Yes, young lady,” answered the servants dressed in black tailcoats. 


“These people... I hate looking at them. Take them away. Right now... Take them away from my 
sight!” 


“Yes.” 


The servants’ answer was never loud. Their voices were quiet. People of lower status adjusted the 
volume of their voice depending on the constitution of their betters. Anybody could see that the silver 
lily girl was sickly. To her ears, loud voices were poison. 


“Ah.” 
So, the Heretic Questioner was incompatible with the silver lily girl. 
“By any chance, are you sick? That’s a big problem! I’ll help you!” 


“Quickly... Quickly clean up that master and servant and get them away from my sight... Lock them 


Because the Heretic Questioner was naturally loud and open. 
Servants in tailcoats surrounded us like a military unit. 
“Excuse us.” 

“You must follow us for a moment.” 


The words were archaically polite, but the actions weren’t like that at all. The servants forced the two 
of us out. 


Over the ballroom and through the corridor, we were transported to a warehouse pale with moonlight. 
“Excuse me?” 

I said while being moved to the warehouse. 

For reference, I was wearing a tailcoat that looked just like the servants’. 

“Where are you taking us now? Hmm?” 

There was no answer. 

“Excuse me? Ducal servants, everyone?” 


Slam. 


The Heretic Questioner and I looked at each other. Soon after, click! The sound of a turning key 
resonated. We were imprisoned in a warehouse, who-knows-where. 


If my common sense wasn’t wrong, if a warehouse was locked with a key, it became a prison. 


“Aha.” 

As the moonlight spilled through the iron bars, the Heretic Questioner opened his mouth. 
“Death King. Something big happened!” 

The Heretic Questioner was smiling wide as if it wasn’t a big deal at all. 

“T think I’ve become the female protagonist!” 

That was right. 

And I was that young lady’s butler. 
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5. 

“What a mess...... 
I muttered. It was nuts. 


In this old warehouse where the moonlight shined through large iron bars, the Heretic Questioner 
laughed. His face was seriously bright for a situation that was no different from being imprisoned. 


“Ah, when I was a child, I was often dressed up as a girl. I didn’t know that I would really get the role 
of a young lady. This is another life experience!” 


“T want a bit of your limitless positive energy....” 
“The world is beautiful. Death King! Think positively!” 
Did this person ever stop smiling? 


Even if a meteorite fell in front of him, he’d probably say, ‘Oh, what a disaster! The world is ending! It 
can’t be helped. We did our best!’ Then, he would just laugh. 


“What makes you so positive?” 

“This, right now!” 

The Heretic Questioner wiggled his hands and made a hand seal. Then, he whispered quietly. 
“Sacred Technique, Transformation.” 


Light spilled through his slender fingers. It was the patented sacred technique of the Heretic 
Questioner. Since he said transformation, it should be a technique that changed something... Firstly, I 
couldn’t see any changes based on his appearance. 


But as soon as the Heretic Questioner opened his mouth, I realized just what the transformation was. 
“How is it?” 

Immediately, I got goosebumps. 

“Do I seem a bit like a young lady?” 

“Your voice is...... 
“Yes! I changed the structure of my vocal cords slightly.” 
Grin. 


The Heretic Questioner smiled. 


“People already tell me that my voice is androgynous. A little adjustment makes it more appropriate. 
Aha, but I can’t judge my own voice objectively! So how is it?” 


“Tt’s wonderful...?” Honest admiration spilled out from my lips. “You have the air of a dignified noble. 
Uh, well. If you just keep your mouth shut.” 


“Thank you!” 
“Hm.” 
I stroked my chin. 


Unexpectedly, we possessed the roles of the [female lead and her butler]. But the Heretic Questioner 
and I could cope with that. The Heretic Questioner had his holy techniques.... 


And I had regression skills. 

‘Okay.’ 

We could challenge this. 

The Heretic Questioner peeked up and looked at my face. 
“Your expression has relaxed a little.” 

“Excuse me?” 


“Since you came back from the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon, your face has been dark. Death 
King. You must have built up quite a lot of stress when you attacked the Apocalypse.” 


For a moment, I was at a loss for words. 


“Well, of course—you lost your beloved master! So I was also worried about this team. I was worried 
that Death King wouldn’t be able to show his skills due to his sadness, but my worry was baseless.” 


“_,. Anyway, are you saying you can guess someone’s emotions by looking at their face?” 


“Yes! I don’t know how it feels to be depressed, but I can understand it conceptually! Haha. Machines 
creak when grease gets stuck. Stress may be humanity’s grease. If it sticks around for a long time, it 
clumps together and becomes difficult to clean, so take care!” 


How fascinating. Was he trying to understand humans in his own way? He was a psycho, but he was a 
praiseworthy psycho. 


“By the way, Death King.” 
“Yes.” 
“Something struck me as strange from earlier.” 


“What’s strange?” 


“From my understanding, we’re currently being imprisoned unlawfully. Our freedom of movement is 
suppressed.” 


“That is also how I understand our situation.” 


“I’m glad we see it the same way! And usually in this sort of case, guards are set up to monitor the 
prisoners. Otherwise, we can easily try to escape.” 


The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. 


“Now, I can’t feel any presence outside the door, but I do feel a presence at the window. Hmm. In this 
world, do they place guards at the windows, not in front of the doors?” 


At that moment. 

“Damn it! Attack!” 

Shadows jumped in from the window as the iron bars fell out. 

“Tt doesn’t matter if you kill the man! Just don’t hurt the woman!” 


The shadows were wearing masks on their faces. Their outfit concept was too grim for them to be 
guests who had come to check on us out of worry. Anybody could see that it was a surprise attack by 
unwelcome gatecrashers. 


“Shiny!” 
[Yes, warrior. ] 
I pulled out the Holy Sword. Chaang! My sword clashed against the attacker’s sword. 


The back-and-forth wasn’t much different from the attack scenes shown in movies. The conversation 
could be summarized with: ‘Who are you!’ ‘You don’t need to know! But we have a powerful backer!’ 
Both my opponent and I were busy swinging our swords. 


But [ had a cheap trick up my sleeve. 
“Now!” 

Flash. 

The Holy Sword lit up. 

“Keugh?!” 


The attacker, whose eyes had become accustomed to the darkness, closed his eyes tightly for an instant. 
In a battle of swords, an outcome could be decided in an instant. 


I blinked alternately with my left and right eyes to secure my sight, and then attacked my opponent’s 
wrist. 


“__Bek—!!” 


A scream mixed into his voice like it was marbling. 


“Death King! You can’t kill them all! We need to figure out the mastermind, so save some!” 
I did as he said. 

The Heretic Questioner was also playing an active role as the hem of his dress fluttered. 
“Impossible! T-this isn’t an ordinary girl!” 


The attackers were astonished. They weren’t particularly skilled. No, was it our skills that were too 
great? Small fry that couldn’t even use Aura couldn’t handle us. 


In the end, the four attackers were quickly overpowered. One of them was killed by the Heretic 
Questioner during the fight. 


“Ahem. Ahaha.” 


The Heretic Questioner smoothly wiped off the blood that had gotten on his face with the sleeve of his 
dress. The attackers looked up at that Heretic Questioner. Their faces were pale with fear. 


“T heard she was a weak noble girl... How did this...>?” 
“Everyone, you have three options!” 
The Heretic Questioner beamed, holding a dagger. 


“First, if you ask me to kill you right here, you’ll just die! Second, I can torture you in turn and get you 
to reveal any important information! Third, you can obediently confess everything, and you won’t be 
tortured or killed! Which option do you choose?” 


“Huh....” 


The person who seemed to be the oldest among the assailants scoffed. It was the man whose wrist I 
broke. 


“Crazy bitch. I’d rather die!” 

“Yes! Understood!” 

“What?” 

The Heretic Questioner’s dress turned a little redder. 

A dull, percussive sound rang through the warehouse. 

His head had fallen to the floor. 

“Hii, hiiik...?!” 

Two attackers were left. 

“Everyone, have you finished making your choice?” 

“P-please spare us. Young Miss. We were just hired to do this!” 


“Tt’s hard to survive in this world. I understand.” 


“Then...” 


“But just as I understand your situation, you must understand my position! Please tell us why you 
attacked us. In exchange, I’ ll let you go alive. I think I’m making a lot of concessions in this deal.” 


The attackers wavered. 

“Ah. You seem to be hesitating. I understand! I’ll help you a little so you can make up your mind!” 
“That. When you say help us....” 

“T’Il whip you into shape.” 

As always, the Heretic Questioner was smiling. 


“Pain is proof that you are alive. When one’s pain reaches its maximum, one’s survival instinct also 
peaks. All right. I'll maximize your desire to live.” 


“S, Spare us!” 

“Please save us!” 

This was insane. 

I intervened because the genre would change to an R19 romance at this rate. 
“Please wait a minute. Heretic Questioner.” 

“What is it?” 

“You don’t have to do it like that. Please leave it to me.” 

“Hmmm...?” 


The Heretic Questioner made a puzzled expression. 


“Death King, are you good at torture? Unless you’re very skilled at it, I recommend that you let me 
handle this. I am an interrogation specialist.” 


“No, there’s no need to torture them. Also, please wipe your face.” 
I handed a handkerchief to the Heretic Questioner and stood in front of our attackers. 


The attackers sighed in relief. I felt sorry for them, but I wasn’t about to be generous to people who had 
attacked us first. 


“Misters. Let me ask you something.” 
“W-what is it?” 


“You came through the window when you attacked just now. The iron bars were cut too easily. Did you 
hear that we would be trapped here and cut the iron bars in advance?” 


The attackers did not respond. They only traded glances with each other. However, it didn’t mean there 
wasn’t a way to figure out the right answer just because they were keeping their mouths shut. 
‘Character window.’ 


I could see their psychological states. 

[I heard that a woman would enter the warehouse. | 

{ Damn it. I heard she was an ordinary girl, but it was a scam! | 
As expected. 
The attackers already knew we would be here. 


“While you were attacking us, you yelled, [It doesn’t matter if you kill the man, just don’t hurt the 
woman]. Were you trying to kidnap this young lady here?” 


“Well, that...... That is...... es 
The attackers’ eyes flickered. 
[It was a request to kidnap the woman here. | 


| The client said firmly to never injure the girl. That’s why we attacked in a group of four, to be 
safe. | 


Hmm. 
Yeah. I got it. 
“Haa....” 


I sighed. When I looked back, the Heretic Questioner was working hard to wipe his face with the 
handkerchief. He looked like a baby hamster gnawing on sunflower seeds. 


“T think I know who the culprit is.” 

The Heretic Questioner’s ears perked up. “Oh? Do you really know it already?” 
“Yes.” 

“T want to hear Death King’s reasoning.” 

The Heretic Questioner’s eyes were sparkling. 


I nodded and whispered, “To start with, the culprit is someone very powerful. They need to be able to 
hire four assassins that can infiltrate the academy, which is impossible without knowing the academy’s 
security system.” 


“Ooh. It makes sense!” 


However, the Heretic Questioner raised a counterpoint. 


“Does the culprit really need to be [someone very powerful]? It isn’t the royal palace; it seems 
relatively easy to figure out the academy’s security. Even someone with just a little bit of power to their 
name can do it!” 


“That’s a keen point, but...” 
I shook my head. 


“There is one more suspicious circumstance. Heretic Questioner. Do you remember what [Villainous 
Young Lady] shouted when she chased us out?” 


“Mhm.” 
The Heretic Questioner contemplated whether he should put the handkerchief in his sleeves or not. 


“Yes, I remember. She clearly said [Quickly clean up that master and servant and get them away from 
my sight. Lock them up]. Why do you ask?” 


“She never mentioned where to lock us up.” 


“The villainous young lady just said to take us out of the ballroom. But these attackers knew where we 
were going to be locked, and they cut off the iron bars in advance. And the ones who brought us to this 
warehouse were the servants of the villainous lady.” 


“Oho ” 
The Heretic Questioner’s eyes narrowed, razor-thin. 


“Indeed. It could be that the villainous young lady was the one who hired the attackers. All she had to 
do was tell the servants where to put us in advance and let the attackers know, too. Aha. And since she’s 
the daughter of a duke, she has power.” 


“Yes. But—” 
“But it’s too obvious.” 
The Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. 


“[I] am the protagonist of this Apocalypse. I’m a noble lady having a fling with the crown prince. If the 
villainous young lady chased me away and I was attacked at that location? Even as the duke’s daughter, 
it’1l be a tremendous scandal! The evil act has too much political burden.” 


The Heretic Questioner was definitely quick-witted. 
He understood this strange story very swiftly. 


“In other words, the villainous young lady is not the culprit. The true culprit is the one who wants that 
lady to appear [as if she were the culprit].” 


“T agree!” 


“And this real culprit cares so much about the Heretic Questioner that he told the attackers to [never 
hurt the woman]. But they didn’t care whether I, as the male butler, died or not. Finally, the culprit is 
powerful enough to buy off the servants of a duke.” 


“Ahaha.” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled with his eyes. 
“I’m starting to see who the real culprit is!” 
“You probably think the same thing as I do.” 


“Mm. I don’t know the feeling of love. But I know about the habits of someone in love! If the real 
culprit actually cares about [me] as Death King speculated, these attackers can never tell us their 
personal information.” 


“Yes.” 

I nodded. 

“They must be waiting nearby so they can enter anytime.” 

Kwaang! 

It was then that the old door of the warehouse was broken. Dust rose up, and a group of knights poured 
in. 

At the front was a man who looked like he had never dirtied his hand in his life. 

“Sylvia! Are you all right, Sylvia?!” 


The man ran at us and tightly hugged the Heretic Questioner. Blond hair that looked like uncooked 
ramen noodles wobbled in the air. He wasn’t as handsome as the Heretic Questioner, but that man was 
also handsome. His level was around... say, 60% of the Heretic Questioner? 


“Good heavens. Your whole body is covered in blood! When I heard that you had been kicked out of 
the ballroom, I was anxious and came to find you.... How dare this vicious thing happen.......! 


And perhaps his psychopath level was about 60% of the Heretic Questioner as well. 
Without blinking once, the man gave an order. 


“Look here! Go catch the suspicious men right now! I will interrogate them myself and find out who is 
behind this! I don’t know what family did it, but I won’t forgive them, no matter what they’ve done for 
the empire!” 


The knights answered in unison. 
“Yes! We have received the orders of His Highness, the Crown Prince!” 
Yup. 


“Lady Sylvia. Don’t worry. I’ll protect you. No matter how vicious the duke’s daughter is, I, the only 
heir to the empire, will protect you. You only need to rely on me....” 


That man was the male protagonist of [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]. 
And he was the crown prince in love with the Heretic Questioner. 
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One Year Ago. 


There were two young ladies to whom the emperor gave epithets. 


The Lady of the Golden Silk. 


The heroine of this world. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily. 
The villainess of this Apocalypse. 


Noble ladies usually receive an epithet when they have their debutant ball and enter aristocratic society. 
The royal family or high nobility who open their debutant balls give them their new names. 


The noble lady’s epithet differed based on how high up in society the presenter was. A name given by a 
baron and a name given by a count were of different classes. 


The greatest epithet was, of course, a name bestowed by the emperor. It was the pride of one’s family to 
be given a name by His Majesty. 


Since these two young ladies attended the same academy, the huge storm that brewed was 
inevitable....... 


‘But even so.’ 


I looked at the prince. The crown prince was holding my colleague, the Heretic Questioner, who had 
taken on the role of the Lady of the Golden Silk. He was holding the Heretic Questioner so tightly that 
the dress rippled around his fingertips like scales. 


‘Isn’t he too superficial to be the crown prince of a country?’ 
Strangely, I didn’t like him. 


The prince met my eyes. He was looking at me a little distastefully, so I had to lower my gaze. But his 
gaze was also unusual. 


Contempt. Fury. Disdain. 


Negative emotions were lurking in his eyes. 
eee You also survived.” 
Uhm. 


Was that directed to me? Probably, since I was the only one in his gaze right now. However, his voice 
sounded like that of someone who ate spinach three days after its expiration date. It kind of pissed me 
off. 


“Yes, Your Highness.” 

I imitated the way people in historical dramas spoke. 
“I safely managed to survive.” 

“You’re lucky.” 


“How can it be due to the luck of this humble child? Your Highness’s grace must have been crazy 
good.” 


The prince’s lovely eyebrows slipped. Just now, I more or less implied [you set up the raid on your 
own]. If he had a guilty conscience, then even an ordinary greeting should put him on edge. 


“Your words are too much. Do you mean to say that my royal grace is embedded in everything that 
happens in the world? Saving your own life and saving Sylvia from the assassins and ruffians are all 
due to your own fortune. I thank you.” 


Wow. 


He seemed to retreat and praised me, but listening carefully, that wasn’t the case. It wasn’t because of 
my ‘skills,’ but rather because of ‘fortune.’ No way. I’d like to think this wasn’t true, but was the prince 
trying to keep me in check right now? 


“The Lady of the Golden Silk is my master.” 
At that moment. 

“And I belong to her.” 

My mouth moved without my intent. 


“Your Highness. How can we say that it is luck that a sword protects its owner? The tool has just been 
used as a tool should. Your Highness praises me excessively.” 


It was embarrassing. Really, truly, I had planned to step back after saying something vague. What good 
would it be if the prince and a butler got into a fight? Nevertheless, my tongue moved agilely. 


‘Huh? Have I finally gone nuts?’ 
When my head became a bit hazy, I heard a voice. 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 


What? 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 1%. ] 

What the heck? 

Seite Really, you’re so eloquent that I want to sew your lips together.” 


While I was going mad in my head, the prince’s face became distorted. Outrage. Humiliation. It was 
really a face trying to hold back from cursing. 


If possible, I also wanted to yell out a bucket of swears. It was because seeing the prince’s face 
crumpled up was strangely refreshing for a corner of my heart. Rather than thinking I should stop, I felt 
that his look was quite good. Crazy. This was insane. 


“These days, barons and such nobility seem to select servants based on their tongue rather than their 
personality. If His Majesty knew the situation, he would surely lament it.” 


Wait a moment. 


Just wait. He was supposed to be the prince of this world, but he was just a blond ramen noodle. Don’t 
provoke me anymore. Please, don’t irritate [my] emotions. This is, this stage is....... 


“How could that be? How dare there be a day when His Majesty’s eyes are blurred? Your Highness the 
Crown Prince is so mature that you accumulate virtues in our school every day. I am sure that His 
Majesty is pleased.” 


In other words, I was sarcastically saying his father sure would be pleased if he knew the prince hired 
an assassin. But that wasn’t the important part. 


I realized the trap of this stage. 


And I realized why Count and Crusader, the two Hunters who dealt with the economy and safety of our 
Tower, became so weak and failed to attack. 


‘As time passed, those two people were eaten up by the concept!’ 
[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

Oh no. 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 2%. ] 

This was something crazy. 


“Hmph. That’s enough. It’s beneath me to compete with you through words. As for what happened 
tonight, I will thoroughly investigate the truth.” 


“Ts there anyone in our school who is as reliable as the prince? I sincerely request this. Please find who 
is behind the attack and punish them a hundredfold.” 


“Of course.” 


Aaah. 


Was it ‘this’? 
Was this the special feature of this stage? 
The prince glanced at me and said, 


“Lady Sylvia must have been very surprised. Perhaps others are lurking and may attack tonight. Know 
that I will protect the lady tonight.” 


“Your Highness.” 
My tongue was evolving into an answering machine. 


“Please forgive this child’s rudeness. The more times things like this happen, the more one has to 
relieve one’s fatigue where one feels most comfortable. My mistress will want to stay in her private 
room, as usual.” 


eee Are you saying that she can’t be at ease by my side?” 

“T apologize. This child is simply telling the truth to Your Highness.” 

Save me. 

Please save me! 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 3%. ] 

SOS! Help me! 

-Hey, you...... What are you doing? 

Sword Emperor! No, Sword Emperor-nim! 

-Eh. Did this brat go around the bend? 

I really think I’m going around the bend now, so please do something! 
-Uh...... What do you want me to do? 

I don’t know. Anyway, help me control myself! 

-Hmm. Can I really talk shit to you? 

I don’t care what you say, so please just help me get a hold of myself! 
-Ah, then. 

Bae Hu-ryeong grinned. 


-Zombie. You seem to dislike Venomous Snake. But actually, whenever you get the change, you act 
more or less like the protagonist in the Venomous Snake’s delusions....... 


Ah. 


‘That’s enough. I came to my senses. Don’t say another word.’ 


-Come on. 


My mind seemed to flash to awareness as Bae Hu-ryeong masterfully dared to compare me to the 
Venomous Snake. Has anyone ever seen a nastier ghost? It didn’t matter what he said, but he had to 
throw a nonsense festival. But thanks to this, the rate of immersion that rose like crazy came to a 
sudden stop. 


Meanwhile. 


The Heretic Questioner, who buried his face in the prince’s embrace, was also acting abnormally. 


The Heretic Questioner was tilting his head back and forth. For the first time ever, I saw the Heretic 
Questioner’s ‘confused’ expression. That universally acknowledged leader of the nutjobs. The pure 
natural-born psycho didn’t understand the feelings he was feeling right now. 


Guilt. 


Perhaps that’s why the Heretic Questioner pushed away from the prince’s chest. He slithered out of his 
arms. The prince who was fighting with me with his eyes was bewildered. He looked at the Lady of the 
Golden Silk, no, the Heretic Questioner. 


“Sylvia, why are you acting like this all of a sudden?” 
“HU? ysnc Hmm? Oohhh?” The Heretic Questioner tilted his head once more. “How fascinating.” 
“What’s fascinating, Sylvia?” 


“I’m feeling some unfamiliar emotion. It’s the first time I’ve felt this since I was born.” The Heretic 
Questioner laughed. “My heart is pounding!” 


“My heart is beating so violently. Oho. Aha. Indeed! It’s really mysterious. ...” 


The Heretic Questioner closed his eyes. Then, he touched his chest with both hands. The Heretic 
Questioner, no, the Lady of the Golden Silk, was smiling. She looked like she was listening to beautiful 
classical music. 


“The owner of this body seems to really like you!” 


“Sy-Sylvia....” The prince’s face looked like he had eaten the soup called ’emotion’ with the rice called 
‘touched.’ 


If I hadn’t been in a hurry to stop the immersion, I might have felt envious of the timing, but 
fortunately, thankfully, that wasn’t the case. Even though I was late, I had come to my senses. 


“Milady,” I said forcefully. The Heretic Questioner opened his closed eyes and looked at me. “Let’s 
return to the dormitory. His Highness the Crown Prince declared that he would personally uncover who 


was behind the attack. Since it’s late, milady should go back to your room and rest. From tomorrow, 
don’t we have to continue milady’s life again?” 


We had a ‘purpose’ as well as a ‘role.’ 
The goal of clearing the stage. 

We couldn’t forget it. 

“Oh, yes. You’re right.” 


The Heretic Questioner blinked. He understood what I meant right away. The Heretic Questioner 
grabbed his skirt and greeted the prince. 


“Thank you for your consideration. But I will go back with my butler.” 
“Ah?” 
“Good night, Your Highness. I will now go back!” 


The Heretic Questioner easily turned his back, abandoning the prince whose face turned blank. He 
lightly stepped out of the warehouse. 


From behind, the prince shouted, “Sylvia! Sy-Sylvia?!” However, the Heretic Questioner only walked 
away with a smile. He didn’t even turn his head. 


te aNesace The task has become difficult.” 

I muttered, following close behind the Heretic Questioner. 

“T didn’t think there would be a trap like immersion. Damn it.” 

I wondered why the Count and the Crusader failed, but now I understood. 
“Ahaha.” 


The Heretic Questioner smiled mysteriously. Click. Click. Our footsteps echoed in the corridor, and our 
shoes were shaded white by the moon. The sound of human feet resembled the beating of a heart. 


“Tt’s definitely something we didn’t expect. Death King, how much has your immersion rate increased 
just now?” 


“Tt went up to 3 percent like mad. I barely managed to stop it.” 
“You’re outstanding. Mine shot up to 10 percent right away!” 
I was speechless. 

°10 percent? 10?!’ 


It was devastating. He had only spent a short time with that prince character, but one-tenth of his ego 
had been infected. 


The situation was more serious than I thought. 


Only then, even living a normal life was like walking through a poison fog. Little by little, you became 
poisoned, and once you came to your senses, you couldn’t escape. 


When you let go of your hold on your mind. 

In an instant, the mind would be eaten by the [romance] of this world. 
eee This can’t go on.” 

I opened my mouth. My voice was slow. Well, I was nervous. 

Losing myself. That I might lose myself. 

It was always the thing I feared most. 

“Let’s prepare safeguards for ourselves.” 

“Safeguards?” 

“Yes.” 


I carefully touched the handle of my dagger. I felt the texture of the green tape around my finger. That 
familiar texture brought me a sense of stability. 


“Choose a keyword. So that we can come to our senses whatever the situation, no matter how serious 
things are, when we say this keyword. For example, when I say [peach], you can say [carrot].” 


“Aha. It’s a secret code for the two of us!” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled. 

“T agree! I saw something similar in a drama before. Then what should the secret code be...... 
Click. 


At that time, we heard the sound of a heel from across the corridor. The heel of a shoe was pressing 
dangerously to the floor of the corridor. Dull footsteps followed. A person was approaching with 
several servants. 


The moon shined. 
A sharp shoe trampled over the moon reflected on the hallway floor. 
Hair as silver as the moonlight. The Lady of the Silver Lily. 


The duchy’s young lady led several followers and walked this way. The villainous young lady frowned 
like she was angry. She glowered at us. 


“Ah.” 
The Heretic Questioner let out a small moan. 
“Death King.” 


The Heretic Questioner stood on his tiptoes. 


Then, he opened his lips and murmured into my ear. 

“T think I really do hate her.” 

Whisper. 

At first, it sounded like the same voice as always. 

Slowly, I turned my head and looked at the Heretic Questioner. 
“Mhm.” 


The Heretic Questioner spun round and round. The hem of the long dress swirled, causing a small 
whirlwind to rise. The wind containing his weight pressed on my chest. 


“T’m curious, Death King.” 


The Heretic Questioner stopped, then splayed open his hands. He curled his fingers other than his index 
fingers, which revealed his bare skin. 


“Ah, I’m really curious.” 

Pressing both index fingers to his lips, he was smiling like always. 
“Right now, what kind of expression am I making?” 

But his eyes weren’t smiling. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently. ] 

[Your immersion rate is 4%. ] 
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My heart throbbed. I was anxious. Like broken piano keys, my heart was playing off-key. That was 
how ominous the Heretic Questioner’s smile was. 


I felt a premonition that we were going to slide all the way down this slippery slope. 
And what was at the bottom, I could not see. 

“Heretic—” 

“You look unharmed, Lady of the Golden Silk.” 


Before I could finish saying his title in the Tower, the Lady of the Silver Lily used the protagonist’s title 
in this world first. 


“T heard you were attacked by an assassin.... But you’re a girl who grew up in the borders. The thread 
of your life is as tough as a weed. A single assassin must not be a big deal for you.” 


“Hmm.” 

The corner of the Heretic Questioner’s mouth tilted up. 

A little later, I would find out that it was out of ridicule. 

Words that the Heretic Questioner would never say flowed from his lips. 


“Did you deliberately come out this late to compliment my healthy body? Truly, I thank you, milady. 
His Highness did the same. I am happy that many people care for my inexperienced self! So much so 
that tonight’s misfortunes feel like luck!” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyes became ferocious. 

The Heretic Questioner had planted two thorns in his words just now. 
‘Aren’t you the one who hired the assassin?’ 

Intimidation. 


“The crown prince came to visit me personally because he was worried about me.’ 


Provocation. 


aiecs Your head is as disheveled as a weed, too. There is a thin line between imagination and delusion. 
Our choice of whether we step over that boundary determines our human dignity. As a noble, please act 
with decorum.” 


“Ah, I’m sorry! So it isn’t against decorum to slap someone’s face at a ball. Well, I did grow up on the 
outskirts, so I don’t know the manners of a duke’s daughter!” 


“Tf it is not disrespectful, when will you invite me to your salon? I’d like to receive etiquette lessons 
directly from a wonderful lady. I’m not used to hitting people, so I think I need to learn about the angle 
and strength of my hand.” 


There was a motorcycle engine running on his tongue. 


I wondered where the engine sound was coming from, but after listening more closely, the crazy noise 
was the sound of my own heart. 


Thump. Thump. 

Dread wrapped around my heart and held me by the neck. 

“Milady! Don’t be rude!” 

“A mere baron’s daughter from the countryside is saying such thoughtless words....” 


The duchy’s servants became indignant at the waltz of the Heretic Questioner’s tongue. Some of the 
attendants had probably betrayed their master and belonged to the crown prince. I didn’t know if it was 
just one or if there were more traitors, but that wasn’t what mattered now. 


“T apologize!” 

I hurriedly intervened between the gold and silver ladies. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily furrowed her brows. 

“You are...” 


“Milady is greatly shocked today because of the strange events that occurred. From this lowly servant’s 
understanding, she desperately needs to rest. Since it’s late at night, would your ladyship please allow 
us to excuse ourselves? The misunderstanding will be resolved tomorrow.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily closed her lips. 
Behind her, the servants were buzzing. 


When their mistress raised her right hand, they all stopped moving. In an instant, stillness enveloped 
the hallway. It would have been impossible to do if she did not keep her subordinates on a tight leash 
from the beginning. 


“Excuse me, butler. What are you talking about?” 

Rather, it was the Heretic Questioner, the Lady of the Golden Silk, who protested. 

“T still have a lot to say to her ladyship. You can’t just end the conversation at will...... 
“Be quiet.” 


I grabbed the Heretic Questioner’s wrist. I grabbed it, then walked away while dragging him behind 
me. The Heretic Questioner said, “Ah, wait, butler! Wait a minute!” He struggled, but I never let go of 
his wrist. We really couldn’t let our character immersions rise here. 


“Milady.” 


Just before exiting the hallway, I looked back. The Lady of the Silver Lily was looking at us with an 
equivocal expression. 


«..What is it?” 


“T have always admired the upright conduct of the duchy’s servants. Tonight, your attendants were 
quite virtuous, unlike a common man like myself.” 


I politely bowed my head to her. 

“T have realized many things. This humble self pays respect to your ladyship.” 

“Now, please excuse us.” 

With that, I pulled the Heretic Questioner out of the hall. 

The Heretic Questioner, who was rebellious at first, had calmed down. 

There was a wide garden between the ballroom and the dormitory. Moreover, it was a spring night. 


The newly bloomed magnolias were drooping by their heavy heads. The night was soaked in the scent 
of flowers, thick under the white trees. As we stepped forward, pale magnolia petals fell and touched 
our toes. 


“My goodness.” 
The Heretic Questioner stepped on a fallen magnolia petal. 
“Ah.” 


He stopped and looked up at the night sky. After a while, the Heretic Questioner turned his head and 
looked at me. His face was impassive. He seemed to be disoriented. 


The Hunter said to be the craziest person in the Tower muttered to himself as if he couldn’t believe 
what he had just done. 


“Death King........ What did I say back there?” 
4. 


As soon as I closed the door of our quarters, I said, “Choose a password.” 


We had been quiet as we walked to the dormitory. No word was exchanged between the two of us. It 
was a little difficult to walk because my ankles were bound by the silence. 


Was it due to the increased character immersion? I knew the path from the garden to the dormitories 
like it was natural. 


Perhaps the characters’ memories became clearer the more immersed we were. Right now, it was 
difficult to judge whether that was good or bad. 


“A password....... 
The Heretic Questioner blinked. 

“Ts it a secret password...... a 

“Tf we leave things as is, it’1| become really dangerous for us. You have to keep it together.” 
“We do. Death King, you’re right. Yes...... e 


The Heretic Questioner seemed to be struggling to speak. He kept slipping. His voice was slipping 
faster than an accident on a slippery road. It was a red light, signaling that the person in front of me was 
in danger. 


I firmly grabbed the Heretic Questioner’s face with both hands. Then, I forced him to meet my eyes. 


“When spring comes, magnolias fall.” 


“When I say [when spring comes], you, the Heretic Questioner, will reply [magnolia falls]. That’s our 
passcode. It’s the phrase that tells us to get a hold of ourselves. Now, if you understand, tell me. When 
spring comes?” 


“Magnolia...... 
“Again. When spring comes.” 
“Magnolias fall.” 


Little by little, the eyes of the Heretic Questioner showed that he was returning to himself. He started to 
look in front of him, rather than blankly into space. The Heretic Questioner shook his head, saying, 
“Hmm,” and “Well!” Then, he nodded. 


“Yes! I’m back!” 

“Okay. Good job.” 

“Thank you, Death King! Aha. Indeed, today had a storm of surprises. I’ll never forget this day.” 
“Would you like to rest and have a cup of tea?” 

“Please!” 


Good. It wasn’t over yet. It was too early to give up this round. 


I handed the Heretic Questioner a blanket and headed to the kitchen. Because it was a dormitory of the 
academy where royalty and nobles attend, there was a small kitchen in the Lady of the Golden Silk’s 
private quarters. I easily found the tea leaves and kettle. 


“Wow.” 
I was boiling the tea, but this was ridiculous. 
“My body just moves on its own....” 


I never really made tea other than the ones in tea bags. It had been like that my whole life, but my 
hands moved automatically as if I had steeped tea for years. It was a side effect of the immersion. 


My body was even feeling [joy] by making tea. 
“The lady likes it best when I add milk and a spoonful of honey.’ 
I was humming. 


‘I obtained this precious honey from an academy employee for occasions like this. It cost some money, 
but milady is usually so frugal that it isn’t a waste. This much luxury is okay...... 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 6%. ] 

It wasn’t okay! 

Not okay at all! 

Fuck!! 


This dumb romance! What’s so pleasing about adding honey to black tea? Should I open up a skull and 
spread honey on the neurons?! Stick a honeycomb in your head?! 


[Shiny is concerned about the warrior’s condition....] 
[However, Shiny thinks the warrior’s butler outfit is very attractive. ] 


My weapon shone by itself in delight. Maybe it was because Shiny was happy, but the sword’s 
sparkling color looked more exquisite. And I, the owner of that sword, squatted down while holding my 
head in pain. 


“You can’t let a butler take over your mind.’ 

I clenched my teeth. 

‘No way. I’ve worked too hard to clear the stages so far!’ 
I was determined. 


Even if I made tea, I wouldn’t make it like the original character. I used a kettle that he didn’t normally 
use and pulled out a different teacup from usual. Like that, I gave the tea to the Heretic Questioner. 


“Death King.” 


The Heretic Questioner took a few sips and tilted his head. 

“Yes.” 

“The tea tastes weird!” 

“So what?” 

“If my taste buds are working correctly, this iffy taste is salt, right?” 
“That’s just how this tea tastes.” 


“Oho. Rather than tea, isn’t this more like saltwater? If you just measure the salinity, I think it’ll be 
judged simply as saltwater, nothing more, nothing less.” 


“Just shut up and drink.” 

“Understood! I’1l shut up and drink!” 

The Heretic Questioner slurped up the tea. 
“Thank you for the tea! It was salty!” 


The Heretic Questioner smiled broadly. Yup. This was how things should be. Our natural psycho finally 
regained his guilelessness. 


“So, what do you think we should do from now?” 
“We have to make sure the villainess and the prince 
stay together.” 

I sighed. 


“Or at least crush the [love line] between the Lady of the Golden Silk and the crown prince into 
powder. Let’s aim for one of those two endings.” 


“Operation Sneaky Sneaky...... a 

The Heretic Questioner chose the name of the operation on his own. 
Well, it didn’t matter. I also preferred the second ending. 

I had never dated before, so I didn’t know much, but— 

“Wouldn’t it be much easier to break something than making it?’ 


It would be difficult to matchmake the crown prince and the Lady of the Silver Lily, but it would be 
easy to have the Lady of the Golden Silk break up with him. 


In this part, the Heretic Questioner and I were 100% on the same page. 


“To do that, the prince’s love for the Lady of the Golden Silk must become cold! Do you have any 
plans?” 


“I do.” 


I realized something when I was losing my mind while making tea. We need to take special measures 
for this stage. 


“There is a way.’ 


Not only would it reduce the prince’s affection for the protagonist, but it would also be very effective in 
allowing the two of us, especially me, to keep our consciousness. 


“What’s the plan?” 


“Tn the end, the more you act like [The Lady of the Golden Silk] and the more I act like a [butler], the 
more immersed we become in the roles.” 


So flipping that thought... 


“Then what if you do [something the Lady of the Golden Silk would never do] and [something the 
butler would never do]?” 


“The character immersion rate may drop. Even if it doesn’t fall, it won’t go up. How does that sound?” 
The Heretic Questioner’s eyes shone. 


ee Ooh. Indeed. It’s a simple yet good method. As expected of Death King! You’re the Hunter who 
broke through the unyielding 10th floor and cleared the 20th floor!” 


“You flatter me. Mm. Anyway, our conclusion is simple.” 

I flicked my hand and triggered a skill. 

“From now on, let’s become a [bad girl] and a [bad butler].” 
The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. 

“What?” 


The Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation activated. I didn’t have to bring in a lot of spirits like I did in the 
Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon. We only needed one specific ghost. 


My shadow wriggled and took on the shape of a person. 
A ponytail at the back of his head. 


Eyes that were more asshole-ish than that of any other being in the universe. 


The Flame Emperor. It was Yoo Sooha. 


As soon as Yoo Sooha was summoned, he frowned. His expression crumpled like tissue, and he opened 
his mouth. 


“Fuck, you dog bastard. What are you going to make me do this time—.“ 


“Come on, let’s be quiet. Hush.” 


“—_Mmph mmmpph!! Mmppphhh!” 


No matter how much he tried to intimidate me, he was a ghost that could not disobey my orders. Yoo 
Sooha shouted like a hostage whose mouth was sealed by a terrorist, going “Mmph! Mmph!” and so 
on. 


Seeing the Flame Emperor’s appearance lifted my melancholy mood. What could I say? It felt a bit like 
closing the lid on top of a trash can. The dust in my heart was refreshingly tidied up. The Flame 
Emperor. He was like the dustbin inside a vacuum cleaner. 


“Heretic Questioner.” 

“Yes, Death King!” 

“Looking at you, your outer appearance is too much like a model student.” 
I put on a stern expression. 


“Your gestures and your actions feel very pure. However, if you earnestly want to become a [bad girl], 
you can’t go on in your current state. It’ll be impossible.” 


“Ah.” 

The Heretic Questioner’s ears perked up. 

“Tf there is something I lack, please let me know! I’ll learn!” 

“Yes, and you’ll be taught. It’s a 1-on-1 last-minute tutoring session.” 
I slowly looked at Yoo Sooha. 

“The greatest tutor will teach you how to be a bad person.” 

“Aha. I’m looking forward to it!” 

“Mmph—, mmph!! Mmm mmph!” 


The Heretic Questioner laughed brightly like a young puppy. Yoo Sooha frowned like a bitch. Between 
the puppy and the dog, I nodded seriously. 


“Now. Let’s be bad.” 
The next day, Sormwyn Academy would explode. 
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6. 

“Are you well?” 

It was on the route to Sormwyn Academy. 

“Yes, I slept soundly. Did you also sleep well last night?” 


“Thankfully, yes. Perhaps I had a good dream; I feel refreshed. I’m going to have two slices of toast 
this morning.” 


“Oh, I want to hear what kind of dream it was. Should we eat together?” 
“Oh my, what a great idea!” 
“Huhu.” 


The students smiled and greeted each other in a quaint, old-fashioned way. On the road with white 
magnolia blossoms, “oh my” and “huhu” smoothly flowed from their lips. 


Peace. Serenity. 


Even baby birds gathering together and singing side by side could not be more peaceful than this, nor 
could a flower garden in full bloom be more serene. The mere sight of this scene would purify 
someone’s mind. It was a moment that sparkled like a diamond. 


“Ah, Lady of the Golden Silk. Are you well?” 

But diamonds were just refined coal. 

If one lit it up, it would burn very well. 

“Nope! I’m not well at all!” 

“Ah.” 

The Heretic Questioner grinned at the young lady who greeted him. 


“There is no way I could be calm! Some assassin jerks attacked me last night and almost killed me. It’s 
unfair that I couldn’t sleep at all, and you’re asking me if I’m well? Do you have any sense?” 


“Excuse me?” 


“No, you have no thoughts at all. If you did think, you wouldn’t ever ask ‘Are you well’ to someone 
who almost died. Ahaha. What needs to be well isn’t me, but your head! Is your head well? Is your 
skull safe and good? How is your brain?” 


“Ahh... Yes? Excuse me?” 


“Ahh! Your head was resting so much that your mouth became twisted. It’s all right. I understand! A 
healthy mind lives in a healthy body. You have a ruined head, so is your mind in good shape? Go on, go 
to the infirmary. In other words, please get out of my sight!” 


The lady swayed and fainted. If her servant didn’t catch her, she would have rolled all the way to 
school. The students, who had been greeting each other good moming like usual, screamed. 


“White Orchid Lady! Are you okay?!” 

“My goodness! Her complexion is too white...... 
“Someone, call the nurse!” 

“Breathe! Can you hear my voice?! You have to breathe!” 
“Lady of the Golden Silk! What did you just say to her...... 2!” 
A clamor. 


The baby birds singing peacefully were blown away, and a bomb exploded on top of the serene tulip 
garden. The diamond was blazing. The young noble ladies skillfully attended to their fainted classmate, 
but they could not hide their shock. 


The Heretic Questioner smiled. 

“What’s the big deal? She senselessly asked me if I was well, as I asked her if her head was well!” 
A young lady nearby opened her mouth. 

“Her h-head...... is well...... 2” 


“Ah. Your hair is red. What a cool red! Could it be that your skull broke and your brain is leaking a 
little? Aha. If so, you’re putting your already unfortunate intelligence at risk of further loss. Come on, 
pick it up and put it back in!” 


Wobble. 
“Miss?!” 


“Kyaa! Lady of the Plum Blossoms!!” 


“Why isn’t the nurse here yet?!” 
“That salary thief!” 

“Somebody please bring some water!” 
“Security! Security!” 


Chaos had arrived. It was truly a scene of the Apocalypse. The book Apocalypse hadn’t been destroyed 
yet, but the route to Sormwyn Academy was being burned to the ground with excitement. 


“Ahaha.” 


The Heretic Questioner, who had a 20-meter radius of space to himself, smiled with a face that did not 
show a single hint of evil. He did have dark circles under his eyes though because of the attitude 
training he had received overnight. 


“Death King, you’re the best! My immersion didn’t go up at all!” 

He was also the best. 

The effect of the Flame Emperor’s one-on-one tutoring was great. 

“In the future, I’ll continue to trust you fully! After all, the Death King’s schemes are reliable!” 
I bowed down at an angle appropriate for a butler. 

“Thank you for the compliments, milady.” 


“You are a million times welcome! But is stepping on my foot another way to stop the immersion rate 
from going up? My big toe hurts a little.” 


“T can’t help but act as a bad butler. Please withstand it.” 

“T understand!” 

This morning, a total of 14 ladies entered the academy’s infirmary. 

The incident on the road in front of the girls’ dormitory quickly spread to the whole school. 
It was known as the [Is Your Head Well] incident. 

ue 

Restaurant, main building, garden. 

Wherever they went, the students gossiped about the incident. 

[The Lady of the Golden Silk has gone mad. J 

[ She’s changed since she was attacked yesterday. J 


[ She’s possessed by the devil. ] 

















[ Two ladies and one gentleman bravely went to investigate the suspicious rumors and reveal the truth, 
but they still haven’t returned. J 


[Isn’t she more attractive now? J 
[So who ordered her assassination? | 


[ Sormwyn’s unofficial club, ‘All Older Sisters’ Fan Association (AOSFA) welcomes the current 
changes. We urge the Sormwyn students to change their perceptions. ] 


[The Lady of the Golden Silk’s butler was mixing her tea with salt. A lot of witnesses saw it. ] 
[It’s dangerous. | 

[ Assassination ] 

[I heard the crown prince is taking handling it. ] 

[ She’s gone insane. ] 

[I’m going mad. J 


[ An appropriate salt intake is good for your health... Is the salt in the black tea for her well- 
eing? | 
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[Golden Silk unnie. J 
The rumors snowballed like an avalanche and became a ghost story. 
“Lady of the Golden Silk! You have insulted the honor of my master!” 


However, even if the rumor became exaggerated, it was true that 14 ladies had fainted. Of course these 
ladies’ servants were angry. 


Even if they couldn’t attack a noble lady, they could ask me, a subordinate just like them, to duel. At 
lunchtime, angry servants rushed in line to fight me. 


“T cannot stand still as the honor of my master and her family is blemished. Please allow me to duel 
with the lady’s butler!” 


“Hoho.” 

The Heretic Questioner nodded. 

“Okay! Everyone, solve it nicely among yourse—. 

“Just a moment.” 

I secretly stepped on the foot of the Heretic Questioner. The Heretic Questioner winced in pain. 
“Is something wrong?” 


“Once you decide to act, you have to continue your bad girl image to the end. Don’t accept what others 
say right away. That looks too obedient.” 


“Ah, you’re right. That’s true. Then how do I be bad?” 


“Do as I tell you to do.” 


Whispers passed between the two of us. The servants who requested duels looked at us with confused 
faces. After a while, the Heretic Questioner opened his mouth with a face like he had an epiphany. 


“All right! You may duel with my servant if you like.” 
“Ah, thank you for your permission. Then, right here...... 
“But! If you want to fight him, pay me!” 

The servants blinked. 

“_,.Pardon?” 

“T mean that you need to pay to get what you want.” 


The Heretic Questioner sat on a garden bench and crossed his legs. His radiant face was forceful. If 
children saw the Heretic Questioner right now, they would probably automatically yell out, ‘Unnie! ‘ 


“My butler belongs to my family. I am the only person in my family who is attending this academy, so 
he is mine. What if my possession gets hurt during a duel? Are you going to be responsible for that?” 


“Uhh, uhbh...... ‘ 


The nobles’ servants were dumbfounded. She wanted them to bribe her so they could have a sacred 
duel? Wasn’t that too thuggish? 


“Um, how much should I pay you?” 


“T’ll take 5 gold coins!” 


The Heretic Questioner delivered the final line that I taught him. 
“Everyone. It isn’t the case that your loyalty to your masters is worth less than 5 pieces of gold, right?” 


The servants took out the gold coins one by one. I felt a little pity as I watched them. Some of the 
servants looked like they were about to cry. 


Their faces seemed worried about whether it was honorable to pay to fight for a lady’s honor. A face 
that seemed to ask, ‘Is this really the right thing to do? ‘ 


However, there was no going back. Once a few servants began to pay, the others had to join in. 
“H-here it is. Lady.” 

“Okay!” 

“T have it too...... 


“Yup. Thank you for your patronage!” 


“Please, excuse me. I only have silver coins. Would you accept it in small change...?” 
“Tl accept it all!” 


The Heretic Questioner ripped off the frugal servants. The dignity of the young lady who was given an 
epithet from the emperor was buried under the jangling of coins without leaving a trace. 


Followers take after their masters. 

“Hm.” 

I cracked my neck up and down, left and right, like a gangster. 
There were more than ten servants staring at me awkwardly. 
“Let me ask this, just in case.” 

“Wh-what is it?” 

I lifted the holy sword, sheath and all. 

“Among those of you here, has anyone starved for over a week?” 


The thrilling sounds of a beating rang in the garden. I took down the servants one after another, feeling 
like a drummer. I beat them like a dusty cloth. 


“Ack!” 
“Huk, keuk?!” 


Countless students watched as the servants screamed. Looking around, I saw the students staring at me 
in dismay. Behind me, the Heretic Questioner rolled the coins in his hands and hummed. 


Screams, gasps, and the jingling of coins. 

The three melodies formed a perfect trinity. 

“Sy—” 

At that moment, someone hastily rushed in among the watching students. 

“Sylvia! What in the world is this about?!” 

It was the man who could be said to be the ramen noodles of this Apocalypse: the crown prince. 


The blond ramen was extremely flustered. My heart felt satisfied when I saw his bloated ramen face. 
We were returning the embarrassment we felt because of him last night. 


“T heard rumors that you’ve suddenly become strange, but as always, I thought it was malicious gossip. 
But now, against our classmates....... You!” 


The prince glared at me, muttering quickly. Well. For ramen soup served with rice, his eyes were quite 
fierce. 


“What are you doing?! When your master is tired, it is the servant’s responsibility to stop them and 
help them recover with all their power! You’re a third-rate butler, and utterly disqualified to be a 
servant! You’re disqualified!” 


“T apologize, Your Highness.” 
I put the holy sword on my waist and bowed my head. 


“This child is not judged by anyone other than the young lady. If milady evaluates me as a third-rate 
butler, that is what I am, and if she says that I am disqualified, I will step down. But until that moment, 
I will remain her faithful butler.” 


The prince closed his mouth and pursed his lips. Then, he shook his head. Did he think it was useless to 
speak with a servant like me? 


“Sylvia. Didn’t I tell you again and again? You shouldn’t have a man like that as your butler. There are 
several eunuchs raised with great care in the imperial household. If I ask His Majesty, you can take one 
of the competent ones. It’s all right! You don’t need to worry. My father already thinks well of you.” 


Wow. 


The students in the audience exclaimed quietly. Here and there, you could also see young ladies who 
fell for that adoring look. Just now, the prince expressed his affection so openly. 


The ladies sighed forlornly and whispered among themselves. 
“What’s happening? His Highness’s fiancée is the Lady of the Silver Lily....... 


“But that was an agreement before they were born, right? It’s been too long. It’s been said that the 
emperor cares for the Lady of the Golden Silk since a long time ago, so maybe....... - 


“Ah, what would be best?” 
The ladies’ eyes sparkled as they talked about what would be the best outcome. 
There was no scandal as heated as the romance of the imperial family. 


If the diamonds of their own house burned, they would die from regret, but they would pay a thousand 
gold to see the most brilliant diamond of another burn. 


“Sylvia, what do you think?” 

The prince approached and grabbed the Heretic Questioner’s wrist. 
“Would you please accept my earnest request?” 

The Heretic Questioner looked at the prince. 


At this moment, I was nervous as well. 


Will the love of the [female protagonist], the Lady of the Golden Silk, be more intense? Or would the 
ego of the Heretic Questioner playing the [bad girl] be stronger? I did my best to strengthen the latter, 
but in the end, it was the Heretic Questioner who had to fight in his mind. 


We may lose the match. 

seedless Your Highness.” 

The Heretic Questioner slowly opened his mouth. 

“What perfume did you use today?” 

“What?” 

“I’m sorry to tell you this, but it smells a little strange to me.” 
A bright smile spread over the Heretic Questioner’s face. 
Swish. 


The Heretic Questioner smoothly took his wrist out from the prince’s grasp, then took out a fan and 
opened it. Over the fan, his eyes narrowed into a smile. 


“Did you discover who was behind the assassins who attacked me yesterday?” 
“Ah, no... The investigation is still underway.” 


“If I hadn’t had my butler by my side last night, I would have been hurt! If Your Highness is thinking 
of me, then I ask you to respect my butler just as much. Didn’t he protect the prestige of the academy 
by protecting my life?” 


“Your Highness. I trust my butler the most!” 

At that moment, ramen boiled in the prince’s face. 

And the Heretic Questioner laughed with his fan wide open. 
“Oh-hohohoho!” 

It was the most romance-like laughter in the world. 
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ae 

Is there anyone who thinks about you as much as I do? 

Is there anyone who cares about you as much as I do? 

Have you ever seen someone look at you with more desperate eyes than mine? 
Have you ever felt a softer touch than my hands? 

There’s no one. There wouldn’t have been anyone. 

I would not let them. 

2: 

Oh-hohohoho! 

A peal of romance-like laughter rang through the garden. 

The prince, whose genuine plea had been met with laughter, looked like he was about to cry. 
“Sy-Sylvia...?” 

“Ohohoho! What is it, Your Highness?” 


“Isn’t your laughter a little artificial? O-of course, your voice is like that of a baby bird. No matter how 
you chirp, it is music to my ears. Still, if you think about keeping up the appearance of nobility....” 


“Oh-hohohoho! I am very satisfied with this laughter!” 


“T-is that so?” the prince muttered, stuttering. “I-I see.... That’s how it is.... No. No. Listening to it 
carefully, it seems to be all right. Um.... Hmm. Yeah! It’s all right. It’s totally fine! You’re so beautiful. 
I discovered another charming point about you today.” 


Oi. Check out this ramen-head. 


How did his love for the Lady of the Golden Silk not lessen even with this? All of the students around 
him were looking at him with slightly cold eyes. 


-Zombie. 
Bae Hu-ryeong, who had been quiet for a bit after entering the Apocalypse, opened his mouth. 


-I’ve been silently watching your play this time. I was trying not to interfere. I can’t watch this 
anymore, though. It’s too frustrating. Hey, aren’t you misunderstanding something? 


‘A misunderstanding? What am I getting wrong?’ 


-You think it’s easier to break someone’s love than to create it. 


“Yes.” 
-I’m sorry, but that...... It’s case by case. 


That was what Bae Hu-ryeong said. He had the expression of a mountain gorilla, the prince of the 
jungle, suddenly being trapped inside a zoo. 


‘Case by case?’ 


-Yeah. You totally exude the aura of someone who’s never dated, but people in love each have slightly 
different forms of love. Kiddo. There’s a type of love that can’t be cut no matter how much you try to 
slice it away. It seems to me that the prince guy is....... 


The prince opened his mouth before Bae Hu-ryeong could finish his sentence. 


“Sylvia! You truly shine in diverse ways, like a kaleidoscope. If there was snow on the branches 
yesterday, the tree now blooms with plum blossoms. That’s right. Is a human’s laugh determined by 
their birth? What law prescribes the way nobility laughs? I too will change the way I laugh now. 
Mwahahaha!” 


That crazy guy... 

A fantastic duet floated to the sky above the garden. 
“Ohoho!” 

“Mwahaha!” 

“Oh-hohoho!” 

“Mwahahaha!” 

It was the birth of the couple of the century. 

I was speechless. 

“Wh-what the hell is love...?’ 

I was shocked. 


-You’ve never dated before. Did you think a kid who’s never known the feeling of love could solve this 
twisted relationship? 


Bae Hu-ryeong clicked his tongue. 


-There are people who have thrown away their country to look good in front of the one they love. It was 
a good idea to stop the immersion by acting out, but it won’t be enough to destroy love. Yup. Sometimes 
it’s just lacking. 


Huh? All of a sudden, Bae Hu-ryeong began to look like an adult. Am I going to have an inferiority 
complex because I’ve been single? To this mountain gorilla? 


Isn’t that too shameful? 


Tap. 


I stepped between the crown prince and the Heretic Questioner. As if saying, ‘Look here.’ Naturally, the 
prince frowned when he saw me. 


“YOUi 
“Her ladyship has told me that she trusts me the most.” 
Now. Let’s see if your love can hold against this. 


“Your Highness is a noble man. I am from humble birth. But Your Majesty is far away, while I am 
always by my ladyship’s side. My mistress’s family is my house, and my mistress’s life is the life that I 
serve. Your Highness.” 


Screams of “Kyaa!” echoed in the garden. The voices belonged to the young ladies watching us. 
-No. You. Crazy— Hey. Hey! 
Bae Hu-ryeong urgently shouted. 


-You idiot! Ah, this virgin kid! You really don’t know the rules of love! That guy’s the prince of the 
empire, so he’ll have a lot of pride! If you say that, the prince will become more jea.....! 


“Hal” 
The crown prince ground his teeth. 


“You think yourself so great because you stay by the lady’s side, using the excuse of being a butler. 
Very well. Then I will take care of Sylvia, too! I’ll watch over Sylvia myself when she is at the 
academy, so you may leave now.” 


What. 

He’s the crown prince of this nation! 

You can be crazy for love, but how could it be this much?! 
“Ohohohoho!” 

Mr. Heretic Questioner. Please stop laughing. I can’t concentrate. 
“—_What in heavens is this fuss now?” 

It was then. The murmuring of the students stopped. 


In one very brief moment. The commotion stopped for less than a second. The silence was only one 
second long, but that was enough. 


The young sons and daughters of nobility bowed their heads and cleared the path. 
oats Lady of the Silver Lily.” 
Only the crown prince looked at her with his eyebrows furrowed. 


There, the lady with the moonlight in her hair walked. 


cP 


“T thought you asked for a sick leave this morning,” the prince said. “I thought that you’d be absent 
from school today, but is your body feeling better again? Huh. The lady’s heart seems to be quite the 
troublemaker.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily did not respond right away. Instead, she glanced over our audience, one by 
one. 


Flinch. 


When she met their eyes, the students dropped their gazes. Until now, the students had been fired up by 
the imperial family’s scandal. Only once they froze did the Lady of the Silver Lily part her lips. 


“Are you well? I was able to have a peaceful night thanks to your concern.” 


“ ..Is that so? That’s good. You call in sick and lay down half the year, so a day like today must be 
precious. The sun feels nice on this spring day, so you should take a leisurely stroll.” 


A cold expression. 


[Take a stroll] was the same thing as saying, [Leave this place]. The crown prince was desperately 
cloying with the Lady of the Golden Silk, but he was ungenerous toward the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


His cold-heartedness was a bit odd. 


‘Even if he’s from the imperial family, it shouldn’t be good to treat someone from the ducal family this 
harshly....’ 


However, the Lady of the Silver Lily was calm. 


“A stroll sounds wonderful. The magnolia petals fall when the spring breeze becomes even a little 
rough. I worry that if I enjoy the walk alone, the flowers will be lonely.” 


Unlike last night’s struggle for words at the ball, the Lady of the Silver Lily had a silver tongue. 


“Your Highness. Don’t let yourself be dirtied in this clamorous crowd. Would you like to accompany 
me on a walk in the comfort of springtime?” 


“Ha. Why would I...... 5 

“Lady of the Golden Silk.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily addressed the Heretic Questioner. 
“You should also walk together.” 

The prince shut his mouth. 

All the eyes nearby were drawn to the Heretic Questioner. 


“Hmm.” 


The Heretic Questioner gripped his fan and glanced at me. 


‘What should I do, Death King?’ is what his eyes told me. ‘Should I follow them?’ His eyes showed 
that he would totally accept my decision. 


Would it be okay? 


The Lady of the Silver Lily and the crown prince. Both of them were dangerous. Merely being close to 
them deepened our immersions. The Heretic Questioner became closer to the Lady of the Golden Silk, 
and I became closer to the butler. 


It was dangerous, but nothing would be solved if we stayed still. 

“_,..What is your immersion rate now?” 

I whispered in a voice that would only be heard by the Heretic Questioner. 
“Did it rise?” 

“Yes. It went up a little.” 


The Heretic Questioner whispered back, “My immersion rate is now 17 percent. Aha, it rose one 
percent when the prince spoke to me. It rose another one percent when I saw the Lady of the Silver 
Lily. In total, it’s 2 percent higher than yesterday.” 


2%. 


Compared to last night’s insane increase, the immersion speed had definitely slowed down. Should we 
take the risk now and enter the tiger’s den? If not now, when would be better? 


I met the Heretic Questioner’s eyes. 

“When spring comes?” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled brightly. 

“The magnolia falls, Death King.” 

Okay. 

I made a decision. 

“All right. Let’s follow along, milady.” 

“T trust your judgment, butler.” 

The Heretic Questioner closed the fan with a smack. 


“Oh-hohoho! I cannot refuse when the Lady of the Silver Lily personally suggested a walk. I gladly 
accept your invitation!” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily frowned. Then, she lightly turned around. 
“Follow me quietly.” 


4. 


The place she led us to was her own lodgings. The Lady of the Silver Lily, whose family had great 
power, did not stay in the dormitories. She stayed and ate at a separate villa. 


“This is where you come to [walk]?” the prince complained, who had been half-forced into following. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s accommodations were fancier than the other students’, but that was all. 
The prince was someone raised in the imperial palace. He didn’t seem impressed by the luxury. 


“Do you think I would do that?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily kept walking, unaffected by his words. Click. Click. The lady’s shoes made 
a noise whenever they hit the hallway. 


“The walk was an excuse.” 

“What?” 

“There were many eyes in the garden. I couldn’t tell you the truth like that. It must remain a secret.” 
“...A secret?” 

“Yes.” 

Click. 


“Tt’s about the assassins who dared to invade the cradle of nobility. Your Highness. Rashly speaking 
can agitate the public.” 


The prince kept his mouth shut. 


From my deductions, the prince was the one who hired the assassins. Maybe it was just her air, but the 
Lady of the Silver LIly’s tone seemed to say [I already know what you did]. 


“... You mean you caught the culprit? Even I have not done so yet with my investigation. How could 
you?” 


“The Lady of the Golden Silk’s butler gave me a clue.” 
Click. 


“Last night, I threw out the lady and her servant from the ball. I had been overreacting. However, I only 
ordered them to be taken away, not for them to be locked up anywhere. It seems that some of my 
subordinates had evil intentions.” 


The villa of the duke’s daughter had a staircase that led to the basement. Standing in front of it, the 
Lady of the Silver Lily looked back at us. 


Her face was expressionless. 
“Shall we go down, Your Highness?” 


Sree I don’t see the servants. How bizarre. Where did the duchy’s servants go?” 


“Are you worried? I suppose you must be. I will take the lead.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily went down the stairs without answering the prince’s question. Her clicking 
footsteps seeped through the basement. Click. Click.... Soon, the darkness of the stairs buried the Lady 
of the Silver Lily. 


The prince gulped and started going down the stairs. 
The Heretic Questioner and I also followed them. 


Something thickened in the air as we went down the stairs. It was something that my nose and my life 
were becoming too used to. The scent of blood. The Heretic Questioner and I weren’t flustered, but the 
prince’s shoulders ahead of us flinched. 


“—] apologize for bringing you to such a squalid place, Your Highness.” 

In the basement, three human beings were tied down in chairs. 

All three were the duchy’s servants whom I saw last night, and— 

“These are the people behind the assassins who attacked the Lady of the Golden Silk.” 
All three were soaked in blood. 

The prince’s hands trembled. 


Even I frowned a little. The only ones whose expressions did not change after descending the stairs 
were the Heretic Questioner and the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


It was understandable why the Heretic Questioner was unaffected. He was the guild master of the Ten 
Thousand Temple, which carried out uncountable numbers of torture and interrogations in the Tower. 


However, the other person was just a duke’s daughter. She resembled the moonlight. Staggering and 
swaying like she would fall any moment, she appeared fragile. That girl stood here as if she was very 
familiar with these types of places. 


“This is the result of the investigation I did overnight.” 

Then, I remembered. 

“Tt turned out that they had done it for personal revenge.” 

The lady in front of me was the person who would destroy the world. 
“Personal... revenge?” 

“Yes. Would you like to hear about it?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily grabbed a servant by his hair. “Aghh!” The servant opened his eye in 
agony. Could he not open his right eye? He looked at us with only his left. 


“His Highness the Prince has honored us with a visit. Pay respect.” 


“Milady, euk...... Miladyyy...... ‘ 


“You and your colleagues ordered an assassination. The target was the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
Explain to the prince why you attempted to kill the lady.” 


“Milady... miss...... 
“Tf you tell the truth, your family will remain unharmed.” 
This person. 


“Th-the Lady of the Golden Silk... The daughter of a lowly baron on the outskirts doesn’t know her 
place and, and dares to chase the crown prince...... M-milady is His Highness’s rightful fiancée... 
That’s right, she’s his fiancée. The agreement was m-made a long time ago.” 


She was dangerous. 


“T was frustrated because... angry because of the baron’s daughter, so... Stop, I did something foolish.. 
I apologize. I apologize, milady. I apologize, Your Highness...... : 


“Did anyone order you to hire an assassin?” 

“N-no one. There’s nobody who pulled the strings...... 
But there was. 

“Are you saying it was just the three of you?” 

This was a false testimony. 

“Yes... That’s right, milady... That’s right....” 

It was to protect the prince. 

“Are you certain?” 
“There’s no mistake...... 
“All right. I see.” 


To protect the prince of this country, the Lady of the Silver Lily deliberately brought about a [false 
testimony]. 


She must have ensured the three of them would say the same thing, concocted an alibi, and perfectly 
manipulated all evidence. 


These people would never be able to reveal the fact that they were [the prince’s agents]. 


The prince’s act of confining the Heretic Questioner and me in the warehouse was moved [behind the 
scenes]. 


So was his attempt to intervene and [pretend to be a hero] during the crisis. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily was trying to bury all truth in the ground. 


For none other than the crown prince. 


For the man who would be affected the most if the truth were revealed. 
“Your Highness.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily lifted her head and looked at the prince. 
“Please punish them.” 

The prince flinched. 

“What do you mean, punish...... ae 


“These are the men who tried to kill the Lady of the Golden Silk, whom Your Highness cares about. 
They are criminals who invaded the cradle of nobility. They deserve to be punished, and you can 
punish them. Your Highness is currently the foundation of this country.” 


“Why do you hesitate?” 
The Lady of the Silver Lady asked, 
“Ts there perhaps a different truth to this case than what I have discovered?” 


“T tell you this not as a student of the academy but as someone who will be Your Highness’s vassal. 
Your Highness, the foundation of the country. If you find my investigation to be insufficient, please 
push the punishment onto another. As this matter is serious, I will send notice to the emperor’s special 
operatives.” 


The emperor’s special operatives. 
As soon as I heard that, a memory of the ‘butler’ was revived. 


They were hunting dogs under the control of one person and did not answer to anyone else. Made up of 
the empire’s top swordsmen and magicians, they were given absolute rights over independent 
investigation. 


The reason why this prince was able to take over as the crown prince was because they swallowed up 
the former crown prince, who had been corrupt. 


“However, if you are satisfied with this investigation, there is no need for such troublesome work.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily bowed her back. 

On the basement floor, there was a sword that seemed to have been prepared in advance. 

“In this place, please punish—” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily rolled up her sleeves like she was familiar with the movement. 

Both her arms had numerous scars marking her skin. 


“—the one who didn’t properly manage the servants of her family—” 


Wounds from stabs, cuts, scratches, pulls, flogs, and torture took space on every part of her arms, which 
were originally as white as lilies. No, it wasn’t just both arms. Seeing the long dent in her shoulder that 
looked as if a worm had burrowed through, I knew that her whole body must be covered with scars. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily, with her head down, whispered. 
“—Please punish me.” 

The silver lily. 

The villainous young lady of this world. 

“As always, I will bear the sin.” 

The crown prince trembled. 
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5. 

...My beloved daughter. 

...Don’t expect anything. 

...Do not expect anything at all. 

...Do not expect things, and do not count on things. That is the secret to life. 


...Every time you tell yourself, ‘Maybe this time,’ the world will whisper back, “This time, for certain.’ 
Being fooled once is an experience, and being fooled twice is a tragedy. But being fooled three times is 
a farce. 


...My dear daughter, you are a noble. Be cautious, and do not let your life become someone else’s joke. 
Do not let them have three chances. 


... Two. Just two wounds are enough to be remembered forever. Those kings of old set up memorials 
for their death while they were still alive. Do not repeat the foolishness of building monuments in the 
desert. 


...But if you still want to leave something to the world, my daughter, remember. You are not lending 
your life to someone. Do not try to be someone’s debtor. Give without the intention of getting it back in 
the first place. Give everything. 


...Forgive people for throwing carnivals with your dead body. Give them your hair. Give them your 
fingers. Give everything, sacrifice everything from your pureness to your naive hopes. They will 
ravenously desire all of you and enjoy their banquet. 


...50 leave, and do not leave anything behind in this world. 
Anything. 

That was your mother’s will when she died. 

Her funeral was a cremation. 

6. 

The basement was quiet. 

“Is something wrong?” 


There was only the quiet voice of Lady of the Silver Lily. The air was cold. The servants who were 
interrogated had shed blood, but the pools of blood did not heat the basement at all. 


“Please, punish me quickly as foundation of this country.” 


“Ha, ha.” 


The prince laughed weakly. 


No, could we even say that was a laugh? The tip of his mouth just lifted slightly and trembled. It was a 
gruesome failure of a smile. 


He turned his head like he was escaping and looked at the Heretic Questioner and me. His eyes asked, 
[What do you two think of this absurd situation? ] 


“Your Highness.” 

But he couldn’t escape. The cutting voice of the Lady of the Silver Lily severed the prince’s gaze. 
“Should I report their crimes to His Majesty’s special operatives?” 

The crown prince hesitated. 

“Are you trying to follow in the footsteps of the discarded crown prince?” 

“Are you testing the extent of His Majesty’s forgiveness for you>?” 

A threat. 


Her quiet tone was not rude, but the duchy’s young lady, the Lady of the Silver Lily, was clearly giving 
the prince a hard time. 


It was an effective threat. 
“Uh.” 


The imperial heir’s hand trembled. Shaking, he grabbed the sword that the lady had offered him. 
However, his determination only lasted to holding the grip of the sword. He wasn’t mad enough to 
swing the sword. 


“Sylvia...” 


The prince helplessly let the tip of the sword point down. He looked at us blankly. Did he want one of 
us to come forward and stop the Lady of the Silver Lily? 


“What a neat resolution!” 
However, the Heretic Questioner laughed brightly. 


“Tt’s neat how you brought in the two of us in addition to the crown prince. Aha. So everyone here will 
become [accomplices] and keep their mouths shut by your calculations. It'll be good for His Highness 
since his blunders will be covered up. And it’ll be good for me since the Lady of the Silver Lily is 
being punished!” 


“Sy-Silvia?” 
“The problem here is that only Your Ladyship gains nothing from this.” 


The Heretic Questioner’s eyes curved like a crescent moon. 


“Do you receive any benefit by doing things this way? Your Ladyship. Three loyal servants of the duke 
are dying. You’ll even receive corporal punishment on the prince’s behalf. I’m really curious about 
what you’re thinking.” 


“T don’t know what you’re talking about. As I said, these are my family’s servants, and I, as the 
daughter of this family, should be held responsible for their mistake...” 


“Aha, how pretty! But that isn’t efficient when it comes to a debate! Let’s be honest with each other to 
have a more fruitful discussion. Why would you be punished on the prince’s behalf? Is this Your 
Ladyship’s ‘love’ >?” 


The sound of breathing in the basement. 

The silver and gold ladies stared at each other for a moment. 

“Tt is only what I must do to be his subject, Lady of the Golden Silk.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily replied in a composed voice, not even moving her eyebrows. 


“Thinking of my own benefit or cost is disloyal. Perhaps you find this difficult to understand since your 
family is from the countryside.” 


“In other words, you don’t want something in return?” 


“Do you want me to answer? Give up. Whether you understand me or not has no influence on my 
behavior.” 


“How curious...” 


The Heretic Questioner exhaled like a sigh. It was difficult for me to guess right away what he meant 
by that. 


But one thing was certain. The Heretic Questioner’s response was definitely not what the crown prince 
had hoped for. The Heretic Questioner did not intend to stop the Lady of the Silver Lily. The face of the 
prince, who had clung onto his love, was stained with despair. 


“_..Please wait a moment, milady.” 

So, I had no choice but to open my mouth. 

The Heretic Questioner tilted his head and looked at me. 
“Yes, butler? What is it?” 


“Tf those servants are really the culprits, then you also have the right to take revenge. It would be wrong 
to leave the punishment solely to the prince.” 


My mouth felt stale. My head was spinning. To overcome this ridiculously complicated political 
incident... I devoted myself to thinking about [the best course]. I did not hesitate to use the butler’s 
knowledge. 


[The immersion toward the character has deepened. ] 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 7%. ] 


My tongue dried to a crisp. But it was still okay, for now. 


“_,..The same is true for the Lady of the Silver Lily. She was betrayed by her faithful servants. I believe 
this is more than enough reason that she deserves to punish these men.” 


“Ooh. So?” 


“There are three servants who have sinned. There are also three people who are entitled to punish 
them.” 


I looked at the servants, tied up in the chairs. 
“What if each person punishes one culprit each?” 
Silence. 


“In any case, the Lady of the Silver Lily wishes to make us accomplices. That’s why she brought us 
here.... And His Highness seems to be unable to carry out the punishment alone. I believe that it will be 
appropriate to divide the punishment equally.” 


There was a hush for a while. 

“Hmm.” 

The Heretic Questioner closed an eye. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily pinched her brows without a word. 
The crown prince’s complexion quickly brightened. 


“Right! Sylvia’s servant is correct. The Lady of the Silver Lily was betrayed by her subordinates. 
Sylvia was attacked. And I need to uphold the law! Since everyone has their own reasons, it would be 
best to each take care of one!” 


“Your Highness. A king should not share his duties with others—“ 
“Shut it!” 


The prince nervously threw the sword at the Lady of the Silver Lily. Thwap! The sheath bounced off 
the lady’s leg and to the ground. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily looked impassive, though it must have hit hard enough to bruise. 


“If something happens, kill it! Punish it! Beat it! That’s the only thing you know how to say! How 
many people do you think I’ve taken care of until now?!” 


“Tt is the duty of the one who will lead this empire in the future.” 


“T am not a killer! I’m no murderer! You spiteful woman. How wicked! If you want to see blood so 
much, you kill someone first!” 


The prince huffed, and the lady of the duchy quietly looked at him. Time seemed to freeze. 


The thin ice in the air broke as the lady slowly bent down. She lifted the sword. Her hands continued to 
move. Her left hand was over the sheath and her right hand on the hilt. 


Skillfully, the Lady of the Silver Lily drew the blade. 
“Your Highness.” 

The color of the blade resembled her hair. 

“If so, at least give me an order.” 

“O-order?” 


“Yes, Your Highness. Order me to execute them. Why are you hesitating? Did you forget how to give 
an order? Is it because you want to give up your claim to sovereignty?” 


The prince inhaled deeply. 

“K« 

He fumbled over the word. 

“Kill him....” 

However, the Lady of the Silver Lily never missed. 

Blood splattered. 

The air in the basement split apart, as did the weightier flesh. 
“Haa...” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s shoulders shook a little as if she was sighing. That was all. After taking a 
life with a sigh, the Lady of the Silver Lily looked at us. 


I felt something ominous. My heart throbbed disturbingly. 
I realized how I felt for the Lady of the Silver Lily. 

[The immersion toward the character has deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 8%. ] 


It was something instinctive that told me that [this person will someday stand in the way of the Lady of 
the Golden Silk]. 


It was an obsessive compulsion to deal with the person in front of my eyes. 
“Ahaha. You’re becoming more and more interesting to me! Mm, very good!” 
That was why my immersion rate was rising like crazy. 


“Tt’ll be troublesome to leave the person who tried to assassinate me alone. Please hand me the sword. 
I’ll take care of the second one. Now, shall I become an accomplice?” 


How many people has the Heretic Questioner killed so far? 
I didn’t know, but it was very clear that the Heretic Questioner was not an amateur in this. 


As soon as the Heretic Questioner received the sword, he hummed and completed the execution in one 
blow. 


Now, there was one servant left. 
“Ah....” 
There was only one person left who needed to administer punishment. 


The prince opened his mouth and looked at the Heretic Questioner. He didn’t seem to expect that the 
Heretic Questioner would execute someone so easily. 


“Ugh, euh...!” 


Then something shocking, no-something unbelievable, happened. The prince took a back step and tried 
to run away. Before the Lady of the Silver Lily could say anything, the Heretic Questioner said, “Ah!” 
As he did, the prince ran off. 


Nobody had expected it, so the crown prince nearly succeeded in getting away. Yup. If I didn’t block 
the basement stairs behind them. 


“H-how impertinent! Whose path do you think you’re blocking, servant?” 
“You.” 
I snatched the prince’s wrist and gripped it tightly. I intentionally increased my strength. 


The prince tried to shake off my hand but failed. He let out a low scream. He couldn’t compare with me 
in terms of grip strength in the first place. 


“What do you mean, you... Agh! Let go of me this instant!” 
“Tt happened because of you, did it not?” 
The voice that spilled out of my mouth was cold even to my ears. It wasn’t my usual voice. 


“This wouldn’t have happened if you did not order the assassination attempt on a whim. You were so 
crazy for love that you set up a kidnapping act. Well, things like that may happen sometimes. But do 
you plan to ignore your responsibility just because you’re crazy?” 


I glowered at the prince. 

“Hold it.” 

“H-hold it... What am I supposed to...?” 
“The sword. Hold it.” 

The prince flinched. 


[The immersion toward the character has deepened. ] 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 9%. ] 


The immersion increased, but that didn’t matter. Right now, my feelings were the same as the butler’s. 
Anger at this cowardly escape. 


I grabbed the prince’s wrist and dragged him along. He resisted, trying hard not to be pulled by me. 
However, I ignored his attempts. 


“Hold the sword’s hilt.” 

“Ugh, you rude thing...! You dare...!” 

Since he didn’t want to hold it, I forced him to. 

“Raise the sword properly.” 

“Let go! I order you to let me go! I-is anybody there?!” 

Since he did not want to raise the sword, I had to force him to do so. 


“Tt shows how much you’ve let others take the blame until now. The dirty work, the vulgar work, the 
things that you didn’t want to touch. You must have handed all of these over to the Lady of the Silver 
Lily. You, who is the prince of this country.” 


“Sy... Silvia! Control your butler! Please! Sylvia!” 

“Strike with the sword.” 

The prince’s arm strength was negligible. It was easy to overcome. 
So, I overcame it. 

“Ah.” 


The smell of blood in the basement became a bit thicker. The servant’s body, tied to the chair, slid 
down. 


The prince looked in front of him with a devastated expression. At his feet, the Lady of the Silver Lily 
slowly bent her knees. The hem of her skirt dipped into the pool of blood, turning red. 


“Tt will please everyone that the foundation of the empire has upheld our nation’s order, Your 
Highness.” 


The prince did not answer. He turned his back without a word. This time, I let his hands go. 
“Please keep your heart firm and continue to execute fair judgment in the future.” 


The prince tiredly climbed the basement stairs. Thud, thud.... Meanwhile, the Lady of the Silver Lily 
continued to advise him. Her persistent voice bounced off the prince’s back and returned to the 
basement. 


“The fate of this country and its people rely on Your Highness’s mindset. Your Highness may be one 
person, but your actions are not yours alone. Each of Your Highness’s actions and decisions has a great 
influence on the empire. Please.” 


The sound of footsteps became faint with distance and cut off. We continued looking at the Lady of the 
Silver Lily, who still had her head bowed. 


“Become strong.” 
I. 
I wanted to understand this person. 
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Chapter 96. <Villain. (3)> 


Translator: thursdays PR: LightBrin 

3 

It was the third day since we fell into the Apocalypse. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily was absent from the academy. 

“They say she’s in bed because her body’s unwell.” 

“Ts that so...” 

“Yes. She gets sick often, so of course she would fall ill after interrogating her servants all night long!” 


The Heretic Questioner took small sips of the black tea (which contained a large amount of sodium, 
good for his health). 


“Physical fitness is the nation’s strength! It’s difficult to achieve your goals even if you have a great 
cause when your body is weak. Mm, what a shame. The Lady of the Silver Lily is a talented person 
who can overturn the empire....” 


“T heard that the prince is absent as well.” 


“Ahaha. Yes, yes. It’s all thanks to you, butler. Maybe he received too much of a shock. He might even 
apply for a leave of absence.” 


We were in one part of the garden, having teatime by the magnolias. The other students passing through 
the garden were startled when they saw us. 


“Tt’s the crazy master-servant pair!” 
“The naughty lady!” 
“You can’t go near them!” 


Young ladies lifted up the hems of their dresses and the young men rolled up the ankles of their pants to 
run away. 


Thanks to this, we had the spacious garden to ourselves. Sweet. 
“Heretic Questioner, you just called me [butler], not [Death King]. Be careful.” 


“Ah! I apologize. My mistake. It’s hard to control myself since my immersion is over 20 percent. Oh, 
also, this salted tea is surprisingly charming! Another cup please, butler.” 


“You called me a butler again....” 

I sighed and poured more tea into the lady’s teacup. 
Splish. 

“Mhm.” 


I began to hum. After taking on the butler’s role, I realized that tea ceremonies were quite deep. The 
way the tea poured from the pot drop by drop and gathered in the cup, the way the liquid rippled as it 
poured—it was beautiful. This culture truly suited the young lady....... 


[The immersion toward the character has deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 10%.] 

“Kyaah?!” 

The Heretic Questioner jumped. 

“Butler, why did you suddenly dump the tea on me?! It’s hot! It’ll definitely damage my delicate hair!” 


“What do you mean, [Kyaah]! That’s not the way you normally scream! Has your body and heart 
become one with the Lady of the Golden Silk Plum? Tell me this. When spring comes?!” 


“The magnolias drop, and the butler’s hair will fall off too.” 
“Aaaack!” 
There was a moment when I experienced the horror that I might lose my hair. 


We calmed down and stopped fighting. I acted like a proper servant and brushed the Heretic 
Questioner’s hair. 


The Heretic Questioner’s hair had grown a bit over the past few days. Was it the effect of his sacred 
transformation technique? Or was it because he was becoming more and more like the Lady of the 
Golden Plum Silk? 


“Your expressions show much more emotions than before, Heretic Questioner.” 


I ran my fingers through his golden hair. I had never combed someone’s hair or had mine be combed by 
someone, but my hands moved on their own. 


“You used to smile all the time. In another way, it was like you weren’t smiling at all. Rather than 
smiling because you were happy, it felt like smiling was a default expression.” 


“Aha. Am I different now?” 


“Yes. You’ve become more emotional. Or should I say vivid? Now, I feel like I understand why you 
smile when you smile. Whether you’re smiling because you’re pleased or if you’re faking it.” 


“T see. I’m also aware of that. Death King, do you think that this is a good thing>?” 


I quietly looked down at the back of the Heretic Questioner’s head. It was a small head. Small body. 
Small shoulders. Small arms. I thought about how many people he must have killed despite his small 
body. 


The Heretic Questioner. 
From Europe, Bulgaria to be specific, and a first-generation Hunter. 


Age unknown. 


Number of murders, unknown. 

ees Yes. I think it’s a good trend.” 

I opened my mouth. 

“Honestly, I was wondering what to do with you.” 
“Mm? What do you mean?” 

“You’re a crazy, psychopathic killer.” 


I slowly tied the back of the Heretic Questioner’s hair. It reminded me of taking care of my younger 
siblings at the orphanage. 


“But I couldn’t kill you without a reason. The Black Dragon Guild and even the Sword Saint, who 
hates people like you the most, kept you alive. Which means there’s a reason not to kill you.” 


The Heretic Questioner laughed. He didn’t seem surprised to hear I was wondering if I should kill him. 
Rather, he seemed to find it fun. 


“An accurate discernment!” 
“Why do you kill people?” 
I finally asked the question I had wanted to ask very much. 


“You may be a psychopath, but you’re a psychopath who can listen. You know how to understand 
others in your own way. Then, why murder them?” 


“Hmm.” 


The Heretic Questioner stroked his chin. He radiated an atmosphere of deep thought. In the distance, 
beyond the flower bushes in the garden, there was the quiet sound of students laughing. 


The Heretic Questioner turned his head. Then, he began to whisper so only I would hear. 
“First of all, I should tell you that I’m very talented.” 

The Heretic Questioner made some hand signs. 

“Sacred technique, Hidden Spirit!” 

One of the Heretic Questioner’s gloves disappeared. 


“Tt is one of the sacred techniques that I can use. I can make anything, no matter what it is, disappear 
from the world. Of course, I can also use this technique to get rid of evidence and bodies after a 
murder.” 


His bare fingers waved in the air. 


“If a powerful person doesn’t kill people, it isn’t because they’re a good person! Death King, they 
simply find it annoying to cover up the corpse and are afraid of being discovered later. But I don’t have 
to worry about annoyance or fear!” 


“The Tower really was confusing in the first generation.” 
The Heretic Questioner’s face turned bright. 


“The revival of slavery. Racial discrimination and nationalism. Terrorism. Manipulation. Genocide. 
Incitement and fabrication. Ideological conflicts. It was a bit like compressing all of human history and 
melting it in your mouth. The feeling that [At this rate, we will all perish] spread to small and medium 
warlords, the current five guilds.” 


The Black Dragon. Sangryun. Ten Thousand Temple. Chen Mu-mun. The Civil Militia. 
“The five gathered.” 

The Heretic Questioner spoke as if he were reciting some epic. 

“The Black Dragon’s guildmaster spoke first!” 

[I’ll leave out the useless words. Let’s make an everlasting non-aggression pact. | 

“The Count added a condition.” 

[Guarantee that Sangryun will have exclusive rights to supplies from the outside world. ] 
“And I added this!” 


[I want every guild to have its own exclusive territory! That’s my condition for cooperating with this 
cover-up! | 


“The Venomous Snake complained.” 


[Well, the craziest guys are the most reliable ones. Tsk, tsk. It’s the end of the world, really.... But why 
is this coffee so bitter? Who gave me coffee that I didn’t even order? Oi. Look at this. Hey?! ] 


“The Sword Saint organized things!” 


[I won’t say, ‘Do what you have to do.’ I’Il say, ‘Do what you want to do.’ Tonight, we will be killing 
people with our own conviction, our judgments, and our methods. | 


“That night, 4,653 people died.” 
The Heretic Questioner’s smile was still bright. 


“The next night, 10,171 people died. Then the next night, 8,275 people. And the next night, 7,412 
people, and the night after that, 23,781.” 


They died. 

They died. 

They died. The Heretic Questioner continued to repeat that refrain. 
After a while, he happily said, “And then,” 


The Heretic Questioner said that the day came suddenly. 


“That night, nobody died.” 

It was the end of a long cleanup operation. 

He said that the Black Dragon Witch cried that night. 

And as for the Sword Saint— 

[I will take responsibility and resign. ] 

The Sword Saint was the commander of the Civil Militia at the time. 


[And I will never speak of this again. I allowed the massacre. I participated in it. I did it even though I 
knew I shouldn’t have. I will despise all of you forever. And I will hate myself a little more than that. ] 


He left. 

After that day, the position of the Civil Militia’s commander remained perpetually empty. 
“Since then, the Crusader has been in charge of the Civil Militia.” 

The Crusader 


The vice leader of the Civil Militia. The Crusader always introduced herself like that and had always 
been called that. 


“The Crusader regretted it.” 


I suddenly remembered the night when the Crusader blocked the Sword Saint along with the Alchemist. 
Was this the reason for the subtle tension between the Crusader and the Sword Saint? 


“But I didn’t regret it! It was a necessary sacrifice!” 
The Heretic Questioner grinned. 


“But, maybe because I’m being immersed into the Lady of the Golden Silk Plum? I had a weird 
thought just now.” 


“What is it?” 

“Death King. I think things might have gone differently if you were there.” 

“How interesting. I’ve never felt this mood before.” 

The Heretic Questioner raised his head. He stopped whispering. In the sky, magnolias were blooming. 


“Do you people always live in this sort of mood? If I had only done something back then. If this 
happened at that time. Do you drift, wander, and live among these thoughts?” 


“It’s amazing.” 
The Heretic Questioner lamented. 
“Well,” the 5th-ranked Hunter said with a sigh. “This is why people are so beautiful and lovely.” 


“Heretic Questioner....... 


“Tf I were also like everyone else...... 
The Heretic Questioner stopped talking for a moment. 

“Mm.” He continued. “Mmm.” 

And then. 

“Tt’s troublesome, butler. I keep desiring more and more to stay in this world.” 
The moment the Heretic Questioner smiled, I heard a voice. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 11%.] 

I realized then. 

I probably wouldn’t be able to kill this person. 

I couldn’t kill someone who knew how to feel regret. 

“Milady.” 

“Yes.” 

“When spring comes.” 


The Heretic Questioner waved his hand. The missing glove suddenly returned and wrapped his bare 
hand. It was a white glove patterned with flower petals. The Heretic Questioner beamed. 


“Spring is nice. Would you like to go for a walk, butler?” 
Time seemed to stop. 


I didn’t know what kind of expression I made. Then, the Heretic Questioner looked at my face and said, 
“Pfft!” while laughing. He was laughing so hard he had to hold onto his stomach. 


“Ahahaha! Ha! Your complexion is fantastic, Death King! It turned blue in an instant! You looked like 
a corpse!” 


“Really, you...... Even if it’s a joke, something like this...... 


“I’m sorry. I guess having emotions made me a bit of a prankster! Ah, I understand. Now I know what I 
usually feel when I’m with you, Death King! I feel like I’m looking at a reliable big brother!” 


“A big brother.... You’re from the first generation. Aren’t you actually older than me?” 
“No comment!” 


But then, the Heretic Questioner continued, “It is clear that I am becoming quickly immersed into the 
role of the Lady of the Golden Plum Silk! Even during this conversation, my immersion rose by 1 
percent. My immersion rate is now 32%. Tomotrow, it may increase to over 50 percent! That’s how 
much I’m addicted to feeling [emotions].” 


The Heretic Questioner touched the back of his head, where I had tied his hair. 


“T am the protagonist of this Apocalypse’s tale. But you will be the main character in the end. Death 
King, before I drown in emotions and become absorbed by the Lady of the Golden Plum Silk, please 
save the ending.” 


“T will.” 

I nodded. 

“1 promise.” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled. 

“T believe in you, my butler.” 

That night, the Heretic Questioner’s immersion rate went over 50 percent. 

4. 

‘In the end, it is the Lady of the Silver Lily who will destroy this world.’ 

I headed to the Lady of the Silver Lily’s lodgings under the pretext of checking on her health. 


‘She’s the key. I need to understand her. Her love, jealousy, tolerance, arrogance, and monopoly.... I 
have to understand it all if I want to complete this Apocalypse. And I will.’ 


Unlike yesterday, the lady’s residence was filled with servants. 

“Excuse me,” I said politely. “Would it be possible for me to see the young lady of the duchy?” 
“Who are you?” 

“T was sent over by the Lady of the Golden Plum Silk.” 


The servants’ faces turned hard. It was well-known that their master and the Lady of the Golden Plum 
Silk had a bad relationship. “Please wait a minute!” yelled one of the servants, running to the Lady of 
the Silver Lily’s quarters. 


After a while, the servant returned with a bitter expression. 
“_..Follow me. The lady has permitted you to greet her.” 
“Thank you.” 


The servant guided me not to the Lady of the Silver Lily’s parlor or bedroom, but her office. Numerous 
servants came and went with reports. 


“Here is a letter from the Lepanore region, milady.” 
“Put it on the left side of my desk.” 


“Milady, The Lady of the Green Pine sent this in place of the viscount family head. Since the season is 
what it is, it seems like a request for exchanging crops....” 


“Send it to finances for review and bring it back.” 


“Milady.” 


“Hm ” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily, who was looking at some documents at the desk in the center of the office, 
raised her head. Her red eyes glanced over my body. She said casually, 


“A guest has arrived. Everyone, leave.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily flipped over a sand timer on her desk. 

“T will give you a 15-minute break.” 

The servants rushed out. 

In the spacious office, only the Lady of the Silver Lily and I were left. 
“50.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily put down her quill. 


“You say the Lady of the Golden Plum Silk sent you here? That’s commendable. She used to grind her 
teeth whenever she saw me just a few days ago. She’s become a different person from then.” 


reer She heard that you collapsed because you were ill. You seem healthy. How surprising.” 


“I’m still a student. I need a proper excuse to take care of things outside of class. Even so, it’s too much 
to say that I’m healthy.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily coughed. 


“T’ve been keeping an eye on your performance. In a short period, you’ve managed to notice spies in 
my employ. It isn’t only your lady that has changed, but also you. It seems that someone with a good 
head was chosen for this time’s [actor]. How fortunate for the empire.” 


“If you weren’t at least that smart, I wouldn’t have allowed you to visit.” 
For a moment, I couldn’t understand. 

“_,.Pardon?” 

“Hm.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily narrowed her eyes. 

“T thought you were smart, but you have a dumb side to you, too.” 
“What... do you mean...... atl 

“T’m in the 14th session.” 

Her composed voice continued, 


“But even so, I’m just a regressor who repeats the last ten days of this life. This is the 13th time I’ve 
seen an [actor] like you.” 


Then, I heard a voice. 


That voice made me speechless. 

[A silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 
The Lady of the Silver Lily. 

“What session are you on?” 

She was a regressor in this world. 
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Chapter 97. <Your Heart. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
“Tt’s the first time I’ve seen your face,” said the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“Did the Constellation send you here without an explanation? That’s rare. Constellations usually try to 
give an apostle as much information as possible to start with. Do you have a bad relationship with the 
Constellation?” 


“An apostle...... tg 
“You really are clueless. Interesting.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily opened a drawer. She took out a sandglass. It looked just like the sandglass 
that she had turned over. Ring! The lady lightly pressed a bell on her desk. 


The door of the office opened. 

“Did you call, milady?” 

“Take an extra 15 minutes. The break may last longer, so tell everyone to rest comfortably.” 
“You seem to be enjoying the conversation. Shall I bring some tea?” 

“Yes. Jerenisan tea.” 

“Understood.” 

The gray-haired servant nodded. He lowered his head and left the room. 


I didn’t know what to say or how to say it, so I stood there awkwardly. The Lady of the Silver Lily 
raised her brows at me. 


“Tt’s fine. Stand comfortably.” 
She did not tell me I could sit down comfortably. 


“Which Constellation sent you? Mutia? The Triangle Star? Hesimit Creech? Lazarus? Psyme? Hmm. 
Looking at your face, it looks like you’ve never heard of them. Who do you represent?” 


“The Librarian of All Things...... ‘ 


My head was befuddled. I did feel that the lady in front of me was not an ordinary person, but I didn’t 
think it’d be like this. I racked my brain and tried to recall the Librarian’s title. 


“No, it was the Corner Librarian who sent me.” [1] 
“A library.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily twirled her quill with her left hand. 


“Corner... Ah, is it Hamustra?” 


Hamustra. 

A true name. 

This person knew the true name of a Constellation. 
“Did Hamustra explain nothing to you?” 


“ .. The Librarian tries to avoid involvement in the Apocalypse as much as he can. Rather than giving 
us information upfront, he wants us to figure things out ourselves.” 


“Apocalypse?” 


“A world with collapsing barriers because there is no Constellation... That’s what the Librarian calls a 
world that is about to end.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyes became narrow, like she was amused. Her pupils were red, so her 
gaze still drew attention even when she narrowed her eyes. Her eyes were a color that could overwhelm 
anyone she looked at. 


“As expected of a Constellation, it’s arrogant. Calling others’ world whatever he wants. An 
Apocalypse? Perhaps.... Hmm. It isn’t wrong that the world will one day perish. But I can’t simply 
hand over my soul.” 


I blinked. 


“ ..It seems that you still don’t know anything. Did you not possess the butler of the Lady of the 
Golden Silk to steal my soul?” 


I shook my head. I had never heard of this before. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily closed her lips. Her eyes began to moisten as if she was seeing a national 
treasure. Scrape. The lady continued looking at me as she opened the drawer and took something out. It 
was a third sandglass. 


Ring. 

“Did you call for me, milady? I have the tea now.” 

“Rest for another 15 minutes.” 

“Your employees will be very happy today.” 

The servant went out. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me over her teacup while sipping tea. 
“Look here, butler.” 

“Uh, please call me Kim Gongja. That’s my real name.” 


“T don’t want to. It’s impolite. Why are you asking me to call you by your name? Blame yourself for 
possessing a butler instead of a noble.” 


This person had been a little uppity since a while ago, hadn’t she? 


“Tn any case, I understand that your state is like pure white paper. You probably haven’t even received a 
[strategy guide].” 


What was that supposed to be? 

“Tt’s like this.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily took out a piece of paper from her drawer. 
Curvy script was written on a paper approximately size A4. 

¥. 


1. The Lady of the Silver Lily is weak in the sunlight. It is better to schedule dates for the evening and 
night rather than during the day. 


2. The Lady of the Silver Lily has dull taste buds, so she likes exciting food. 


3. The Lady of the Silver Lily likes white flowers. However, she receives too many lilies. Keep note of 
this when choosing a gift. 


4. The Lady of the Silver Lily is pragmatic. She prefers conversations about politics, diplomacy, and 
money. Remember that writing love poems will be useless. 


10. The Lady of the Silver Lily is a loyal subject of the empire. She may speak poorly of the empire or 
the prince, but she will never tolerate it if anyone else were to do so. Be careful. 


+ 
I was speechless. This was crazy. What was that? 


“This is the strategy guide that the apostle who came to conquer me in the 6th session had. He was an 
apostle sent by a Constellation called Mahos. He called it the [target route].” 


My mouth opened. 
“T-target route...... 


“T was so shocked that I poisoned him and took it,” the Lady of the Silver Lily said calmly. 


“As he died at my hand, he yelled, [I thoroughly followed the strategy, so why can’t I win you over?! ] 
He sounded as if he had been wronged. But I am the one who feels wronged. How could there be a 
strategy guide for a person’s heart?” 


[The silver-plated heart is expressing her grievances. ] 


“Tt’s looking at people like they’re easy. If someone really wants to win my heart, they need to 
approach me fair and square. However, a strategy guide or target route? It’s rotten to the core.” 


“That’s... That’s right.” 
“I’m glad you can be sensible.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily put down her teacup. 


“There is a reason I appraised you highly. It’s not just that you’re smart. It’s that you still see the people 
of my world as [human].” 


“T-is that so? I feel like you’re saying something that should be obvious....” 


“There were numerous brutes who could not even satisfy that obvious condition. Mere beasts that do 
not regard other people as people. And yet, they believed themselves to be human. Filth.” 


I held my breath for a moment. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily touched her chin when she saw me do so. 
“Hmm?” 

After humming, she nodded. 

“Ts that how it is?” 

Thump. 

“Do these words mean something to you?” 

Thump. 

“Have you seen many such beasts as well? Or were you once seen as subhuman by such a beast?” 
Thump. 

“Tf not, is this the case? Someone dear to you said something similar—” 
“Milady.” 

I had to interrupt her speech. 


I could no longer stand this feeling of someone splitting open my chest, taking apart my ribs, and 
staring at my raw heart through a magnifying glass. 


[The silver-plated heart looks at you.] 


I had to do something. 


I opened my mouth. 


“Though you say such things, did you not consider me dull because I am in the body of a commoner, 
not a noble?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily did not even blink. 

“What, are you that sad I haven’t called you by your name?” 

“Tt just seems to me that your ladyship is not in a position to speak down to me.” 

“T am not acting like I am better. You’re merely a poor butler who caused chaos at the academy.” 
The voice of Lady of the Silver Lily sounded a little merry, somehow. 

“However, I admit your point is valid.” 

Then, the lady coughed as if to bring the conversation back on track. 

“Now, what is it?” 

“Excuse me?” 


“T know that you do not want my soul. In that case, why did you cross the boundaries between worlds 
to come here? This is a world that repeats every ten days, forever.” 


[The silver-plated heart questions your true intentions. ] 


“Tt isn’t that the Constellation hated you so much he exiled you. I heard that Hamustra is rather 
moderate. But you wouldn’t have come here for a vacation. Answer me, actor who plays the role of the 
Lady of the Golden Silk’s butler.” 


“T will hear no lies. The moment you say anything slightly untrue, I will never give you what you want, 
whatever your purpose. I will not reveal my heart to anyone who does not show their own first.” 


I agonized over what to say. 
‘I want to make your world become the 25th floor.’ 


But was this stage really necessary? It wasn’t. The situation in the Tower wouldn’t be troubled if we 
chose a different stage. 


‘A fragment of my Holy Sword is in this world.’ 


Did I have to collect all of the fragments and complete the Holy Sword? That wasn’t the case, either. 
Finding Shiny’s sisters will make me stronger as her owner, but in other words, it’ll just make me a 
little stronger. 


The reason I had to stay on this stage right now. 


bane I don’t know what love is yet.” 


“What?” 


“Dating or romantic feelings, I’m ignorant to all that. Your ladyship may not know this, but the genre of 
this world is [romance]. I think this is the right place to learn about love.” 


When Master performed her last dance, Bae Hu-ryeong blocked Master’s sword and shouted 
something. 


| This Gongja kid still hasn’t tasted the wonders of the world. | 


| Cult master, did you know? This kid still has never fallen in love! He’s never been in a 
relationship! | 


Those words had made a deep impression on me. 


“Tf there is something I lack, I want to learn it. No, I want to know it. Leaving myself ignorant like 
that? It feels wrong. It’s like I’m buying something that isn’t 100% full.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily examined my expression. Maybe I was just seeing things, but her red eyes 
looked a little disconcerted. 


“That’s why you want to learn love?” 

“Yes.” 

“With me?” 

“That’s...... something I don’t know.” 

“Explain.” 

I organized my thoughts. 

“To be precise, it’s more like I want to learn love from this world.” 
“The world.” 

“Yes. I want to know what I lack. I want to feel it.” 


“Then, why did you come to me? You have your lady. Wouldn’t it be faster with the Lady of the 
Golden Silk?” 


The Heretic Questioner. 

The Lady of the Golden Silk. 

“T cannot.” 

“Why not? Do you hate others who are possessed?” 
“Tt’s not a matter of liking or hating. That person is...... 
‘If I were like you,’ that person had said. 


He had said that. 


“That person is worse than I am.” 
“To learn something, you have to learn from someone who is better than you.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily sipped her tea. For a while, it was silent. 


“T suppose that this time’s Lady of the Golden Silk is unqualified to teach someone love. Rather, she 
seems like someone who needs to be taught.” 


“Yes.” 

“But that’s still no reason to come to me.” 

“T do have a reason,” I said fervently. 

The thoughts that I had in the dungeon filled my head. 
“T want to understand you.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily did not seem to expect those words. A drop of tea splashed onto the front of 
her dress. 


She blinked and repeated, “Understand me...?” 


“Yes. I don’t know yet whether it’s for the prince or for the empire, but Your Ladyship is loyal and has 
dedicated your life. I’m curious how you can do that. I want to know what kind of feeling lies in your 
heart and what you think. If it’s because of love, then I want to feel that feeling, just like you.” 


“Tt’s a little embarrassing, even shameful. But this is my honest answer.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily remained silent for a while. 

“This...” 

This time, I could clearly see it. 

“_..is truly the first time I’ve come across such a case.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily was flustered. 


“You want to know love. That comment alone shows you don’t know people. But you want to 
understand me? Understanding is not a word to be said lightly. It’s a word that leads people to poison. 
Understanding is no different than taking responsibility. Yet.” 


“Librarian-nim.” 
I raised my head and looked into the blank air. Obviously, the Librarian wasn’t there. 


However, the Librarian and the top Hunters were no doubt listening to our conversation right at that 
moment. 


“Please stop broadcasting for a moment.” 


The air in the office was quiet. 

“T want to say something to the Lady of the Silver Lily, privately.” 

After a while, a voice responded to my request. 

[The Librarian gladly accepts your request. ] 

[You are allowed ‘skip the scene’ for 10 minutes. ] 

Okay. 

I looked again at the Lady of the Silver Lily. 

“T’m a regressor, too.” 

I continued, “But the way my regression works is a little different than yours.” 

“What is the difference?” 

“Your ladyship said that you repeat the last ten days of this life. I go back a day whenever I die.” 
“Tt isn’t an ordinary regression, either. If someone kills me, I get a glimpse of that person’s trauma.” 
“Trauma?” 

“Yes.” 

My whispered voice spread through the office. 


“T can see the scars, memories, and scenes that have affected a person in the deepest parts of their heart. 
If their wound is about something precious to them being destroyed, I see the memory of it being 
destroyed.” 


I didn’t need to choose my words carefully. Just by opening my mouth, by letting my tongue loose, I 
naturally said what I wanted to say. When I told my secret to the Lady of the Silver Lily, I suddenly 
realized it. 


“Because of that, I can understand others a little more easily.” 

I. 

I had wanted to tell someone my story. 

To someone in the same situation. To someone who lived a life similar to mine. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily was silent. Her eyes became calmer as I continued to speak. I could feel her 
listening to me seriously. 


“Tt’s a kind of skill. A technique. I’m afraid that I’11 become used to understanding others easily. One of 
the people I trust most told me, [Never get too used to a skill]. But....” 


“But.” 

“Tf I alone understand, one-sidedly....” 

“That isn’t true understanding.” 

“Still, I can’t just let people be. If I do....” 

“If you give up, they’ll wither, become twisted, and die.” 


“Perhaps it’s hypocritical, but I want to let you know that I’m here, thinking of you and protecting you. 
If I can just manage that, how blessed would it be? Isn’t that it?” 


My throat felt clogged up for a moment. 


“Tt’s foolish.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily closed her eyes. 

“Understanding is for a single moment, but the responsibility lasts forever.” 
It was entering a hell of your own accord. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily muttered that and fell silent. 

[The Corner Librarian is announcing that this is the end of the skipped scene. ] 
The young lady of the duchy opened her eyes. 

“Very well. Servant of the Lady of the Golden Silk.” 


She grabbed one of the sand glasses that she had turned over on her desk. Looking down at the slipping 
grains of sand, the Lady of the Silver Lily spoke in a quiet voice. 


“T shall let you know what love is.” 


NAS 


[1]: Sorry for any confusion, but the real title of the Librarian is the Corner Librarian. This has been 
corrected in earlier chapters. 
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Chapter 98. Your Heart. (2) 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
a 
“But,” said the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“A week from today. Until the end of this world, you have to be my exclusive servant, not the Lady of 
the Gold Silk’s butler.” 


“Your Ladyship’s exclusive servant...” 


“Yes. I only know my own love; I’ve never taught anyone else to love. There is no other method to 
teach you other than to directly show you the way I love. So shouldn’t you stay by my side to observe? 
Watch and learn.” 


“Now that I say it, it feels like I’m incurring a loss. No, I’m definitely losing something. Aren’t I 
revealing my embarrassing private life? Know that this is the fortune of your life—including your past 
and future lives. Peasant.” 


She truly was a haughty aristocrat. 

v2 

The next day, my two-contract life began. 

My master was not just the Lady of the Gold Silk but also the Lady of the Silver Lily. 
“Hmm. You’ve arrived.” 

“Yes.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily greeted me in her dressing room. 

At 5 a.m. 


The lady was already awake. Four servants surrounded her to dress her up and prepare her for the day. 
Normally, it was highly discourteous to step into a lady’s dressing room as she was arranging her 
toilette, but the Lady of the Silver Lily dismissed any concerns by saying, “It’s annoying. Cut it out.” 


As soon as I entered, the lady said, “Show it to him.” 
“Yes, milady.” 


The gray-haired servant pulled out a tablet decorated in a floral lily pattern. The sentences on the tablet 
were written in an impressive cursive script. 


+ 


LESSON 1. (Fundamentals) 


Love starts like a bitch. 


“T was thinking last night. What method should I choose to teach you love? I cannot leisurely focus my 
attention on you, nor can I find someone to be your first love. Don’t you agree?” 


While I was dumbfounded and unable to reply, the Lady of the Silver Lily continued to speak 
indifferently. Beside her, the servant trimming the nails of the lady’s right hand looked just as apathetic 
as her master. 


“Thus, I’ve decided to teach you what truths you need to know in advance. Read this. Repeat after me. 
Love starts like a bitch. “ 


“L-love starts like a bitch...?” 
“Correct. It’s a bitch. Well, sometimes it just turns out like that.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily opened her fan with her left hand. Whoosh! The fan spread out, making a 
clean and crisp sound. The lady covered her mouth with the fan. 


“Some lovers who find their perfect matches right away exist in this world. Probably. There may be 
some who love each other and care for each other from the moment they meet to the day they are 
buried in coffins. But you aren’t one of them.” 


“There’s a 99% probability that the lover you meet will be a bitch. Even if she isn’t a bitch now, she 
will become a bitch some day. Why? It’s simple. It’s nearly impossible for a human being to be perfect 
forever. Similarly—” 


Swish. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily folded her fan and pointed to the gray-haired servant. Then, the servant 
turned the tablet around like he had been waiting all along. Another sentence was written on the back of 
the tablet. 


a 
LESSON 1. (Advanced) 

You are also a bitch. 

4 

“You are also highly likely to be a bitch.” 


“But don’t be discouraged. Humans are animals that learn from experience. If one is played by a bitch, 
one can make sure not to be played by another again. If you act like a bitch to someone, you can learn 


not to be a bitch the next time. It’s about learning [how to recognize a bitch], [when to act like a bitch], 
and [how not to act like a bitch].” 


My mind was blank. 

“C-can’t things go well from the beginning?” 
“Butler.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily looked unimpressed. 
“Don’t expect too much from people.” 


“Humans forget the things they’ve said. They make a decision, but end up giving up on it later. They 
forget and they quit. The following two words are the basic laws of love. If you truly want to be good at 
love, you have to learn to do the opposite: [remember] and [persist].” 


“A-are you also teaching me memorization and persistence?” 

“How childish...” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily sighed. What was it? What did I do wrong? I really had no idea. 
“You must see it to learn it. I shall demonstrate.” 

Demonstrate? 

How? 

“You’ve seen it with your own eyes, yet you still don’t know.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily stood up from her seat. The servants who had been sticking to her like 
kittens drew back at once. Accepting the servants’ escort, the Lady of the Silver Lily proudly stated, 


“The person I love is the biggest bitch in the whole world.” 
Uhm. 

Why was she acting like that was a good thing? 

“After me.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily began to walk, and I followed, as did her servants. The servants, for some 
unknown reason, were holding containers of water. 


We arrived at the most luxurious dorm in the academy. It was the place where the crown prince stayed. 
“L-Lady of the Silver Lily.” 


The prince’s attendants greeted us, perturbed. Or perhaps I should say they were depressed? Even 
though the ducal family was lower than the imperial family, the atmosphere strangely felt like nobody 
could stand against the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“Y-you’ve come.” 


“T have.” 

“Tt isn’t even bright outside yet...” 

“Is His Highness awake? A king’s moming should begin earlier than his people’s.” 
“That’s...” 

“He isn’t awake, then. Bring me to him.” 

The prince’s attendant trembled. 

“H-his Highness gave us strict orders...” 


“What was the order? Nevermind. I know what it is. He would have said not to let me inside when I 
visit. Is that right?” 


“Tm sorry...” 


“The Emperor had called me specifically when he sent the nation’s foundation to this school. His 
Majesty told me that I, as the prince’s fiancée, need to work hard because His Highness can be lazy and 
self-indulgent. I am following the emperor’s orders in caring for the crown prince. You are a servant of 
the imperial family. Tell me this: Are you the prince’s servant? Or are you the servant of His Majesty, 
the Emperor?” 


“M-milady.” 


“Do you dare to reject His Majesty’s imperial command because of your position as the prince’s 
servant? The emperor will be pleased to hear of this.” 


She had resolved the situation in just one minute. 


Not a single one of the imperial family’s servants stopped the Lady of the Silver Lily. The lady crossed 
the garden, went through the lobby, and finally reached the crown prince’s bedroom. 


“Your Highness.” 

She knocked three times. 

“Are you awake?” 

“Don’t come in!” 

“So you are up. I shall enter, then.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily took out a key and opened the door like it was her own bedroom. Click. 
The prince’s bedroom opened up and welcomed us, though its owner was shaking in his bed. 


“Hieek?!” 


“Your Highness, dawn has broken, and yet you remain lying in bed. This is not good. The emperor 
wakes at 4 o’clock every morning to take care of the state’s affairs. Can the nation’s foundation, who 
will succeed that great work, afford to be slothful?” 


“Come here! Is anybody here?! Somebody help...” 


“Close the door.” 


The bedroom door slammed shut. There were no imperial servants left in the bedroom. Only the 
servants of the Lady of the Silver Lily lined up expressionlessly, and the prince’s shoulder trembled 
even more. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily opened her lips. 
“Butler.” 

“Y-yes.” 

“T shall teach you the second lesson.” 

The lady nodded at the gray-haired servant. 

At her signal, the servant picked up a paper pad that had been prepared in advance. 
Ne 

LESSON 2. (Fundamentals) 

If you can’t avoid the bitch, enjoy what you can. 
4. 

“E-enjoy...?” 


“You will also fall in love someday. And your first love will be a bitch. My advice to you is that since 
that will be the case, you should make the most of it.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily flicked her finger. 

“And there is only one way to make the most of an encounter with a bitch.” 
The gray-haired servant skillfully turned the paper over. 

+ 

LESSON 2. (Advanced) 

Become a bigger bitch than the other. 

+ 

Splash! 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s servants raised the buckets of water and tossed them over the bed. They 
had brought the buckets all the way here for this moment. “Heuk?!” The prince, struck by the water, 
floundered. His ramen-noodle hair was swelling up. 


“—Being in love with a bitch is like being at war.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at the prince calmly. 


“Tt is better to avoid war whenever possible. Peace is worth more than anything. If the person you love 
is polite? You are polite in return. What if the person is kind? Then, obviously, you must also be kind. 
But if the person is inevitably going to be a bitch, keep this in mind.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily took out a fan. It was a different fan than the one before, and surprisingly, 
words were written on it. 


es 
Today’s motto: 

Don’t be kind to a bitch. 

ff 

She was crazy. 

“Repeat after me. Don’t be kind.” 
“D-don’t be kind.” 


“Humans are animals that want to look well in front of others. Some humans want to look impressive 
in front of others, and others want to look knowledgeable. Then, there are the humans who want to 
appear kind. From what I see, you belong to the last category. Control yourself.” 


However, the lady did not restrain herself. At all. 
“Open the door.” 
The servants opened the door. In the corridor, the imperial servants stood around restlessly. 


“What are you all doing?” the Lady of the Silver Lily said indifferently. “His Highness is soaked. 
Though the spring season is refreshingly cool, I fear that the nation’s foundation will become ill. Hurry 
and change his clothes.” 


“Y-Your Highness!” 


The imperial servants ran inside in a rush. They were all holding towels, as if they knew this would 
happen. What that told me was that this was not the first time the Lady of the Silver Lily commenced 
Operation Water Waking. 


“Listen carefully. This is an equation of love.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily slowly went out into the corridor. 


“Handsome people lose to smart people. Smart people lose to bitches. Therefore, the people at the 
pinnacle of love are smart, beautiful people with the personality of a dog. Butler, you need to 
internalize this truth and cultivate yourself with hard work.” 


“Ulize.” 
When I looked back, there was still a lot of commotion in the prince’s bedroom. 


“This is a bit different from the love that I imagined. I thought, maybe...” 


“You expected something more romantic?” 

“Yes, and...” 

“You thought love was felt in the heart, not one’s head.” 
“Yes...” 

“That’s also correct.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily tossed her fan. Swish. The gray-haired servant skillfully caught the fan and 
put it in his pocket. We continued talking as we walked to the parlor. 


“However, that is all up to your luck. Having a relationship that makes your heart flutter the first time 
you see someone is not an easy thing. The life you’ve led determines whom your heart is excited by. 
Falling in love at first sight is actually because a glance can show what kind of life the other person has 
lived.” 


“That sounds difficult...” 

“Of course it’s difficult.” 

The lady’s red eyes narrowed. 

“Shall we test how difficult it is?” 

A test. 

“What sort of test is it?” 

“See if you can cause my heart to pound.” 
“_..How should I do that?” 

“You only need to do something admirable.” 
An admirable act. 

“What would count as something admirable?” 


“Do I need to tell you that, too? Why don’t you look within yourself? Think for yourself, ponder over 
it, and answer. Butler. You’re intelligent, so perhaps you will succeed.” 


“T will at least inform you whether your answer is correct.” 


We arrived at the parlor. This was definitely the residence of the crown prince, but the lady of the 
duchy walked around comfortably like it was her own home. She dismissed all of the servants except 
me and sat on a chair. 


The room had a red carpet. 
Scarlet pupils of the same color quietly stared at me. 


Hmm. 


“Whoo...” 


I took a deep breath. The breath passed through my throat and curled up like a solid seed in my lungs. 
Though I was just breathing, it was evidence of my determination. 


I took out the cards from my bosom. 

+ 

[Facial Recognition Barrier Card] 

[What a coincidence! Overhearing crucial secrets! card] 

[Oops! I shouldn’t have said this! I said something wrong! card] 
+ 


Before I entered the Apocalypse, the Librarian gave me these cards, saying that these cards would be 
my ‘army and support.’ I originally planned to use these cards on this stage. The Lady of the Silver Lily 
tilted her head. 


“These are the cards the Comer Librarian gave to me.” 

And then. 

“To use Your Ladyship’s words, these are like a [strategy guide].” 
Riiip! 

I tore the cards without hesitation. 

The ripped cards scattered like fine sand until not a trace was left. 
[The Corner Librarian is surprised by your decision. ] 


Maybe these cards really would have helped me and the Heretic Questioner get past this stage. But it 
was even more important to show sincerity to the person before me. 


At least, that was what I believed. 

[The Corner Librarian realizes your intention and applauds you. | 

Rewards were just rewards. 

A shortcut only has meaning when it can be used. 

There was no reason for me to be obsessed with a reward or set my path on a shortcut without meaning. 
“Oh.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily cupped her chin on her hand and looked at me. 

“Indeed.” 


The red eyes gleamed like they were filled with blood. 


“That is admirable.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily lightly beckoned me over. 
“Come here.” 

I approached her. 

“Your chin is too high. Lower your head.” 

I lowered it. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily whispered in my ear. 
“Well done.” 


She took out a glass bottle. I didn’t know what it was at first, but I realized the moment the cap popped 
open. A blue scent. It was a perfume bottle.[1] 


The Lady of the Silver Lily took off her gloves. 

She used her pinky finger to skim over the bottle’s opening. 

“T’ll tell you this now.” 

She smoothly reached out her hand toward the back of my neck. She put a dot behind my ear. 
“T will not be responsible for you.” 

The fragrance. 


It was a strong, flowery scent that made one’s head spin. 


oc ” 


The smell of white lilies. 
My head instantly became clouded. 
“Do you smell it?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily held my right hand. It took me a moment to realize our fingers were 
intertwining. Time stuttered because of the scent running rampant in my head. 


“Yes...” 

“Do you like it?” 

‘eee 

The Lady of the Silver Lily’s red eyes turned slant. 

“T like it as well. It is my favorite scent. It has a sweet aroma.” 
Whisper. Her voice was climbing along my neck. 


“Tt was not unpleasant when you confessed your secret to me and destroyed it on your own. Continue 
attending to me. I, too, shall share a secret with you tonight.” 


My heart was pounding. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
This could be a big problem. 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 15%.] 

I might end up falling for this person. 


NAS 


[1] The word for perfume bottle is the same as the word for homesickness. While I’m not sure this is 
relevant, it may well be, knowing our author. 
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3. 

Mung. 

-Zombie. Oi, Kim Zombie. 


There’s this onomatopoeia, [mung], in Korean. It’s the sound that a dog makes as well as the word for 
when your mind goes blank. 


Mung. 


-Mr. Zombie Kim? Mr. Crow-tit Kim? Young Master of the Demonic Cult? Look here, Death King. Can 
you hear me? 


I was mung. You couldn’t distinguish between mung and me. I was mung, and mung was I. 
There was only one scene that occupied my mind. 
A red carpet. Red eyes. A blue scent. A voice. A touch. 


-Ah, this creep. You’ve been struck. Struck good and proper. The look in your eyes. It’s the same look as 
when the Chaegal family’s rogue fell in love with the Ice Palace’s head. 


What was love...? 
Confucius says: Love is a lily flower. [1] 
The Lady of the Silver Lily... 


-I’m sorry, Zombie. This is all my fault. She’s on a different level than you. Way too different. Because 
of me, you came to love someone who’s out of your league. 


When I blankly turned to look at him, Bae Hu-ryeong was picking his nose with his finger. Somehow, 
it was the worst pose a person could make while apologizing. 


Ah, wait. This isn’t a person. It’s a ghost... 

-But honestly, it’s really funny. Do more. 

I blankly muttered in my mind. 

‘Suicide...’ 

-Huh? 

‘If I commit suicide, I can experience the same thing again, right...?’ 


-You crazy bastard... Still, at least you’re aware enough not to talk about suicide regression out in the 
open. That’s a relief. All this is being broadcasted in the Tower... 


“Suicide...” 

-Your awareness is flying away! This crazy bastard! Hey! Shiny! 

[Shiny jumps up and strikes the warrior’s head. ] 

“Aaaack!” 

I held my head in my hands and rolled around on the grass in the garden. 


“T know I’m not in my right mind! But what can I do when I can’t stop thinking of Her Ladyship’s 
face?!” 


-You call her Her Ladyship even when she’s not around? You’re getting one step ahead of yourself... 


“Oh, I shouldn’t wash my face today. Even if I wash my face, I won’t wash behind my ears. Does it 
still smell like lilies? Can you smell the back of my ear for me?” 


-Two steps... 


“How many times did that ramen-headed prince save the world in his previous life to receive Her 
Ladyship’s love? Oh, damn it. Internet. I need the internet. The internet and computers. I need to leave 
comments, like ‘I want to be like the crown prince too,’ on every single article...” 

-Three steps, fuck... [2] 

1” 


“Q’, love! Sweet poison! An addiction I cannot deny! Ah, my heart 


-I knew it. I knew that this kid would flip out of the universe when he found love. I knew it, but I advised 
him anyway. I’m a horrible person. 


“I’m not the only one feeling this!” 
[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 21%.] 


“Look! This body keeps getting more immersed with the butler. This means he has the same feelings, 
and what feelings would those be? The butler has also fallen in love with the Lady of the Silver Lily!” 


-Uh. Didn't that butler love the gold silk or iron ax lady? 


“Ha. You don’t know anything. Does love have to bloom for only one person? Love doesn’t work like 
that. Love—well, love is love. Love is like... love.” 


-Wow. It’s been less than half a day since you had your first love, and wow... 


I stretched out on the lawn. It was midday. Classes were happening at the academy. The Heretic 
Questioner, the crown prince, and the Lady of the Silver Lily were at their lessons. 


“How can I get the Lady of the Silver Lily? No, what am I saying? I’ve no right to say something like 
that. Just... How can I make the lady happy?” 


-Since I released your madness onto the world, I’ll take some responsibility and give you advice. 


Bae Hu-ryeong harrumphed. 

-This isn’t the time to think about that sort of thing, you baby. 
“Then what am I supposed to think about, old man?” 

-You need to know about the other person more. 

“T know her.” 


-Well, when you’re in a relationship, you have to be very aware of your partner. That’s how to be a 
man. But right now, you’re her exclusive servant. Even if you don’t do anything, you will have more 
time to be with her. You have the advantage of location. 


“The advantage of location...” 

-Yes. So, feel free to observe the other person a little more. 
“But...” 

-But? 

“Tt’s not going to last much longer. This world, that is.” 
-Hmm. 

Bae Hu-ryeong crossed his arms. 

-That is a big problem. 


Bae Hu-ryeong spoke vaguely. It was as if the ‘problem’ I was talking about was different than the one 
he perceived. 


However, a bell rang, announcing that class was over, and I couldn’t ask Bae Hu-ryeong why his tone 
was like that. 


The truth of the problem was revealed that very night. 
4. 
It was a dark night with the clouds swallowing the moon. 


The candles in the dormitory were struggling to lift up the darkness, but it was clear that they were 
insufficient. Sommwyn Academy was sinking into blackness. 


“You can think of it as your reward for showing me something special.” 
In this darkness, the Lady of the Silver Lily led the way with her lantern. 
I followed after her, being careful not to step on her shadow. 


“For that, I will tell you my secret.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily was wearing her nightdress. The white dress was loose over her form. My 
heart jumped every time the hem of her dress fluttered. Was this because I’d gone nuts, like Bae Hu- 
ryeong said? But wasn’t this feeling too tender to say it was nuts? 


“Follow me.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily walked forward. At night, nobody was in the hallway. As I followed her, I 
stared openly at her fingers, lit up by the lantern’s light. 


“What are you thinking right now?” the Lady of the Silver Lily asked suddenly. 
“What?” 
“T asked what you’re thinking about. I can feel your gaze. I’m curious.” 


“Although it is only temporary, you are my servant. Is it not disloyal to refuse to answer your master’s 
question? I said I’m curious, so you have to answer.” 


I hesitated. 

“That’s...” 

“Speak.” 

“_..I was thinking that I wanted to hold your hand.” 


When I spoke, rather than my tongue moving, my heart seemed to leap out of my mouth. I was 
embarrassed. 


I hadn’t been so embarrassed even when Shiny was singing my praises. Really. My face was so hot I 
thought I was going to die. 


“Hmm.” 
Just then, something closed around my left hand. 
It was the Lady of the Silver Lily’s hand. 


Her skin. Her touch. The cool temperature. The moment her dry fingers wrapped around mine, I almost 
mistook them to be gripping around my heart. A flower scent thickened inside my head. 


Even though we were just holding hands. 

“Y-your Ladyship.” 

“Have you been thinking of me all day long?” 

My tongue crisped up inside my mouth. 

“Did you miss my touch and fragrance? Did you fantasize about me?” 
a ies 


“Answer. If you’re not honest, I’ll let go.” 


“T-I thought about you.” 

“Properly.” 

My head was spinning. 

“Today, all day, I only thought about you, milady.” 
The fragrance of flowers turned into a voice and whispered in my ears. 
“Well said. You are my faithful servant.” 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 29%. ] 

Now. 

Ino longer knew up from down. 

I just didn’t know. 

“Y-you shouldn’t do this.” 

“What shouldn’t I do?” 

Think. 

Let’s think. 

“T-I’m from beyond this world... borrowing the body of a butler.” 
“So?” 

[The silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 

“Didn’t you say that you saw me as ‘human’?” 

oe este 

“Did you lie?” 

[The silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 


“In the end, do you, just like the other apostles, consider me just a ‘native’ or an ‘inhabitant’? Or, using 
the terms of Hamustra, the one who brought you here, do you consider me a ‘character’?” 


[The silver-plated heart, to you—] 

ere 

I could barely speak. 

“T’m... No, I am. That is, my original master is the Lady of the Golden Silk.” [3] 
[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 30%. ] 


“T am only attending to Your Ladyship just briefly, so...” 
“You’re saying something strange again.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. 


“You said you only thought about me today. In other words, didn’t you have no thoughts of the Lady of 
the Golden Silk>” 


“That’s...” 

“Was it a lie?” 

[The silver-plated heart—] 

“No, it wasn’t a lie. | am—” 

My head. 

My breath. 

“If so, then isn’t your master already me, not her?” 

“That’s...” 

“Call me master.” 

Her hand held mine a little tighter. 

“Just once is enough. Call me, with all your sincerity.” 

“And, if you call me ‘Master,’ I’ll give you a prize.” 

A prize. 

“T promise you a delectable reward.” 

Why was it that the moment I heard her words, my heart was filled with honey? 
Without realizing it, I had opened my mouth, but someone called out to me before I could say anything. 
-Gongja. 

A low voice. 

[Shiny is shaking to bring back the warrior’s senses. ] 

A Constellation’s warning. 

The reaction of these two, this languid addiction I felt, all made me feel some déja vu. 


It was the same sensation I felt in the basement, when the Lady of the Silver Lily interrogated her 
servants. 


This intuition that it was dangerous. 


“Hmm?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. Her red eyes, her expressionless face, placidly looked at me. 
“What’s wrong?” 

Whisper. 

“Don’t you need the prize?” 
The prize. 

“You just need to say it once.” 
Just one time... 


If it was just once, wouldn’t it be all right? To test it out? 


I did feel the danger, but if something went wrong, I had the power to turn back time. That’s right... I 
have that sort of power. So it wasn’t wrong to say that I also had the power to take risks. If you thought 
about it, this might have been the right thing to do. Wasn’t it important to know what would happen if 
that word came from my mouth? Wasn’t this somewhat similar to when there was the traitor among the 
Rankers when we first dealt with the Devil King of Fall Rain? 


So, wouldn’t it be okay? Saying just one word. If things went wrong, I just had to turn back time. It 
would end just like that since I had that ability. 


Then, just once, at least once, I could... 
| But you know that I’m the Flame Emperor. | 
| That’s why you have to die for me. | 

The back of my neck turned cold. 
| Death King-nim. | 
[I still believe in you. | 

My fingertips froze. 
| Milord. | 

My head, it— 
| You are my disciple. | 

Returned to its senses. 


The sight before me cleared up. My resolve steeled. My thoughts returned to me quickly, as if trying to 
reinforce against what had nearly happened. 


Was | a person to obey someone easily? 
Was the weight on my shoulder that light? 
No. 


I am Preta’s lord. 

And the Young Master of the Demonic Sect. 

I have lived so I would not become like Yoo Sooha. 

Thus, I ran away with the Alchemist in the snowfield, so I would not take a single death for granted. 
“ ... apologize, milady.” 

I put my palm on the back of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s hand. Though it was only a word. 
Because it was only a word. 

“Why are you apologizing?” 

“T cannot recognize you as my true master.” 


I wanted to learn the joy of love. I was learning it. But even then, I didn’t want to learn to the extent 
that I lost myself. At least, not for a one-sided relationship. 


“If you really want to win my heart, milady will have to use a different method.” 
“Say it. I'L listen.” 
“T will serve you as my master, so please make me your master.” 


“T will value your judgment over mine. I will weigh your advice heavier than my principles. I will not 
value myself the most. I will follow you. But in return.” 


I looked at the lady’s face. With our hands clasped together, the distance between us was very short. 
Her red eyes. I knew them to be the same color as her heart. 


“Please treat me the same way.” 


“If you do something wrong, I’1l tell you that it was wrong. What I really think, what I see, what I feel. 
I’ll confess everything to you without a single lie. However, it cannot be one-sided. If I give you my 
heart, how shall I breathe? I’ll end up choking and dying. Only if you give me your heart will I be able 
to live.” 


I gripped the Lady of the Silver Lily’s hand a little more strongly. 
“If you want to see me go mad, please go mad with me.” 


Then, the Lady of the Silver Lily shook off my hand. She took two steps back like someone who was 
dealt an unexpected blow. 


“.. Indeed.” 


However, her poker face had not yet collapsed. 


“You’re different from the other half-baked apostles. I thought you were a docile child... But being 
unfamiliar with love does not mean you are unfamiliar to life. I was in too much of a hurry.” 


“You tried to tempt me to become your subordinate, right?” 
“Tt was my mistake. I thought you were easy.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily bit her lips for a moment. Even her face was beautiful and terrifying. In the 
hallway at night, the white moonlight that shined on her became a shadow. 


“Yes, I’m not an easy man to win.” 
“Tt’s a shame. It would have been comfortable if you dedicated everything to me.” 


“You said that understanding is no different than taking responsibility. One-sided responsibility is only 
one-sided understanding. I didn’t come to Your Ladyship because I wanted something like that.” 


My heart was pounding, but I endured it. 
“So, what is the secret you planned to tell me?” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily turned around and began to walk. 


“_.. There is a heirloom in my family that has been passed down from long ago. It is a sword with a 
laughable legend attached to it. If you make a wish, the sword will surely make it come true.” 


At the end of the hallway. 


Curtains were placed where even the moonlight could not reach. The curtains were thick and red, and 
they seemed to be covering something. 


“However, there are conditions.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily grabbed the tail of the curtain. With a whoosh, the curtains were pulled 
aside. Beyond the veil, there was a full-length mirror that looked like it belonged in a dressing room. 


And. 

“When you make your wish, you must stab your heart with the sword.” 

A sword was embedded in the center of the mirror. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily stood before the mirror. 

Coincidentally, the heart of the lady was reflected over where the blade was stuck. 
[Shiny detects the presence of her sister. ] 

The Holy Sword by my waist trembled. 

[Shiny says that this is the Guardian Sword’s third sister. ] 


Drip. Drip. 


Blood came out of the mirror from the sword, drop by drop. The curtains that had been hiding the 
mirror weren’t originally red. It was the blood from the heart of the mirror that had stained them so. 


[It is the Sword of Prayer. ] 


“Back when I was not yet a regressor, His Majesty the Prince became infatuated with the Lady of the 
Golden Silk. I was resentful, and I made a wish to my family’s sword.” 


“What was your wish...?” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily’s lips moved. 
-Please let my love last forever. 

“Then, my life became eternal.” 


“Even if I die, I do not die. My feelings for His Majesty also remain unchanged. My heart has become 
immovable since that day.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily took my hand. 

She grabbed my hand and led it to her chest. 

Where her heart was. Where it should have been. 

“Did you say you wanted my heart?” 

But. 

I couldn’t feel a heartbeat there. 

“T’m sorry,” said the Lady of the Silver Lily. “I have no heart to give you.” 

[The silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 

And the blood flowing from the mirror gathered and began to form a small shape. 
The size was different, but it was definitely the thing that killed the Crusader and the Count last time. 
It was the shape of a demon. 


I didn’t know why the blood from the mirror made that shape, whether it had been summoned or 
created. 


“Now.” 

However, the Lady of the Silver Lily raised the sword like she was used to it. 
“Help me.” 

The sword was pointed at the little demon. 

“Tt’s time to take care of today’s tasks.” 


NAS 


[1]: Might be a good time to remember that Gongja’s name = Confucius in Korean. 


[2]: & is foot (or step, in this case), and | = fuck 
[3]: Here, Gongja switches from a more casual “I” to a more formal/respectful “I.” 


To report errors or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 100. < Drama. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
1, 
Blood from the mirror covered its surroundings. 


At first, it was only a drop or two. Then, the drops of blood continued to fall, turning into an endless 
faucet. 


However, clang... clang... The moment a faraway grandfather clock rang, the drops of blood changed. 
Blood gushed uncontrollably from the gap in the mirror. 


Clang... 

Twelve o’clock. A dozen strikes of the bell. 
A single drop swelled into a single column. 
One column split into six. 

The corridor was covered in blood. 

It was a sea of red blood. 

The grandfather clock rang its last. 

We were standing on a carpet of blood. 
“Milady.” 


I instinctively wrapped myself around the shoulders of the Lady of the Silver Lily. The pool of blood 
swarmed all the way up to our ankles. The slimey, moist texture felt foreboding. 


“This is...” 
“Tt’s my nightmare.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily whispered in my embrace. 


“Keep your guard up, butler. This place is no different from another world. Other people cannot know 
or see what happens here.” 


Suddenly, the sea of blood began to bubble. 

Thousands of bubbles rose up, and thousands of bubbles popped. 

But among them, there were a few that stayed intact instead of disappearing as the other bubbles did. 
[The silver-plated heart is manifesting. ] 


They were demons shaped like lips. No, they were just lips. There was no face or body, only the red 
lips and red tongue. 


The thing grinned. 
-His Highness. 
-Loathe him. 


The blood bubble lips continuously rose up and burst. The words they muttered were rarely connected. 
The words were incoherent. Like a chorus in terrible disharmony. 


-The kind crown prince. 

-Before he was the crown prince, the prince picked a flower for me. 
-You wiped my tears with your sleeves. You were still a nice person. 
-The heart was soft. That’s why. 

-But... 

Stab! 


The Lady of the Silver Lily pierced the blood bubble lips with her rapier. The demon popped. However, 
twice or thrice as many tongues arose from the sea of blood in its place. 


The demons’ cackles were red. 

-Love him. 

I also swung my sword. 

-What’s the point of loving someone who was born distinguished ? 

The demons’ fighting power was trifling. They didn’t even fight back. They only accepted the strikes. 
But. 

-Though he’s an unattractive person. 

-True love is embracing and guiding a foolish man. 

They were unnerving. 

It wasn’t a physical attack but a mental one. 

-I love you. Your Highness. 

-I also know how to love. 

-I.am a loving noblewoman. 

I bit my lips. It was unpleasant. I attacked faster to slice through the bubbles. 
-Are you going to kill me? 

-It’s no use. The tragedy becomes sweeter the more you trample over it. 


-Lady of the Golden Silk. She’s flirting with His Highness? 


-Disgusting. 
The sea of blood surged with laughter. 


-She’s so naive, dreaming of romance. His Highness doesn’t love the Lady of the Golden Silk. She’s just 
a way to escape from his imperial duties. 


-Poor prince. 

-Pitiful prince. 

Damn. 

I had seen a phenomenon like this before. 
‘The Devil King of Fall Rain!’ 


Before I reaped her and gave her the name Preta, the Constellation was like this. The Devil King shed 
blood from the sky and freely used an army of monsters. 


This was the strength of a Constellation. 

Those demons were the familiars of the Lady of the Silver Lily. 

[The presence of the silver-plated heart becomes more prominent. | 

Something other than lips came from the sea of blood. 

They were hands. 

Like a bride and groom at a wedding, two hands were intertwined. 

-Raviel. Your family and the imperial family have set up an engagement between us. 
-An engagement, is it? 

-Yes. But I don’t want a political marriage. 

The demons’ hands clasped together. 

Blood dripped endlessly from the hands of blood. 

It came to my attention that the demons were reenacting [what happened in the past] like a play. 


-We can ignore the engagement uncaringly decided by the adults. Regardless of them, I will love you. I 
came here today to formally propose to you. 


-Prince. 

-Raviel. When we grow older, will you marry me? 
Dozens of lips surrounded the hands. 

In unison, they answered. 

-Yes. 


-I’ll love you surely. 


-I’ll love you too, my prince. 

That son of a bitch. 

He said something like that and still wasn’t taking responsibility? 
-His Highness most likely forgot. 

-It was a promise made as children. 

-It can’t be helped. 

-People have poor memories. 

The blood bubble lips cackled. 

-It can’t be helped! 

I couldn’t stand it anymore. 

I was engulfed in rage. 

Splash! I took a step forward, focusing aura on my front foot. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Eighth form. 

Sword of Incineration. 

As the waves of blood spread, so did my aura. 

The sea of blood that covered the corridor burned. 

-Ooh. 

Behind me, Bae Hu-ryeong spoke. 

-Now, you can take on these mobs with a single blow. You’ve grown a lot, crow-tit. 


Normally, I’d have played along to Bae Hu-ryeong’s taunts. But right now, I wasn’t in the mood. I 
cleared the corridor. The demons were swallowed in the inferno. The demons did not even scream as 
they disappeared. Rather, the way they laughed till the end pissed me off. 


“Shit.” 
I burned the demons with a blow, but I was still seething inside. 
Anger toward the crown prince. Contempt. 


The fact that an honorable person like the Lady of the Silver Lily was hurt because of such a man, that 
she had made an irreversible wish. These things made me mad. 


“Since when...?!” 


I took a breath to temper my voice. No matter how angry I was, I didn’t want to raise my voice to the 
Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“ ,.When did you become a Constellation? These things are the familiars of a Constellation. You made 
them.” 


That was why they did not resist; they recognized us as allies. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily nodded. She knew. 
“Tt happened the moment I stabbed my heart.” 


Unnoticed, the blood began to return to the mirror. Writhing. Slinking. The columns of blood crawled 
back through the crack in the mirror. 


Regressing. The Lady of the Silver Lily watched calmly as the drops of blood inched away like 
leeches. 


“Tt seems there is no original Constellation in this world. I don’t know if there was one and they were 
killed or if they never existed from the start.” 


Lefanta Aegim probably killed the Constellation. But this wasn’t the time to talk about that. I carefully 
listened to the lady’s words. 


“As time passes, the demons become more powerful. Their numbers grow, and their sizes increase. It 
becomes hard to control them as I do now. And on the tenth day—” 


On the tenth day. 
There, the Lady of the Silver Lily paused. She shook her head once and rephrased. 


“_,.At any rate, as the ten days began to loop, I became [this world’s representative]. Though it’s not 
what I wished, the world’s time revolves around me.” 


-Hmm. 
Bae Hu-ryeong clasped his chin. 


-It’s not a typical ascension. In Murim terms, it isn’t a righteous path but an evil path. Though the 
sword in the mirror is only a fragment, it was once a part of the [Guardian Goddess]. 


Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged and muttered. 


-If you embed it in your heart, you’Il ascend to a Constellation even if you don’t want to... Combined 
with the repeated regression, it isn’t something a human body can handle. Though, she isn’t a complete 
Constellation but a knockoff. Anyway, it was the result of many coincidences. 


‘Can someone become a Constellation even if they don’t want to?’ 
-Yup. Zombie, were you born human because you wanted to be? 
Seriously, even if you try to talk to him, he’s like this. 


-The important part is the conditions. Not will. There are many people who suffer because they are 
human, but those who suffer because they became Constellations are also surprisingly common. It’s 
easy for one’s life to become miserable. Understand, Young Master of the Demonic Sect? 


I exhaled. 

My anger toward the prince fermented in my heart. That anger left a bitter taste in my mouth. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. 

“How unusual. Aren’t you disappointed?” 

“Excuse me?” 


“Your words are correct. Whatever the circumstances, those demons are my familiars. They aren’t 
making up the verses. The things they said were all things I whispered in my dreams, even if it was 
unconsciously.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily tilted her head. 


“T pledged a love that would never change. In order to keep that love pure, I have to remove the dust 
and flaws that settle in my love everyday.” 


Disappointment. 

Frustration. 

The feeling of wanting to receive as much as one gives. 
“This is the result.” 

An oil stain on a heart. 

The very epitome of a curse. 


“Isn’t it ugly?” muttered the Lady of the Silver Lily. “I have shown you what love is. But I didn’t only 
show you. I tried to harvest your love, too. I brought you here to awaken you from this fantasy.” 


“Disappointed?” 


Without my knowledge, a breath spilled from my lips. It wasn’t a sigh. It was a breath barely 
containing anger. 


“Tt’s ugly? I don’t know much, but milady, I will never be disappointed in you about something like 
this.” 


“.. Like this?” 


“You told me a secret. You took your heart and revealed it to me as it is. A person who is really 
detestable, milady, is someone who never shows their heart to others. Pretending to be laid-back. 
Pretending to be composed. Knowing only how to hurt people.” 


That bastard Flame Emperor. 
“Rather, I’m worse. If Your Ladyship knew what kind of thoughts I have, you would abhor me.” 


“That makes me curious.” 


“If you brought me here to make me give up, you were wrong, milady. I didn’t fall in love with you 
because your heart isn’t ugly.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily paused very briefly. Love. It was because of this word. My face became hot 
when I said it out loud, but I didn’t think to hesitate. 


“Tt’s only been one day since you came to love me. My teaching is brilliant.” 


“Does it matter that it’s only been a day? Would it have been better if I loved you for a year? A 
thousand days? Do you want me to return after that?” 


“T can see what kind of people you despise. And what you despise is the same as what I hate. I can see 
what scars you wear and how you are hurt. I love the way you live. Because, you and I, we live the 
same life.” 


Will she hear me? Would she understand what I mean? 
That wasn’t something I could know. 


I had never said something like this to anyone else. I wasn’t used to it. But I wanted to keep the person 
in front of me. And I wanted the Lady of the Silver Lily to keep me. I wanted us to share one life and 
have each other. 


“T love you as much as I love myself. I wish you could love me as much as I love you.” 
These were my true feelings. 
And the only method I knew was to exclaim it with all my heart. 


“T will definitely make you love me. I won’t tell you to abandon the crown prince. Even if I don’t ask 
you to, you will abandon him one day.” 


“My heart is...” 


“Yes. But it doesn’t matter if your heart is held hostage by the world. If that’s the problem, I’ll free you. 
But if you still love the crown prince, then I’1l become an even better person than he is and stay by your 
side.” 


“Did the crown prince give you unforgettable memories when you were children? That doesn’t matter, 
either.” 


I whispered in the Lady of the Silver Lily’s ear. 
“The two of us are regressors. The only two in the world.” 
I knew that my face was red. But I said what I had to say. 


“There will be a lot of times that only you and I can enjoy. During those times, I’ll give you such 
breathtaking memories that they will make your memory of the prince fade away. I'll try my best.” 


“Hmm.” 

The tips of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyes rose up. 

“Can you repeat these last ten days indefinitely? You’ll become tired of it.” 

“That’s no issue. This isn’t the first time I’ve repeated the same days over and over again.” 
“What if I tell you to get out of my sight because I become tired of you?” 

“T’ll disappear, but—” 


I moved my hand. I moved it, and I grabbed the Lady of the Silver Lily’s fingertips. She had let go of 
her lantern while fighting the demons. It was something that took courage. A lot of it. Fortunately, I had 
enough. 


“To start with, that’s not going to happen.” 
“Why is that?” 


“Because you haven’t grown tired of the crown prince... and I am a better person than he is. If I make 
you uncomfortable, please tell me now. I’ll disappear.” 


Silence. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at my face. 

“_.. You’re insufferable.” 

The lady’s lips parted. 

“T should be bothered, but right now, I don’t feel that way. I don’t think I’ll be easily bothered, either.” 


It was then. 


“ |!” 


...ler...! 


From far down the corridor, there was a voice. It sounded urgent. The Lady of the Silver Lily’s servants 
must have been asleep, yet the residence suddenly was disturbed. 


“ ..where...! But...!” 


Soon, we heard footsteps. The servants had woken up. Lights turned on everywhere, and shortly after, 
the gray-haired servant ran to where the two of us stood. 


“T apologize, milady.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily let go of my hand. 

“Why are you making a commotion at this late hour?” 
“I’m sorry, but I must inform you...” 


At that moment, the faraway voice that had been making a fuss could be heard more clearly than 
before. 


“Butler! Where are you, butler?!” 

My expression hardened. 

It was a very familiar voice. 

The gray-haired servant bowed in our direction. 
“The Lady of the Golden Silk is on a rampage.” 


NAS 


To report errors and issues or just simp for the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through 
Discord: https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 101. < Drama. (2) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
2. 
The sand on the moon made it look a little red. 


Its dust made the sky red, just as a person made their surroundings red when they spilled blood. These 
unrelated facts made me uncomfortable. 


‘It looks like the moon is bleeding.’ 

I walked forward, and that uneasy thought dragged behind me like a shadow. 

In the distance, the servants were buzzing about. 

“Miss, you can’t act like this here!” 

“This is the residence of the daughter of the Duke of Ivansia!” 

“No matter how much His Highness favors you, at this time...” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily, who walked with me, muttered. 

“The gatecrasher is none other than she.” 

Her tone clearly revealed her contempt for the Heretic Questioner—no, the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“Seeing that she’s here at this hour, she hasn’t come for tea. Butler, was this visit planned?” 
“Tt was not.” 


I was also disconcerted. Wasn’t it past midnight already? The Heretic Questioner had no reason to meet 
the Lady of the Silver Lily at this time. 


He and I had talked two days ago. 


[For now, I’ll work as the Lady of the Silver Lily’s personal butler], I had said. [It’s to get information 
about her and about how to beat this stage. ] 


|Hmm. | 
The Heretic Questioner briefly made a peculiar expression. 
Still, he smiled widely like usual. 
| Okay! It’s for the mission, so it can’t be helped. | 
[I will be fine. Have a safe trip, Death King! | 
Like that, we had agreed on it. 
At least, I thought we did. 


“Bring forth my butler!” 


The voice became closer as we walked. 
“Butler! I know you’re here!” 
The garden of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s quarters. 


Even the dark sky of the night could not cover the springtime in the flower garden. The mature white 
magnolias’ heads drooped, overwhelmed by the weight of the season. The moon was red, and the 
moonlight reflected off the magnolia petals were ruddy. Thus, the white magnolias of the garden looked 
like pink magnolias in full bloom. 


“Ah! ” 
A magnolia petal fell. 
“As I thought, you were here, butler!” 


The Heretic Questioner pushed aside the guard at the gate. The guards were hesitating as they could not 
recklessly hurt the daughter of a baron. 


The Heretic Questioner took the moment to hoist up her skirt and stride into the garden. Squish. The 
pink magnolia petal that had fallen earlier was trampled under the Heretic Questioner’s shoe. 


“T was worried when you didn’t come back.” 


“Really. Making your master worry and search for you personally... Doesn’t that disqualify you as a 
servant?” 


I had a bad feeling as soon as I saw the Heretic Questioner. 

The hair. 

The Heretic Questioner’s moonlit blond hair was longer than it was the previous day. 
“Milady...” 


“You are my one and only butler and childhood friend. You mean more to me than any ordinary 
servant. Is it too undignified for me to ask that you recognize this fact?” 


It wasn’t just his hair. Face. Appearance. Even though traces of the Heretic Questioner remained, his 
appearance was somehow unfamiliar. 


‘Did he change his appearance with the sacred techniques?’ 
Why? 


“In any case, you shouldn’t be at a place like this. I feel like even the flower garden is poisonous. Now! 
Butler, come here and let’s go back together.” 


“Tmpertinent woman.” 


When the Heretic Questioner tried to approach me, the Lady of the Silver Lily stood in her way. 


“This sort of disturbance at nighttime is a felony that should be punished with a lashing. Where do you 
think you are to raise your voice like so? Get down on your knees and admit your errors, immediately.” 


“Oh? Are you going cane me?” 
The Heretic Questioner grinned. 


“If you’re going to hit me, please hit me firmly and with strength. Your Ladyship, I wonder what will 
happen if I show the scars you leave on my calves to His Highness the Prince. The memories shared by 
the prince and I will increase again.” 


“D-disgusting...!” 


The ducal servants shuddered. The crown prince’s official fiancée was the Lady of the Silver Lily. Yet, 
this upstart spoke of showing her calves to the lady’s fiancé and making memories right in front of her. 
The servants’ faces turned red, and they glared at the Heretic Questioner. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily quietly whispered, “Really?” 
Flinch. The servants froze when they heard her voice. 

My chest chilled in an instant, as well. 

“Then, I shall do so.” 

That was just how cold the Lady of the Silver Lily’s voice was. 


“Your desire to make beautiful memories during your school days is lovely. Indeed, if it’s you, you can 
even lionize a memory of rolling in a dung field. If you want to make some wonderful memories, I, as a 
noble of the empire, will assist you.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily lifted her left hand. 
“Bring me a cane.” 

The servants trembled. 

“Y-young Mistress...” 

“Haven’t I ordered you to not call me that here?” 
“Tf the crown prince finds out about this...” 


“Did you think I’d send you off kindly after the mess you’ve created in the residence of the duke’s 
people? If I send you off quietly, will our family name not become sullied? Law is more important than 
anything, and the crown prince is the one who must uphold it.” 


The servants swallowed their breaths. They didn’t look convinced. ‘But,’ the servants protested silently, 
‘js the crown prince the type of person who would do that?’ 


Nobody could voice their protests. 
“My left hand is still empty.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily’s voice flowed. 


“Bring a cane. I will not repeat myself.” 


Her servants’ shoes busily moved on the road where the pink magnolias fell to retrieve a cane from the 
building. 


They bowed their heads as if they were afraid of showing their faces in the moonlight. Only two 
people, the Lady of the Silver Lily and the Heretic Questioner, kept their heads high. 


“Milady.” 

Eventually, I had no choice but to get closer to the Heretic Questioner. 
“What’s wrong? Why did you come here at a time like this?” 

“T came to get back what is mine. You’re making me state the obvious.” 
The Heretic Questioner beamed at me. 


“T had been waiting since the morning, but you didn’t come back, butler. At first, I thought that there 
must have been something important, but then I heard that you were with the Lady of the Silver Lily.” 


The Heretic Questioner pressed his hands to his cheeks. 


“T realized it right away. The lady must have taken hold of your weakness and blackmailed you. That’s 
her specialty. Poor butler. You were involved because of His Highness and me...” 


I didn’t understand. 

What was he talking about? 

“Don’t worry.” 

The Heretic Questioner’s smile was bright, as always. 


“T won’t let her take anything from me, whether it’s the prince’s favor or your allegiance. A cane? She 
can hit me as much as she wants. I came for you, butler. She’s the one who will be hurt more the more 
she whips me.” 


“No... Sorry. Just a moment. Please excuse me.” 


I stepped a little closer to the Heretic Questioner so that the others around us did not hear our words. 
Fortunately, nobody stopped me. 


“Milady.” 

“Yes.” 

I gulped and whispered, 
“Heretic Questioner.” 
There was silence. 


“What?” 


My heart was pounding. 


My lips were dry. My tongue couldn’t move. Was it always so difficult to articulate words one by one 
to weave a sentence? Slowly, I opened my mouth. 


“When spring comes.” 

“Pardon?” 

My heart. 

“Heretic Questioner...” 

“What are you talking about, butler?” 


“If you’re playing around like last time, I really will get mad. I mean it. I’m asking seriously right now. 
Please answer me properly. How high is your immersion rate?” 


The Heretic Questioner blinked. 


“Hmm? Butler, are you playing around? Were you thinking of old times? Or was your head messed up 
from being with Her Ladyship for a day? Oh, butler. With gentle tolerance, I understand.” 


“When spring comes...” 

“Tt has.” 

The Heretic Questioner laughed. 

“Spring has already come, butler.” 

No, 

“Isn’t it a beautiful season?” 

It was the Lady of the Golden Silk who laughed. 
“T-I brought what you wanted...” 


The servants who had scattered to the building returned. Heads bowed, they offered the cane to the 
Lady of the SIlver Lily. 


It was thin. 


I guessed that they must have been struggling to find the most slender cane in the mansion. Was that 
their way of caring for their master? 


“Find another one.” 
However, the Lady of the Silver Lily was heartless. The servants flinched and turned back. 
“Find another one.” 


This order was repeated four times. Each time, the cane became thicker. The servant bit his lip and held 
out the fourth cane. The Lady of the Silver Lily held it in her left hand. 


“Lady of the Golden Silk.” 

“You can call me by my name, Your Ladyship.” 
“Sylvia Evanail.” 

“Yes, Miss Raviel Ivansia?” 

The sun and the moon faced each other. 


“You have invaded the personal territory of a ducal family member and caused a disturbance. You have 
spoken no words of apology. There is a strict hierarchy in the empire that you impudently, horribly 
ignored. In the name bestowed upon me by His Majesty the Emperor, I will punish you for your 
crime.” 


“Crime? I know my own crime best.” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk smiled sweetly. 


“Tt is my crime to dare to be born to a baron family from the countryside and to be loved by the crown 
prince.” 


That—that wasn’t something one should have said in front of the prince’s fiancée. 
“T apologize for being loved.” 


The baron’s daughter gently held the hems of her skirt. She sank on top of the magnolia-filled garden 
and bowed her head to the lily standing before her. 


Her mannerism was flawless. 

“T am sorry for receiving more love than Miss Raviel Ivansia.” 
“Is this apology enough?” 

The wind blew. 


“By the way, Miss Raviel Ivansia. I’m curious. Is this really my crime? Love is only meaningful when 
it is received. It is shared between the one who loves and the one who receives it, so is it solely my 
responsibility? Perhaps...” 


No words followed that ‘perhaps.’ Instead, she laughed. A petal hanging onto a black branch fell. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily quietly raised her left hand. 
“You dreadful thing.” 


The cane tore through the night air. 


oc ” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk did not scream. She didn’t even groan. Her back was straight, and a smile 
was carved onto her face like some sculpture. She did not shake. 


He, no, she was convinced of her victory. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

So, to me, it seemed that the one bleeding was the moon. 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 40%. ] 

On that night, the moon was a little red with sand. 


When the sky was covered with the dust on the moon, when humans bled on the ground, it turned red. 
Cough. The thick air caused the Lady of the Silver Lily to cough. Her cough sounded coarse. 


No one spoke. 

Only the whistle of the cane and the sound of coughing filled the garden in the night. 
“Sylvia!” 

A torch light swayed. 

“Sylvia! Are you there, Sylvia?” 


The sound of footsteps broke the silence. Beyond the gate, the crown prince was running, holding a 
torch. The guards scrambled to him. With an uproar like this, there was no way the prince wouldn’t find 
out. 


“Syl...” 

The prince stopped in front of the gate. 

Looking into the garden, he fell silent for a moment. 

“Raviel...!!” 

His tone was different from when he called out to the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“Step aside!” 


The prince pushed the ducal guards away. There were none among them who would block the path of 
the nation’s foundation. The prince ran straight to the side of the Lady of the Golden Silk’s side. 


“How, no matter how much she... How...!” 

“I’m fine, Your Highness.” 

“I’m not fine! Like a fool...!” 

The prince looked over the Lady of the Golden Silk. 

Then, he turned his head to stare at the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“You spiteful woman!” 


Words become scars. 


“How could you treat Sylvia so cruelly?!” 

Those who inflict the pain do not know it because they cannot see the scars. 
“Tt is the law of the empire, Your Highness.” 

“Is the law more important than the people?” 

“Tt’s more important than an individual.” 

“That’s why I say that you’re spiteful! You’re like a witch!” 


The world was probably divided into those who knew and those who did not. The prince fell into the 
latter group. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily coughed and sighed. 
“Are you going to punish me?” 


The prince’s face grimaced. Just grimaced. He could not answer the Lady of the Silver Lily’s question. 
He shook his head as if she didn’t deserve an answer, but he was just avoiding it. 


The prince didn’t have the guts to take responsibility for the Lady of the Silver Lily nor the skills to 
deal with her. 


“Let’s leave, Sylvia! You shouldn’t be in this sort of place.” 

“Ah.” 

The prince hugged the Lady of the Golden Silk. 

In the prince’s embrace, the Lady of the Golden Silk looked at me. 
“Butler.” 

Heretic Questioner. 

“Butler, come with us.” 

I didn’t answer. 

As I looked at that person, I murmured in my thoughts as though I was praying. 
‘Character window.’ 

Swish. 

Letters bloomed before my eyes. 

+ 

Name: Sylvia Evanail 


Favorability: 90 


Favorite Genre: [Romance] 
Disliked Genre: [Politics] 


Favorite Characters: [One Who Loves Me], [Crown Prince], [Butler], [Teacher], [Upperclassmen], 
[Underclassmen], [Classmate] 


Hated Character: [Raviel Ivansia] 

Favorite Plot: [The Victory of the Strong], [True Love] 

Dislike Plot: [The Defeat of the Weak], [Backstabbing] 
Psychological state: ‘Raviel Ivansia. I won’t give you anything.’ 
+ 

The Heretic Questioner’s title was not there. 


The word [Fairy Tale] under the favorite genre or [Human] under the favorite character category was 
no longer there. 


“Butler?” 

The Heretic Questioner was swallowed by the role of the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“You’re coming with me, right?” 

With that, I could predict the end of this run. 


NAS 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through 
Discord: https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 102. < Drama. (3) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 

AT tec 

I tried my best not to stutter. 

“I’m going to stay with the Lady of the Silver Lily for now.” 
Silence. 

“_..I can’t understand your reasoning.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk lifted her eyes. Was it because her emotions froze with coldness? The 
crown prince, hearing the cold voice of the one he loved, stopped walking. 


“I’m asking you to come with me now, butler. It isn’t my wish to show off my wounds, but I have taken 
pains to free you from Her Ladyship.” 


“Yes. I know.” 
“But you still refuse to go>?” 
There was a bitter taste in my mouth. 


I didn’t know if this conflicted feeling came from losing the Heretic Questioner or if it was the butler 
rebelling against refusing his original master. But... the blue eyes. It was painful to look at those eyes 
that only reflected the Lady of the Golden Silk. 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 42%. ] 

So I lowered my head and avoided her gaze. 

“Tm sorry.” 

“T still have work to do.” 

“That’s a vague excuse. Well, isn’t it simply that you were bewitched by her?” 
I silently remained still. 


“Ha,” scoffed the Lady of the Golden Silk. It wasn’t directed toward me but rather the Lady of the 
Silver Lily. 


“T understand, Your Ladyship. I don’t know what sort of grand plan you’ve plotted this time, but you 
cannot shake the bond between me and my butler. Please take good care of him.” 


“You’re free to believe whatever you want. Get out of my sight.” 


“Yes. I’ll leave now.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk, wrapped in the prince’s arms, reached out her hand. Then, she stroked his 
cheek and whispered—or pretended to whisper while being loud enough so everyone could hear. 


“Will you leave with me, Your Highness?” 

“Ah. Ahhh.” 

The crown prince’s face turned red. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 43%. ] 

The two went back along with the guards. 

Like that, the commotion that happened after midnight ended. 
3) 

The garden quieted in an instant. 

“Milady...” 


The servants worried over their master with sad expressions. It was the duke’s daughter who had 
chased away the uninvited guests, but the atmosphere left her as the one being excluded. 


“Tt’s late,” said the Lady of the Silver Lily. 
“You’ve all worked hard. You may go inside now.” 
“Milady, what will you do...?” 


“T will look at the flowers here for a moment before heading back. I would like to be alone. All of you, 
leave me.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily gazed up at the night sky in her nightgown. Like a person born in the night, 
not by the day, her body was melted into the dark. Unable to disobey their master, her servants returned 
to their quarters. 


“Milady.” 
Only I remained and approached her side. 


-Zombie. That person is weak now! Doesn’t the atmosphere around her look miserable? She may be 
putting on a poker face, but actually, she’s been weakened. That’s great news, dude! Crises are 
opportunities! The goalkeeper’s finally disappeared. It’s hard to date someone better than you, so you 
have to strike now. 


‘Shut up.’ 
That ghost never changed. He still couldn’t read the mood. 


“You go back and rest too, butler.” 


“T’Il be fine even if I stay up a night or two. Rather, aren’t you very tired?” 
“Though I would like to deny it... Yes. I am a bit tired.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily sighed. 


“Tt is already the 14th time. For 140 days, I have tried to set the crown prince straight. Even if I accept 
it as fate that my love won’t be returned, the crown prince will one day ascend to the throne as emperor. 
If I can set him on the right path, the empire’s safety will not be jeopardized... But it’s hard.” 


“You’re not alone anymore.” 

You aren’t the only regressor in the world. That was what I meant. 

“You have me. People can survive so long as one person around them recognizes and sees them.” 
“Ts that so?” 

“Yes. Surprisingly, that’s how it is.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily turned her gaze from the night sky. 

She looked right at me. 

“You’re mistaking one thing.” 

Mistake? 


“T repeat the last ten days. When you die, you return to the previous day. It may look like the same 
regression at first glance, that the two of us will share time together, but that is not the case in reality.” 


I did not stop her from speaking. The conversation we were having now would probably be live- 
broadcasted and seen by the people of the Tower. 


But that was all right. 

I had already decided on the next regression. 
“Butler. One of us will regress [first].” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily leaned in. 


“If I regress first, you will forget about your current life. On the other hand, if you regress first, I will 
forget what happened. One of our regressions will swallow the other’s.” 


Scritch, scratch. 

The lady drew parallel lines on the ground with her cane. 
“We are parallel lines that can never meet.” 

My heart throbbed painfully. 


“T will be able to understand you. You will be able to understand me, too. But understanding is the most 
we can do. It is impossible for the two of us to live synchronously. You cannot take responsibility for 
me, nor can I for you.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s voice was composed. 


“Your confession about wanting to share the same time as me was intense and beautiful. However, it 
cannot happen. Perhaps that is why it is even more beautiful.” 


“What if it could happen?” 
I looked straight into her eyes. 
“Tf? There is no such thing.” 


“TI keep my word. No matter what. I didn’t propose to stay with you just because I wanted to win your 
heart. I’m not the type to attract people by inflating false words like balloons.” 


“If I can help you escape the ten perpetual days, if I can help, what will you do>?” 
A bird cried in the night. 
“’.. You are arrogant. I am satisfied with living my life.” 


“T suppose you are. I feel the same way. Still, I want to help you. Is it arrogant to want to help the one 
you love? Then, I’ll become an arrogant person.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily closed her lips. She, too, was trying to help the prince in her own way. 
Whether or not she admitted it, the two of us were alike. 


“What do you want from me?” 

“When the world ends this time, please stay with me.” 
“Ts that all?” 

“Yes.” 


I realized it when I saw the Heretic Questioner become 100% immersed. The secret to defeating this 
stage. It was a weird and tricky solution, but... it was probably possible. 


So long as I kept my head straight. 


“And, if it’s possible, I would be grateful if you could make me fall deeper in love with you. It would 
be wonderful if I fell so deeply, foolishly in love with you that I could never escape.” 


“Ts that what you’re requesting from me now?” 
“Tt’s all right. I’m easy. My heart beats wildly even if Your Ladyship just holds my hand.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me like she was dumbfounded. 


“How shameless... Fine. I told you that I would teach you about love, so I shall make good on my 
promise.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily grabbed my hand. It felt soft. Her hands were bare. The touch of her hand 
was wrapped around my right hand. Last night, my heart pounded from the memory of the Lady of the 
Silver Lily’s perfume. 


“Ts this enough?” 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 44%. ] 

My face flushed. 

“Yes. I-It’s enough.” 


“Good heavens. I’m not saying this in a seductive way, but aren’t you a little too pure-hearted? It’s 
amazing you’ve survived in this harsh world.” 


“T died. A lot.” 


“If I show you my weakness, does your heart also jump a little? I saw it in a magazine before. 
Sometimes, you have to pretend to be weak to be effective.” 


“Ha ” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily snickered. Although her eyes weren’t laughing, a laugh was a laugh. She 
must have been greatly depressed by the fruitless work she put into the prince. If she felt even a little 
better, I was glad. 


“Are you picking a fight? Despite having known love for just a day>?” 


“T learned it when I saw you fight with the Lady of the Golden Silk earlier. Your Ladyship is wise, but 
if someone provokes her, she won’t let it slide. Is that because of pride? You answer provocations even 
if you stand to lose something. So, I also wanted to provoke you.” 


“... You’re pretty quick-witted.” 

“Should I provoke you a bit more?” 

“Try it. If you can.” 

The two of us were standing close to each other. 
We became closer. 

Our shadows began to overlap. 

Neither of us had any intention of backing down. 


“Milady speaks of herself as a master of love. But are you really? Isn’t receiving love just as important 
as giving it? Loving the prince and drawing out the prince’s love are both important. But Your 
Ladyship has failed at the latter.” 


“Hmm.” 


“In that sense, perhaps the Lady of the Golden Silk is better at love than Your Ladyship. In any case, 
she’s the one being loved by the crown prince, no? In terms of being better at love, surprisingly, the 
Lady of the Golden Silk is more advanced.” 


“Oh?” 


“Your Ladyship knows how to love. But you don’t know how to be loved. At least, it’s clear that you 
don’t know more than the Lady of the Golden Silk. So...” 


At that moment. 

“So?” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily held my chin. 

“Keep talking. Your voice is not unpleasant to hear.” 
[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 45%. ] 


“~..50, it was natural that the Lady of the Golden Silk stole the prince from you. You should have 
understood the prince’s tastes and interests in greater detail.” 


“Your teeth are very white.” 


“_,.Um. But, you didn’t. You were careless. So, Your Ladyship is partly at fault for why the Lady of the 
Golden Silk has become so uncontrollable.” 


“Your tongue is red. Very cute.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily pulled my chin closer to her. 
She was looking at my mouth. 


“Why did you stop talking again? If you close your lips, I can’t see your tongue. It’s amusing to see. 
Keep talking.” 


“Do you surrender?” 

“Yes. 

“[It would be wonderful if I fell so deeply, foolishly in love with you that I could never escape. ]” 
That was what I had said a little while ago. 


“You truly are a person who only picks scary words to say. You. I don’t know what sort of brilliant plan 
you came up with to be that confident, but you’re really fearless.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily pulled my chin forward a little more. 


It was like gravity had lost its hold on me and I was drawn only to her gestures. 


“Well, I have repeated this 14 times, so it would be nice to experience a slight deviation.” 
“You mean...?” 


“Tt is my rule to treat a bitch accordingly. Looking at the events of tonight, it seems that His Highness 
has acted increasingly bitchily to me. I can’t let that stand.” 


My heart pounded. 

Could it be? 

“Are you finally going to give up on the crown prince?” 

“No. My heart has become a constellation in the night sky. How could I budge it?” 
“T just,” whispered the Lady of the Silver Lily. 

“T just also want to be a bit of an excessive bitch.” 

An excessive bitch. 


The Flame Emperor’s ugly face came into mind. I automatically thought of Yoo Sooha when I heard 
the words bitch or bastard. But it wasn’t easy to be like that bastard. What was the Lady of the Silver 
Lily talking about? 


“An eye for an eye. A tooth for a tooth.” 
Her pointer finger brushed against my lower lip. 


“T’ll have an affair with you starting from today.” 


“Do you... love me?” 

“No ” 

“Do you have any desire to date me, even a little?” 
“No ” 

“But...” 


“But you are the treasured servant of the Lady of the Golden Silk. To use her words, you are her one 
and only butler and childhood friend. I wonder what kind of expression the Lady of the Golden Silk 
will make when she hears that you are seeing me. Won’t His Highness be embarrassed, too?” 


In other words. 

“You mean you’re going to pretend to date me to screw them over...?” 
“Why not?” 

I could feel her breath. 


“Do you hate it?” 


I couldn’t answer. Thump. I couldn’t think of anything to say. My heart was pounding loudly, and my 
head was spinning. I mean, it was the person I loved. My first love. Thump. To use it this way. An 
affair was a little... There had to be something more romantic. 


“Sit down.” 


I carefully sat in the garden. The moon was covered by clouds, and the ground was dark. It was like I 
was kneeling in a bottomless swamp. 


The eye-level difference between me and the Lady of the Silver Lily was flipped. 
“T’Il let you decide.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked down at me. 


“If you don’t want to accept my offer, close your eyes. I will quietly disappear before you open them. 
But if you wish to accept and pretend to be my lover, if you want to play out this drama until this life 
ends—” 


The red moon in the sky was hidden. 

Eyes that were redder than that were in front of me. 
“—_say my name.” 

Name. 

I. 

“Raviel...” 

Huh? 

“Raviel Ivansia.” 

Why was my mouth open? 

“Good. Do you remember the first lesson I taught you about love?” 
“Love starts like a bitch...” 

“Well done.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily’s hands cupped my cheeks. 
Then. 

“T’ll be your first bitch of a lover.” 

The moon swallowed the light. 


The scent of lilies. 


Soft and sweet. 

A near-deadly fragrance. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 50%. ] 

I was suffocating. 

She was so beautiful. 


-You’re both wackjobs, so you suit each other. Yeah, how could you ever go out with a normal person? 
Birds of a feather flock together; that’s an unchanging truth. 


From far away, I heard Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice. 
-Congratulations on your first day, crow-tit. 

The magnolia petals fluttered and fell from the trees. 
-Even if it’s an affair. 


To report errors or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/Q3dStgu 


Chapter 103. < The Way He Loves. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
1. 
The dawn was white. 


I woke up and washed my face. I slowly put on the black butler’s uniform I was now accustomed to 
and stood in front of the mirror. 


Reflected in it was still [me]. 

“Mm.” 

The Black Dragon guildmaster once said that I gave off a slightly [cunning impression] when I smiled. 
The man in the mirror slowly opened his lips. 

“Raviel.” 

Thump. 

“Raviel Ivansia.” 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 62%. ] 


I simply whispered the name of my beloved lover. Yet, my heart jumped, I couldn’t breathe, and the 
face of the man in the mirror blushed. Even I could read my expression with ease. 


“ ..D really love her.” 

It was amazing. 

Surprised by my own feelings, I did what I had to do next. 

“Status window.” 

Letters crawled in front of my eyes. 

+ 

Name: Death King 

Rank: D-Class 

Skill (6/6) 
1. I Want To Become Just Like You (S+) 
2. Returner’s Clockwork Watch (EX) 


3. Sword Constellation (A+) 


4. Goblin High Society (F) 

5. Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation (SSS) 

6. Infernal Heavens Demonic Art (A+) 
>< The Goddess of Beauty’s blessing is in effect. 
>< The Goddess of Vitality’s blessing is in effect. 
+ 
Here, the path my life had taken, the path I’d survived, was depicted. 
My envy. My secret. My connection. My sense of humor. My will. Even my happiness. 
Thus could the life of the human [Kim Gongja] be plainly expressed. 
I took in a deep breath. 
‘Character window.’ 
Then, words I had never seen before were inscribed before my eyes. 
+ 
Name: Kim Gongja 
Favorability: 90 
Favorite Genres: [Martial Arts], [Romance], [Detective], [Adventure] 
Disliked Genres: N/A 


Favorite Characters: [Master/Teacher], [Virtuous Hero], [Victim], [Hard Worker], [Child], [Good 
Person], [One Who Reflects On Oneself], [One Who Is Generous To Others], [One Who Acknowledges 
Me] 


Hated Characters: [Psychopaths] 

Favorite Plots: [Justice Prevails], [Friendship], [Love] 

Hated Plots: [Self-hatred], [Giving Up], [Fleeing], [Forgetting], [Mistrusting], [Monopolizing] 
Psychological State: ‘I want to know how I am reflected.’ 

+ 

Gulp. 

I swallowed my spit. 

“Okay.” 


I was still Kim Gongja. I hadn’t been swallowed up by my role like the Heretic Questioner. My strategy 
would go forth smoothly. 


It had to. 

“Mr. Sword Emperor.” 

-Yeah? 

The ghost who wasn’t reflected in the mirror replied. 

“Tf I become buried in the role of the butler, I have a request for you.” 
-What is it? 


“When my immersion rate is about to reach 100%, there’s a high possibility I won’t be able to hear 
your voice. I’ll have my skills, but I’ll probably forget everything about how to use them. No matter 
what happens, the immersion rate needs to be stopped before it becomes 100%.” 


I touched the hilt of my dagger, hidden around my waist. 


“99%. That’s the Maginot Line.+ The immersion can never go above 99%. Do you understand? If you 
have the slightest inkling that I will exceed 99% immersion, please stop me at any cost.” 


-Huh. 

Bae Hu-ryeong smirked. 

-You worry too much. You think a guy with a strong pride and ego like you will get all the way to 99% ? 
“Yes. I will.” 

I put the finishing touches on my outfit. 

The mirror captured the image of a perfect butler. 

“Because I’m going to push myself there on purpose.” 

-What? 

Bae Hu-ryeong was startled. 

-Why? Do you want to flunk this stage and be trapped in this world? 


“T can’t tell you why now. No, no one can know but me. I’m going to defeat this stage by digging into 
the loopholes in the Tower’s system.” 


The Tower was still watching over us. 
If it figured out my strategy, the Tower would quickly close the loophole. I couldn’t let that happen. 


When the Tower has a systematic error, a gap that it hasn’t thought of, an opportunity was made. I had 
to hurry up and clear [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]. 


“Please help me if I am in danger.” 
“T believe in you. Since the strongest person of all time said he would become my master.” 


I realized then that the Black Dragon guildmaster was right. 


The man reflected in the mirror was smiling cunningly like a rascal. 
“Then, I shall go help my lover.” 
2, 


Though the Lady of the Silver Lily and I were together now, we unfortunately could not have fun on a 
date outside. She was sick in bed. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily had always been infirm. She was also weak in the sunlight. Looking at the 
memories of the [butler], the Lady of the Silver Lily was absent at the academy more often than not. 


She had been working all night the past few days, so she couldn’t help but collapse. 
“Don’t worry. It’s been like this since the first time around.” 
Leaning on the bed, the Lady of the Silver Lily spoke. 


“More precisely, I was born this way. I couldn’t play outside, so I almost always stayed in the house. It 
became worse after my heart disappeared after stabbing it with the sword in the mirror.” 


“This is why the emperor gave an epithet to the Lady of the Golden Silk as well. Even if I become the 
empress, I will die soon. It will be difficult for me to give birth to an heir. I am not suitable as an 
empress...” 


Cough. The Lady of the Silver Lily coughed. 
It sounded coarser than it was the previous day. 
“Here’s some hot tea. Please drink it.” 


I passed her the tea I had prepared in advance. The Lady of the Silver Lily said, “Thank you,” and took 
a sip. She raised her eyebrows in mild surprise. 


“... You put in a lot of honey. It’s exactly as I like it. How did you know?” 
I smiled. 
“Milady told me before.” 


When the Lady of the Silver Lily was teaching me lessons on love, she had said that in her sixth run, an 
apostle tried to capture her with a strategy guide. It was written in that guide. 


é 
1. The Lady of the Silver Lily is weak in the sunlight. 
2. The Lady of the Silver Lily has dull taste buds, so she likes exciting food. 
Ee 
I just kept that knowledge in mind and acted on it. 


“Hmm. Then, isn’t it like you are also using the strategy guide?” 


“T can’t say that it’s a strategy guide since you yourself told me about it first. | would appreciate it if 
you could see it as me using a reference book.” 


“T can see now that you’ve a nasty side to you, too.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily tilted her cup. 
The sound of her sipping tea quietly resonated in the bedroom. 


“So, what is this tactic you’ ve come up with? This cozy time we’re sharing now is just a momentary 
pleasure. Between the two of us, one will forget the time we spent with the other. There is no solution.” 


“T bet Your Ladyship has never trusted your life to anyone else before.” 
“Hmm?” 
“Please trust me.” 


“Even if it’s a fake relationship, the person you’ ve decided to date is by no means an incompetent 
man.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily stared at my face. 
“There are times in life when you need help from other people. Right now, Your Ladyship needs help.” 


When I saved the Aegim Empire, I also received the help of the Sword Saint and Black Dragon 
guildmaster. When overcoming the Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon, I had help from the Alchemist, 
the Venomous Snake, and the Medicine King. And while I would never say it out loud, I always owed 
much to Bae Hu-ryeong. 


I never thought I was alone. 
Unlike my lover in front of me. 


“You’ve been in charge of too many things alone up till now. [The empire must remain strong even 
after your death], [the prince needs to be set straight], [the demon of blood must be dealt with]. Isn’t 
this all you’ve been doing for 140 days?” 


“Are you saying that I’m burnt out?” 

“Yes.” 

“Please rest a little.” 

I placed the spring flowers I had picked at dawn in a vase and put it beside her bed. 


“T don’t like it when the person I love tries to take everything upon herself. No, I hate it. | would want 
her to step up when I’m tired, and when she’s tired, I’ll bear her troubles.” 


“We’re only in a fake relationship.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter. I’m serious.” 

“...Don’t you feel insulted?” 

“Aha. Your Ladyship doesn’t know me yet.” 

How could a person be so lovely? I smiled a little. 


“T’m a positive guy. Do you think I’ll be depressed or get an inferiority complex just because we’re in a 
fake relationship? Far from it; I think of it as an opportunity. Anyway, you will come to love me.” 


“My goodness. Where is this confidence coming from?” 


“Tt’s because you’ll spend time with just me. Until you tell me that you’re [tired of me], I won’t give up 
no matter what.” 


No matter what happened. 

“T will become your support.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily did not respond. Instead, she quietly drank her tea. 

As the days passed, my lover became more gaunt. 

The [demons] that appeared every night at midnight grew stronger and stronger over time. 


At first, the demons only took the forms of [tongues], [lips] at best. But the next day and the following 
day, they changed. They grew [arms] and [legs]. 


-Cackle. 


I realized it only when they had limbs: The demons resembled the Lady of the Silver Lily. They looked 
like the result of if the lady was simplified and reduced. 


-Are you going to kill us? 
-Are you going to kill me? 


I wordlessly slaughtered the demons every night. The Lady of the Silver Lily said that she would help, 
but I refused her firmly. She needed time alone and calm rest now more than anything. 


The paperwork that needed her approval? I stopped it all. 


Anyway, there were only a few days left before the end of this world. If the empire would collapse just 
because a duke’s daughter did not watch over it for a few days, it deserved to perish. 


Rest. 
A holiday alone. 
This was the first gift I gave to the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


“..It’s the first time I’ve experienced days like this.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily murmured as if she was troubled. 
“Ts it really all right to stay still?” 


Currently, we were sitting in the shade of a cherry tree and looking leisurely at the lake. I had carried 
the Lady of the Silver Lily here in my arms. 


That was it. 


There were no complex documents, no demons made of blood, and no students whispering and treating 
the lady like a spectacle. 


“Tt’s all right.” 

“But...” 

“Tt’s really all right, milady.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily closed her lips. She seemed unable to cope with her newfound peace. 
“Tl make it all right.” 

“T don’t want to rely on you.” 


“Did I say that I would help you forever? When I need help, you can help me, too. We can help each 
other, right? Live and help each other.” 


Quietly, the day passed. 

It was the ‘tenth day’ that the Lady of the Silver Lily spoke of. 

“Are you thirsty? I put some honey in the milk tea for today. I thought it might please you.” 
“When the sunlight becomes weaker, let’s ride a boat together. I’ ll row.” 

For that whole day, the Lady of the Silver Lily did nothing. 


In the morning, I woke her up and washed her face. I brought her a light meal. Later in the morning, I 
read her a collection of poems she liked. In the afternoon, I packed a snack and walked with her to the 
lake at the academy. 


Whish— 


The whistle of spring caused the magnolia and cherry blossoms to shed. The Lady of the Silver Lily 
softly raised her head to see the white colors scattering in the sky. Cherry blossoms fell on the surface 
of the lake and were buried by the ripples. 


For one hour, she said nothing. 


She remained silent even when I carried her to the boat. Quietly, she observed the flowing waves of 
petals. Splash. Splash. The lake meekly gave way to my rowing. 


“The spring is white,” whispered the Lady of the Silver Lily. “In the empire, we call this period [white 
spring]. There are times when the cherry blossoms bloom before the magnolias fall. One of my favorite 
classical poets said [As white blooms in white, so does spring blossom fully in spring. The white hue 
that winter could not finish sowing takes its final breath].” 


The speed at which she spoke matched the speed of the cherry petals flying in the sky. 
“Tt’s a beautiful season.” 

“Yes.” 

The sun went down. 

“T don’t know how long it has been since I’ve seen this spring.” 

A gentle springtide passed. 


We were drunk on the season. A pleasant daze. The formless spring air filled our heads. 
[The presence of the silver-plated heart becomes more prominent. ] 


So, when the time came for this world to perish, we were not panicked at all. No, we didn’t even say 
anything special. 


[The silver-plated heart is manifesting. ] 
The red sunset became redder. 


On the other side of the academy, I could dimly hear the students screaming. The blood from the mirror 
had likely drenched the academy. Then, it flowed to the edge of the lake, dying the water red. 


“Butler.” 

“Yes.” 

“Tt feels comfortable to be with you.” 

Our boat floated in the middle of the lake. 

The red blood that was encroaching from the lakeshore had yet to consume our sanctuary. 
“Can I really trust you?” 

I let go of the oars in my hands. 


“Your Ladyship had said that we are like parallel lines, and the person who dies first will always 
regress first. That’s why the two of us can’t be together forever.” 


“Mim ” 


“From now on.” 


I held the Lady of the Silver Lily’s hand. 


“My aura will wrap around your body. And it won’t just be your body; it’ll also be in your mind. And I 
will do the same to my body and mind at the same time.” 


Then. 

“T will blow up our heads at the exact same instant.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily stopped breathing for a moment. 
As her breaths quietened, her eyes grew wider. 

“That’s...” 


“Tt’s true that the person who dies first will regress first. It’s also true that the person who can’t regress 
won’t remember the other person. Then, there is only one way we can be together. We have to die at the 
same time.” 


I held her hand a little tighter. 
“Raviel Ivansia.” 

The person I love. 

“Please die with me.” 

After a while. 

She nodded. 

And so, we did just that. 


NAS 


1. The Maginot Line was a line of fortifications along the eastern border of France around the WWII 
era. Unfortunately, the line did not end up providing much defense. The imagery is often used to 
describe something that gives a false sense of security, but in this context, I believe it refers to a line 


that, if crossed, would mean sevectation OEM 
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3: 
I took care of my death just as others took care of their everyday lives. 


I always had the option to die more easily. Wrap my brain with aura. Pop it. In an instant, I could end 
my life painlessly. It was easy, simple, and convenient. 


That was why I didn’t kill myself that way. 
‘Because it’s easy, simple, and convenient.’ 


Ease. Simplicity. Convenience. Humans become careless when they get used to these three things. No 
matter how sharp and knife-like one’s mind is, it will eventually become rusty. 


‘In the end, the Flame Emperor died at my hands because of his carelessness.’ 


I sought after more painful deaths. I insisted on using my dagger to keep my sense and judgment sharp. 
That was what I had done. 


However, it would be different today. 
“Tt’s all right. It’ll end in no time.” 


I slowly sent my aura to the Lady of the Silver Lily through her hand. Was it because it was an 
unfamiliar feeling? The Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyebrows twitched as she received my crimson aura. 


“ It’s warm.” 
“Ves ” 


“Tt feels like hot water is riding my veins. If this is like your body heat, butler, you must run at a 
slightly warmer temperature than I.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily looked into my eyes. 
“T’m anxious.” 


“T’ve never felt anxious about the regression before. I thought that it would be fine so long as I did not 
lose myself. But... Today, I don’t want to lose you. If I regress first and you don’t remember me...” 


Would it make me a bitch if the Lady of the Silver Lily’s words made me happy? If I felt happy 
because she felt anxious for me? 


Yeah. That probably made me a bastard. 
“Don’t worry.” 


But I was a bastard just for her. 


“T’ll be with you.” 

While we shared our body heat, the world around us fell apart. 

Rumble— 

The ground cracked open with a bang, and blood sputtered out from the fractures. 


Demons from the underworld, the Lady of the Silver Lily’s once-familiars, ran wildly outside of the 
Lady of the Silver Lily’s control. They were as numerous as the water drops that made up the sea, and 
each drop was as large as a mountain. 


“Huh?” 

From far away, people screamed. 
“Demons! Demons are here!” 
“What bad luck.” 

They screamed. 


The promised ten days. The love of Lady of the Silver Lily secured by a wish, that eternal love that 
could not be held back by a semi-Constellation, was overflowing. 


But even in this situation, the Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me calmly, her heart encased in silver. 
“T will not tolerate any mistakes.” 
“Yes.” 


“If I die before you even by one-tenth of a second, if you die a millisecond faster than I do, I will never, 
ever forgive you. Engrave the words I just spoke into your heart. I’m only giving you one chance.” 


“Yes.” 

“Take it.” 

[The silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 

“Take responsibility for making me believe again.” 

I held her hand a little more tightly. 

“T will.” 

While the demons rampaged the ground, the glowing sunset sky shattered like a mirror. 
A deluge of blood poured down. 


The ground was gradually inundated with red. The echoing screams subsided in the sound of bubbles 
like they had drowned. 


It wasn’t just the Lady of the Silver Lily’s flood that caused this world to end. 


[The apostle of “The Ox that Harvests Ruins’ has manifested. ] 

There were also the other Constellations’ apostles whom she had once mentioned. 
[The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ has manifested. ] 

[The apostle of ‘The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ has manifested. ] 
Through the rifts of the torn sky, beings from the different worlds descended. 


The semi-Constellation of this world, the Lady of the Silver Lily. Aiming at the cracks of the fallen 
barrier, they didn’t even bother to keep up appearances and launched a full-blown invasion. 


“Anyhow, they’re a bunch with no sense for romance.” 

Their appearances were as varied as the Constellations who sent them. 
“Tt seems so.” 

Thus, they were easy to remember. 

“T should teach them a lesson.” 

“What sort of lesson?” 

“That they shouldn’t interfere with other people’s relationships.” 
“T like that.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily laughed. 

“But it’s fine if you don’t do it now.” 

It was just as she said. We didn’t have time right now anyway. 
“Milady.” 

The broken firmament of the sunset. Blood pouring without end. 


Demons creeping up from the ground and invaders descending from the sky. The person before me had 
managed to endure all of these scenes of the end by herself. 


Until today. 
“Butler,” said the Lady of the Silver Lily. 
“Kill me.” 


The world had been dyed red, and only the lady, I, the boat, and the water three meters around us 
remained untouched. From the ruddy lake, countless tongues and lips erupted to laugh at us. 


In this place. 
I allowed myself a comfortable death for the first time. 
The aura that coated our bodies burned. 


Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 


Ninth form. 

Sword of Suicide. 

Without a single error. Without a moment’s distortion. 

[You have died. ] 

We died. 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

4. 

When I opened my eyes, I was lying in the shade of a white tree. 
It was evening. 

The sky was turning yellow. 


It wasn’t strange that I opened my eyes here. From the day I decided to be the Lady of the Silver Lily’s 
exclusive butler, I went for walks with her in the evening. 


I hurriedly tried to get up when— 
“—You’re awake?” 

Whisper. 

I heard a voice right next to me. 
“You finally came to your senses.” 
I looked around. 

“You’re a disgrace of a butler.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily stood with her back against the bright sunset. She held a parasol in her 
hand, casting a shadow below her feet. Whoosh— As the wind blew through her silver hair, I 
accidentally stopped breathing. 


‘Did I succeed?’ 

My heart was pounding. 

‘Or did I fail?’ 

I didn’t know yet. 

I didn’t know, so I just looked at the Lady of the Silver Lily. 


Her fingers, loosely gripping the parasol handle. Her gesture as she pushed back the hair that the wind 
had scattered. Her lips, closed tight as usual. Each of her motions made me tremble. 


“Butler. You told me a slight lie.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily opened her mouth. 


“You promised that we would go back to the same time. But didn’t I come back nine days before you?” 
Ah. 

“Even if it’s a fake relationship, you left your lover alone for nine days. It’s quite the disgraceful act.” 

I succeeded. 


“T waited alone for you for nine days. I alone felt anxious while I was waiting. You swore to be beside 
me but couldn’t keep your word. Isn’t this negligent and slacking?” 


I succeeded. 

“If you want to make up for your wrongdoing this time, you’ll have to face some punishment.” 

I succeeded. 

“Hmm. I’m thirsty. Butler, give me the tea that you brought...” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily couldn’t finish her sentence. 

Because I stood up and hugged her. 

I wanted to embrace her so much that I could not stop myself. 

The wind blew. The parasol the Lady of the Silver Lily had been holding fell and rolled on the grass. 


Though I was already hugging her, it wasn’t enough. A little more. More. I wanted to hold her even 
more. I knew that my feeling was because I wanted to hold dear her heart, not her body. 


“Tm sorry.” 

I made her wait for so long alone. 

“Tt’s nothing.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily held my back. 


“Tt’s all right now. I can’t say that I wasn’t amused by watching the version of you that hadn’t spent the 
final days with me.” 


“That’s a lie.” 

“Yes, it’s a lie. It wasn’t very fun. But it’s all right. I’m very patient.” 
“T’m sorry.” 

“T forgive you.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily caressed my neck. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 71%. ] 


I wanted to love her like crazy. 


“Are you crying?” 
“No ” 

“You’re lying.” 
“Yes.” 


“T hate lies. It’s all right to joke, but don’t tell me any lies. I won’t lie to you, either. I won’t lie to you 
with words, gestures, nor glances.” 


“Are you crying?” 


“If you don’t want to talk, you have the right to stay silent. I won’t press you. I won’t push you. We can 
wait slowly until the other person wants to talk.” 


“Yes.” 

Thank goodness. 

Thank goodness that I had fallen in love with her. 

Thank goodness that I became someone who could love her. 
“T have a request, Your Ladyship.” 

“What would that be?” 

May I kiss you? 

I held myself back. 

Thank goodness, again, that she couldn’t see my face. 

“I’m really sorry, but could you wait a little longer for me?” 
“How rude. How much longer do you mean for me to wait?” 
“Eight days.” 

“Why?” 

“Seven days.” 


“Hmm?” 


“Until we can be together on that first day.” 


Silence. 


“_..Impudent man,” the Lady of the Silver Lily whispered in my ears. “In the end, you mean you’ kill 
me nine more times.” 


“Tt didn’t hurt, did it?” 


“Tt didn’t hurt. Like you said, it was over in an instant. But you’ve already taken my life once, and that 
you’ll take even more makes your nature seem horrible.” 


“May I kiss you?” 


Oops. I couldn’t hold back. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily moved her head and met my eyes. 
Red. 

The color that I would love most from now was there. 

“T will exercise my right to remain silent.” 

So I kissed her. 

We held each other in our arms. 


From breath to breath, lips to lips, I cast my aura and offered the temperature of my heart. I was also 
thankful that my aura was red. The sounds of our breathing mixed together. 


Then. 
[You have died. ] 
[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


The next time I opened my eyes, the Lady of the Silver Lily was by my side. We didn’t talk. Maybe we 
had already talked a lot. The Lady of the Silver Lily held my hand, and I kissed her. 


[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 
To get a little bit closer to her. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


To meet the Lady of the Silver Lily, who said that we would forever be parallel lines, I tilted my head. I 
kissed her. Before our timelines could overlap, our lips met. 


In the cold corridor of her residence. 


[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

In a dark basement. 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

Under the white magnolia petals. 

“Milady.” 

I panted. 

“Before you came here, did you brush your teeth?” 

“Tt seems like a good time to use my right to remain silent.” 
“That’s underhanded. Only you would get away with it.” 


“Tn this world, there are two cases in which you will be forgiven for acting underhanded. One is at war, 
and the other is in love. Furthermore—” 


When I died, I regressed 24 hours, but the Lady of the Silver Lily returned to the first day in the 
ballroom. 


She counted the gaps in time. 


“You made me wait nine days, eight, seven... In total, thirty nine days. My proper underhandedness 
makes it possible for you to relieve your conscience. Be grateful.” 


“Then, 39 days of kissing...” 

“You’re being annoying, so shut up.” 

[You have died. ] 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

The next time I opened my eyes, I was in the private room of the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“Death King!” 


The Heretic Questioner, who had not yet become the Lady of the Golden Silk, smiled. My timeline was 
maintained, but the Heretic Questioner’s was not. So, while my immersion rate remained the same, the 
Heretic Questioner’s immersion decreased the closer I approached the first day. 


“The Lady of the Silver Lily came to visit! Aha. I wonder what it’s about to come so late at night. I 
heard that she stays in a separate accommodation, not the dormitories. Seeing she came here at this 
time, something is...” 


“Where is she now?” 


“Ah. She’s waiting in the garden in front of the dorms.” 


I opened the door and ran. Behind me, the Heretic Questioner called, “Death King?” but I had no time 
to respond. There was someone who had waited for me. 


A little faster. 

Even just a little, hurry. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily stood under the magnolias. 

A white lotus bloomed in the night sky. 

The snow-capped lotus flower was like a heart that had lost its red color. 


Some people in the dormitories were probably peeking into the garden from the windows. But the two 
of us stepped closer, embraced each other, and met lips. 


I whispered, “Did you know?” 
“T don’t know. Go ahead. Show off.” 


“My name is Gongja, and I call you Your Ladyship, or ‘gong-nyeo.’ Side by side, we become 
Gongnyeo and Gongja. Of course, the words may sound different in Your Ladyship’s language, 
but...”[1] 


“Are you saying that we’re a match made in heaven?” 

“T think so.” 

“You’re getting conceited because of a coincidence.” 

“T love you.” 

Lips touched. 

Breaths mixed. 

Time overlapped. 

[You have died. ] 

Finally. 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

When I opened my eyes, I was in a fancy ballroom. 

The chandelier drooped from the ceiling and hung like a weeping willow. 
Underneath, dozens of ladies and gentlemen were dancing in pairs. 
This was the place we first met. 

The place where the Heretic Questioner was slapped. 


The first stage our timelines intersected. 


In the middle of the ballroom, we faced each other. 
I moved my feet. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily also stepped forward. 


In the place where dozens of shadows fluttered, under the white chandelier, we kissed, unable to say 
who had moved first. 


We needed no words. 


Around us, voices of astonishment sounded. We ignored them. The band who had been playing music 
in the ballroom stopped. The ladies and gentlemen stopped dancing and stared at us. Still, we ignored 
them. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyes. Her voice. I was simply immersed in the contours of her existence. 
“We,” 

My forehead touched the forehead of the Lady of the Silver Lily. 

“Ts it still Day One?” 

The comers of Lady of the Silver Lily’s mouth curved upward. 

“Tt’s the first day. It’ll always be the first day.” 

“Forever?” 

“As long as we both wish it to be.” 

We kissed again. 

We indulged in the moment like it was forever. 

Only the sounds of our two breaths quietly spread in the spacious ballroom. 
“Auh...?” 

A long time later, the Heretic Questioner spoke up from behind us. 

“Uh. Did I miss something?” 

Nobody could answer. 


NAS 


[1] Gongnyeo (S44) refers to the daughter of a duke or feudal lord. Some people translate it as 
“princess,” and there are other meanings too. Gongja (S41), in addition to meaning “Confucius,” can 
refer to the son of a duke/noble. 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through 
Discord: https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 105. < The Way He Loves. (3) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
5. 
I’m happy to be with you. 


It would be an exaggeration to say I lived this life just to meet you, but it isn’t a lie to say I’ll live for 
you. What a relief. I could say that without a single lie. 


“Are you crying again?” 

I could be that sort of person. 

“Let’s make a promise.” 

I could be a person who cares for someone. 
“Say it. | want to hear you.” 


“When the other person is obviously crying, don’t ask if they’re crying. Truthfully, Your Ladyship, 
you’re just asking that to tease me, aren’t you?” 


“Mm. There’s something about you that keeps surprising me. You’re unexpectedly clever, but you 
obviously can’t keep your wits around me. There aren’t many people who are so fun to tease...” 


“Please make the promise.” 

“T don’t want to.” 

Ah. I liked it when Her Ladyship told me no. 

I really like her... 

I love her... 

-Aaaagh! Argh! Ack! My eyes! Ack! Keuaagh! My eeeyyyeees! 
Bae Hu-ryeong rolled around agitatedly. 


-Save me! Save this soul! Why must I suffer this misfortune instead of ascending to the heavens after I 
croaked?! Why do I have to see your mug blush in real-time?! You bitch, my eyes! Spare my life, you 
fucking embarrassing zombie!! 


‘Ah, Sword Emperor. I pity you for not knowing the awesomeness of love.’ 
-Shudduuuppp! 

‘Raviel Ivansia, master of my heart...’ 

-S, stop it. Just stop it...! 


Hmm. 


Strangely, Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice sounded more distant than usual. His blaring foghorn of a voice felt a 
little quieter. 


‘Is he having a delayed reaction?’ 
It wasn’t only Bae Hu-ryeong who started to react. 


The ballroom had frozen when the Lady of the Silver Lily and I kissed. That frigid air finally began to 
thaw. 


“L-lady of the Silver Lily. Right now, w-what are you...?” 

Oh. How fascinating. 

Who knew that ramen noodles could talk? 

Or, looking at it again, it looked like garbage. 

“T apologize for causing a commotion.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily softly leaned her head against my shoulder. 
“T shouldn’t have done something like this in public, Your Highness.” 
“Uhis.” 


“On a small scale, I’ve ruined Sormwyn’s ball, and on a larger scale, I’ve tarnished the honor of the 
nation’s foundation. My crimes are great.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily spoke in a whisper. She didn’t need to speak louder; her cool voice had a 
force that grabbed people’s attention. Everyone in the ballroom stared blankly at the Lady of the Silver 
Lily. 


“Please discipline me, for my crimes are great. I am resigned to accept my punishment.” 
“P-punishment?” 


“Do you find it difficult to determine my punishment? Of course you do. Then I shall decide the 
punishment in Your Highness’s stead. Starting today, I shan’t dare to attend the academy and attract 
further negative attention. I shall quietly reflect on my wrongs. And—” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily took out a small envelope from her bosom. The crown prince was still out 
of it and meekly accepted the envelope. 


“This is...2” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily slowly opened her mouth. 
“This is a request for my withdrawal from the academy.” 


Another blizzard struck the ballroom as the air was about to thaw. The ladies and gentlemen, especially 
the blond trash, looked shocked. 


“T shall remain on probation until my withdrawal is finalized. I will not receive personal visits. Your 
Highness, please approve of this punishment.” 


“R-Ravi...?” 
“T am much obliged by your permission, Your Highness.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily, still leaning against my shoulder, bowed her head to the prince. A closer 
look made it seem more like a nod than a bow. 


‘But she must still feel something for the prince because of the sword in the mirror...’ 
Was this okay? I thought about it for a moment. 


But actually, didn’t the Lady of the Silver Lily catch the prince’s spies by the neck with this move? So 
it was all right. This much was nothing. And above all, it didn’t matter since Raviel seemed happy. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily grabbed my hand and pulled. 
“Let’s go.” 

“Ah. Yes.” 

After making the ballroom fall into shock and fear... we left. 
We just left. 

No matter how or why, no one could stop us. 


Maybe they could have stopped me or the Lady of the Silver Lily individually, but it wasn’t possible 
when we were together. If we wanted to leave, we left. If they still stood in our way? Fuck ’em. How 
could they stop the regressor couple? 


“Death King! Death King!” 
Only the Heretic Questioner tried to catch us. He followed us out of the ballroom. 
“What about clearing this stage? And what did that smooch just now mean? I don’t get it at all!” 


The Heretic Questioner was in the faction that called kisses “smooches.” That was surprising. I knew 
there were people in the world who used that word, but I didn’t expect the Heretic Questioner to be one 
of them...[1] 


“Heretic Questioner.” 


“Yes, Death King! Ah. Just so you know, my heart area keeps thumping when I see you with that lady, 
Death King. Hmm, what could this mean...?” 


“Tt’s a heart attack. You should be careful.” 
“T see. So it’s a heart attack.” 


“Yes. Also, Ill be working on this stage separately. You can go on vacation, Heretic Questioner. I’ll call 
for you if I need you.” 


“Ah. All right.” 

The Heretic Questioner laughed innocently. 

“Understood! I’ll freely act as I wish!” 

The endless sunshine of his was disturbing. 

“.. Heretic Questioner.” 

“Yes!” 

“You can’t kill people.” 

“Ah. Roger that!” 

“You can’t torture them, either.” 

“All right.” 

“Nor can you kidnap or imprison people to dig for information.” 
“Death King.” 

The Heretic Questioner looked at me like he was troubled. 
“Then there’s nothing I can do?” 

“T’Il handle it, so just stay in the corner of your room and read a fairy tale.” 
“Mm. Okay. I understand...” 


The Heretic Questioner became pouty. He looked just like a sad Welsh corgi with drooping ears. I 
sighed and patted him on the shoulder. 


“You’ll get something to do later. Just lie low until then.” 

The Heretic Questioner looked up at my face. He tilted his head three times then opened his mouth. 
“Death King. I just heard that my immersion rate has gone up. What’s that?” 

“Tt’s a heart attack.” 

Just lie low. Please. 

6. 


“The whole empire will become rowdy starting tomorrow,” the Lady of the Silver Lily said calmly as 
we stormed out of the academy. 


“Will it?” 
“Tt’s because I’m well-known.” 


We were riding in a carriage that belonged to the Lady of the Silver Lily. Her Ladyship had said, ‘Since 
I decided to live recklessly for a change, I want to leave the academy,’ and I, of course, had no reason 
to object. 


“To start with, around 200 letters from the social circles in the capital will come pouring out. Twenty 
will come from the social circles in my hometown, and ten of those will be from my father. Lastly, His 
Majesty the Emperor may also send an emissary. Gongja, suggest some solutions.” 


“Um ” 


I was about to speak when I paused. Wait a moment. Did Her Ladyship call me [Gongja] instead of 
[butler]? This was the first time she called me by my name. 


“What’s wrong?” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked up. 
“Your face is red. Gongja, have you caught a cold?” 


“The nights are cold in the spring. Gongja. Even if your body temperature runs high, you must be 
cautious. So, won’t you quickly answer my question, Gongja?” 


Uh. 
I had to counter, even if it’s just a little. 


“W-when did you write your request for withdrawal? You wrote it in secret when I wasn’t around, even 
though we’re going to repeat this day. Wow. That’s a little cute.” 


“Cute, Gongja? Did you think I’d be flustered if you called me cute? Gongja, were you trying to 
counterattack? Now, that’s cute. Did you want me to call you cute, Gongja?” 


“T’]l take that as your surrender.” 
Today as well, milady won. 


This was my future now. On the other hand, wasn’t I the winner if my future involved being beaten by 
Her Ladyship? That thought ended me. 


“Tt’s small,” the Lady of the Silver Lily said suddenly. She was staring through the window at 
Sormwyn Academy, which was becoming smaller and smaller. 


“Sormwyn Academy was established to strengthen the empire’s power. Children of nobility and 
influential families from across the empire are somewhat forced into one location. By sharing the same 
education, language, and schedule, we become the citizens of [one empire].” 


“How complicated.” 


“T’ve been there for too long,” murmured the Lady of the Silver Lily. “Past that small gate lurks 
jealousy, vanity, arrogance, exclusivity, love, lust—everything, barely hidden under the name of 
tradition and order. In the end, the empire that we have to govern is not inside there. It’s outside. Does 
His Highness even know that fact...” 


“Raviel.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily paused. 

“You can worry about the empire later. You’re pushing yourself too hard.” 
“For now, please think of me and me alone. I’Il blow your mind.” 
The carriage rattled. 

“Gongja.” 

“Yes.” 

“If you break my heart, I’Il kill you.” 

My neck felt cold. 

“Do you understand?” 

“Yes, I understand.” 

“Tell me what you understand.” 


“Never. No matter what happens. I won’t scar your spirit. If I ever hurt you because of genuine 
ignorance, I’ll apologize.” 


“You need to understand it a little better.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily stood up and sat beside me. 
Squeeze. 


She placed her palm on the back of my hand. My heart jumped, but the back of my neck was still cold. 
The one I fell in love with had fire in her eyes and ice in her voice. 


“Tf you ever betray me, Gongja.” 
“Yes.” 


“T’]l make you strangle me with your own hands. Don’t use aura or anything like it. Only use your own 
hands to kill. Kill me again and again until this world where you and I have met is erased. It doesn’t 
matter if it takes hundreds or thousands of days. I will sentence you to my death.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily held my hand gently. She put my hand on her neck. White skin. Coldness. 
In the center of her neck, I could feel her icy vocal folds. 


“And live forever remembering that I will never forgive you.” 
“Tf it’s you, you can live forever. If that’s what you want.” 

I gulped. 

“Yes.” 


“Know that the moment you betray me, you will be banished to an eternal hell.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily whispered, “Do you understand?” 
I opened my mouth. 

“T understand, Raviel.” 

“If you have any secrets to tell me, confess them now.” 

“T have a skill called the Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation.” 

I confessed without any hesitation. 


“Someone who dies by my hand can be summoned by me after their death. The summoned person may 
not have the powers they did in life, but if I want them to, they’I!l inherit their former appearance and 
memories.” 


“T see. So you will be able to summon me, too.” 

“You’ve died with me nine times, so I can summon nine different Raviels.” 
“T forbid it.” 

“All right.” 


I never intended to summon the Lady of the Silver Lily in the first place. No matter what the 
circumstances were. But her voice and words cut off the possibility for good. 


Love was a sacred promise and a contract. 

We were writing our own laws, rules for just us two. 

“T’]l add one more thing to your punishment should you betray me. Dispose of that skill.” 
“T will.” 


Then, I chose my next words. She was the one I loved. She was the one who would love me. She was 
the person I had to treasure and treat cautiously the most in the world. 


“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier.” 

“If you promise me something else, I’ll forgive you.” 
“Anything.” 

“Don’t kill yourself without my permission.” 


“Don’t die even when it’s an easy escape. You are my lover. You can’t be someone who throws away 
his life carelessly. Even if you don’t think you can escape death, struggle until the end.” 


I was silent. 
I was engraving the promise I made with her in my heart. 


“T won't.” 


“Tell me what you want from me.” 
“When I ask you to trust me, please believe in me.” 
“T will always trust you.” 


The carriage rattled. Using that slight vibration as an excuse, the Lady of the Silver Lily and I drew 
closer. Our lips met. 


From that day on. 
We became each other’s love. 


NAS 


[1]: There are several ways to say “kiss” in Korean. Gongja uses 7|“~ which is just a transliterated 
“kiss” whereas the Heretic Questioner uses “4#4#,” which is onomatopoetic and cutesy. 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through 
Discord: https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 106. < 1 DAYS. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
“But, Your Ladyship.” 
“What is it?” 


“Why don’t we go on vacation, just for ten days?” I suggested. “Nobody works as hard as you. 
Officially and privately, you’ve done your best. So let’s set aside all the serious things for the next ten 
days and then use our regression skills all in a row...” 


“You want to play around like commoners?” 
“Exactly.” 

“Hmm.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily said composedly, 


“No matter what sort of mess we make, nobody else will remember if we regress a day, so we have 
nothing to lose.” 


“As expected of you, you understand me even if I don’t spell things out.” 
“Wouldn’t we be playing on an unfair field?” 

“Yes, we will.” 

“Mm. A very bad man has become my lover...” 

“Ten days. Agreed?” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily took out her fan and held it. 

“T feel like it'll be a waste if it’s ten days. Make it fifteen.” 

“Nice.” 

We enjoyed ourselves like we were venting our steam from our past lives. 


Sormwyn Academy was located by the capital. There were plenty of entertaining things to do just a 
carriage ride away. And my love was the greatest heir of the greatest noble family in the empire. 


“Where would you like to sit?” 
To put it simply, she had overwhelming power and money. 
She was the top lady in this world. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily bluntly said to the polite theater staff, “I shall hire a theater company for a 
day.” 


“Excuse me?” 


“T said I would buy the company for today. Don’t you understand? Do I have to repeat myself a third 
time for it to go into your ears? Does this troupe practice its skills by repeating everything three times?” 


“N-no! I’m sorry! I will immediately notify our troupe leader right away!” 
For plays and operas, renting a theater company for a day was the standard. 
“Gongja. There’s something I’ve always wanted to try.” 

“What is it?” 

“Hiring six theater groups at the same time.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily was speaking calmly, but I knew. She was having fun, like a mischievous 
imp playing a trick. 


“Then, [’ll get them all to put on their shows simultaneously on a large stage. Three plays would be 
tragedies, two comedies, and the remaining one should be an opera.” 


“Um. It sounds like it’ll be a total mess.” 
“Exactly. I want to see that mess.” 
“Then, let’s see it.” 


We called for the six most expensive troupes in the capital. No leader of a theater group would refuse to 
answer to the daughter of the Duke of Ivansia. 


What? This rash action would decrease the Ivansia duchy’s reputation and honor? That was fine. We 
were a regressor couple. If we played around one day and returned one day, that was that. What could 
they do to us? 


“Aah. Such tremendous chaos. I wanted to see this...” 

My lover held her fan as if she was deeply satisfied while I— 
“Pffft, hahahaha!” 

—TI rolled on the floor laughing, holding my stomach. 


Clowns acted out a comedy next to an actor seriously reciting tragic lines. When six plays were stacked 
on top of each other, even the most solemn lines in the world became a joke. The actors were sweating 
all throughout the show. 


“Let’s clean out the gambling houses in the capital!” 
“An excellent idea. I agree.” 


The two of us went to an exclusive casino for nobles. It was a place where people hid their identities by 
wearing masks like at a masquerade. But my beloved? No noble wouldn’t recognize her silver hair that 
flowed like moonlight. 


“Call it.” 
“C, call.” 


When the Lady of the Silver Lily said to call, her opponent cowered and called. 
“Die.” 

“T, I fold.” 

When the Lady of the Silver Lily said to die, her opponent meekly put down their cards. 
“Raise the stakes.” 

“R, raising...” 

“Higher.” 

“R, raise again...” 

When she asked to go higher, the numbers went higher. 

“Go all in. All of you.” 

“All... in...” 


A miracle comparable to the parting of the Red Sea descended upon the luxurious casino. My mind was 
set on founding [The Silver Lily Religion] in honor of my lover, and the first passage would depict this 
scene. 


Oh, it was beautiful how the villainous lady destroyed others for her amusement. 
“Th-this is barbarous!” 


When approximately sixteen nobles tearfully paid us with diamond rings and necklaces, the owner of 
the gambling house came running to us. He was a middle-aged man with a Kaiser beard. 


“Even as the duke’s daughter, you can’t do this in this store...” 


“Oho. Are you aware of who I am? How odd. I thought this establishment valued and enforced silence 
to hide customers’ identities completely, even if they were to be found out. I must have heard wrong.” 


“T, I don’t know you! Of course I don’t know, but...” 
“You dare not recognize who I am? Do you want your head chopped off?” 


The owner of the gambling house opened and closed his mouth. This man was also a noble, but his 
lineage was very different. He had been neutralized and sunk less than a minute after he had come 
running. 


“Uh-huh. Look at this gentleman. The lady asked you a question, so why aren’t you answering?!” 


For reference, I was sticking close to the Lady of the Silver Lily like I was her minion and pitching a 
fit. It was so warm by my lover’s side. 


“Do you think it’s funny to ignore milady’s question? Do you intend to scorn her family by keeping 
your trap shut?!” 


“N-not at all. I would never. I-it’s just that this is a small business, so please be a little more 
considerate...” 


“Good grief. Your Ladyship, this can’t stand. This man’s arrogance pierces the sky. I must strike down 
his neck for his disrespect!” 


“Hieek?!” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily carelessly fanned herself. 


“Tt’s all right. Though Baron Ruibe secretly built a drug lab in the basement to sell illegal goods in the 
capital, it doesn’t mean we need to chop his head off.” 


Flinch. 


Mister Kaiser-beard’s shoulders shook. His expression showed doubt whether he had heard right. Soon, 
his face turned blue, and the man acted genuinely appalled, hiding his previous shock. 


“T-I don’t know what you are saying... “ 
“Sit down.” 
“If you sit and play ten rounds with me, I will let you go for the night.” 


In the end, we emptied out the wallet of the owner of the casino. Then, we scattered the mountain of 
gold and jewels in the streets. 


These days were like dreams. 
Hopeful days during which beautiful dreams became real. 


We did what we wanted and frolicked as we wished. We passed time in the most extravagant room of 
the most upscale inn in the capital. Hugging the Lady of the Silver Lily, I jumped into the ginormous 
bed. 


“Mm.” 

On the first day. 

The tips of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s eyes rose up. 
“Mhm.” 

The second day. 

The corners of Lady of the Silver Lily’s mouth tilted upward. 
“ ..Haha.” 


On the third day, the Lady of the Silver Lily smiled. It wasn’t a smirk or a scoff but a smile that sprung 
from joy. My lover’s smile was as pure as a child learning to laugh for the first time. 


“Gongja.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily buried her face in my chest. 

“Are you happy?” 

“Because you’re in this world, I can live a little more.” 

I became happy. 

The minimum number for human beings to be happy was two people. 

“T’l write a diary starting from today.” 

“Ts it to show it to me?” 

“One of my colleagues is good at playing instruments. I’1] learn music from that person.” 
“You’re doing this to serenade me.” 

“No matter what happens, I will keep living.” 


One day, we bribed and bullied some guards into emptying the most crowded street in the capital for an 
hour. We rented the place. 


One day, we entered the palace and laid out everything that one shouldn’t say in front of the emperor. 
The Lady of the Silver Lily said, “Take care of your son, Your Majesty. There’s no other boor like 
him.” When she said that, the emperor slipped from his throne. “Your Majesty?!” The officials around 
him panicked. 


One day passed. And another. 
We traveled around during our vacation. 
‘It’s just like a honeymoon.’ 


I didn’t speak those words out loud. Merely thinking about it made my face flush. However, I believed 
that the Lady of the Silver Lily was thinking the same. 


On the final day. 


On our last day, we didn’t go anywhere. 
We just sat side by side at the fountain in the city square from day to night. 


Holding hands, we watched the shadows of countless people coming in and out of the square. In the 
alley between the fruit shop and the bar, a newspaper boy scurried about. 


“We did some really bad things.” 
After half a day, the lady opened her mouth. 


“Yes, we’re vicious bitches.” 


I held her hand firmly. 


This trip was not because I loved her but to love her more. Now, after repeating this day fifteen times, I 
fell deeper in love with her. And I wanted to love her more. 


“Only the two of us know, though.” 

“We’re accomplices.” 

A quiet laugh. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 81%.] 

The evidence of joy. 

“Raviel. Do you recall what I said to you in the carriage?” 
“T remember everything you’ve said to me.” 

“T asked you to trust me when I ask for your trust.” 
“Of course.” 

“Please remember that promise.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. 


“Tt seems that you’re doing something suspicious. Gongja, it’ll be better for your heart if you speak 
honestly.” 


“From now on, I’m going to increase my immersion rate to 99%.” 


While exploring this day, the Lady of the Silver Lily and I talked a lot. Really a lot. The Lady of the 
Silver Lily heard it all from me: what kind of world I came from, what an [Apocalypse] was, and what 
an [immersion rate] was. 


“T need to almost completely become the butler. Someone who was born and has lived in this world.” 
“Why?” 

“T can’t tell you why.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily put her hand on her chin. 

“’..50 your strategy will only succeed if nobody else knows about it.” 

*¥es.” 

“The reason you’re saying this now is because you need to ask for a favor.” 

“That’s right.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily sighed. I felt like I had been hit. 


“_,.From the start, you made me promise to [trust] you for this moment. Really, despite your looks, 
you’re a shrewd man. I should be more vigilant when you talk. All right. What do you need me to do?” 


It was time to carry out the plan. 

2; 

First, we returned to [Day One], the starting point of this stage. To the moment when the ball opened. 
The two of us hurried out of the ballroom and to the Lady of the Silver Lily’s quarters. 

“First, please tie my hands and feet tightly to the chair.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily made a peculiar expression. 

“Gongja, I think it’s too early for us to enter that world...” 


“T don’t know what Your Ladyship is thinking, and I don’t think I should know. But I’m satisfied with 
my life now, so don’t worry.” 


“T promised to believe in you, so I must...” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily bound my body to the chair. 

I tested it by trying to move my limbs, but I didn’t budge at all. 

With this, it would be safe. 

-Hey, Kim mbie. What are you doing now? This big bro is getting a little nervous. 
[Shiny is concerned about the warmor’s behavior. ] 

My immersion rate was already over 80%. 


I thought that the original owner of the body, the ‘butler,’ must have cared for not just the Lady of the 
Golden Silk but also the Lady of the Silver Lily. Either way, he could never fulfill his love. The butler 
must have been silently closing off his heart. 


The crown prince was two-timing with the Lady of the Silver Lily and the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
The Lady of the Golden Silk had hold of both the crown prince and the butler. The butler had feelings 
for both the Lady of the Silver Lily and the Lady of the Golden Silk. And now, the Lady of the Silver 
Lily was cheating on the crown prince with me. 


‘It’s a fucked-up romance.’ 

But. 

“Thank you.’ 

Now, I was just eternally grateful to the butler, who had kept a flame for the Lady of the Silver Lily. 
Thanks to that, I could set up such a plan. 

I was determined. 


“Please bring me a mirror.” 


“All right.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily ordered her servants to put a large mirror in front of me. I saw my 
reflection, unable to move at all in the chair. 


“Character window.” 

The letters slid onto the surface of the mirror. 

+ 

Name: Kim Gongja 

Favorability: 90 

Favorite Genres: [Martial Arts], [Romance], [Detective], [Adventure] 
Disliked Genres: N/A 


Favorite Characters: [Master/Teacher], [Lover], [Virtuous Hero], [Victim], [Hard Worker], [Child], 
[Good Person], [One Who Reflects On Oneself], [One Who Is Generous To Others], [One Who 
Acknowledges Me] 


+ 
The analysis continued below. 

Almost everything about me was there. 

With the character window in front of me, I looked up at the Lady of the Silver Lily. 
“Raviel.” 

“I’m listening.” 

“Please kiss me wildly. To make me love you more.” 


“Did you want to be kissed while being tied up? You should have told me your preferences earlier. I 
could have read up on it.” 


“At some point, I will no longer be [me].” 
When the immersion rate exceeds 90% and approaches 100%. 


When I saw the Heretic Question become completely immersed in the character of the Lady of the 
Golden Silk. When I witnessed her growing [hair] despite his transformation technique. That was when 
I realized it. 


That was the way. 
That was the trick to beating this stage the way I wanted to. 


“At that time, please kill me, milady.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily froze. 
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The Lady of the Silver Lily briefly hesitated. 
“What?” 


“Milady. Think about it. Since it’s Your Ladyship, you’!I think the same thing I’ve thought of. You’re 
also a regressor.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s brows pinched, and she touched her chin. She appeared to be in thought. 
Shortly after, the Lady of the Silver Lily raised her brows in realization. 


“Indeed.” 

As expected, she noticed it. 

“Yes.” 

“But, Gongja. This is dangerous. It’s no different from gambling.” 


“From that perspective, we’ve already won. This is the Tower’s mistake, and we have an advantage by 
pointing out the oversight.” 


“_.. There is one more problem.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. 
“T won’t remember you.” 


“Tt’ll be all right. Pll definitely resolve the issue somehow. However, when I can’t get out of this world 
with my own power, please help me say [Transfer]. That’s all I’m asking for, Raviel.” 


I opened my mouth. 

“Please trust me.” 

There was silence. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily didn’t speak for a while. 
“All right.” 

She approached me. 


“I’ve become your first bitch of a lover, and you’ll be my last. Anything that can be taken away will 
be.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily grabbed my chin. 


“Really, I ended up with a bad man as my lover.” 


With that, she kissed me. 

I softly accepted her exhalation. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 83%. ] 

The last run. 


As soon as I saw the Heretic Questioner be engulfed by the Lady of the Golden Silk, I had a strange 
feeling. 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 85%. ] 

Why was his ‘transformation’ maintained? 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 85%. ] 

Wasn’t it strange? 


The Heretic Questioner could freely change his appearance with his sacred techniques. He could grow 
out his hair. However, the skill belonged to the ‘Heretic Questioner,’ not the ‘Lady of the Golden Silk.’ 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 85%. ] 

Nevertheless, the transformation had somewhat remained. 
There was only one conclusion. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 87%. ] 

Even if we became immersed, our skills would not disappear. 
The Lady of the Golden Silk still had the skills of the Heretic Questioner. 
He merely forgot how to use them and thus did not. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 88%. ] 

And that would also be the case for me. 


As my immersion approached 90%, I became dizzy. 


A surge of memories entered. 


The memories of the original owner of this body cascaded like a flood. Before, I could only peek into 
the memories of or share the emotions of the original owner. But it was different now. 


[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 89%. ] 
My memories were disappearing. 


Even the voice of the director gathering us to recite the national anthem in the orphanage. Even how I 
didn’t want to go to the bathroom in the winter because it was too cold. Even the laughter of the older 
kids who occasionally played with us. 


-Hey! Kim wja! Really, what the heck are @u doing n™? 

[mm@iny asks the grior to stm! ] 

Even the voices of Bae Hu-ryeong and the Holy Sword. 

“How are you?” 

Only the voice of the Lady of the Silver Lily was clear. 

“T’m... for now, it’s okay... More.” 

“You’re asking me for more kisses. My lover is truly spoiled.” 

I couldn’t breathe. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 90%. ] 

I was dizzy. 

In the midst of this dizziness, I forced my eyes open to see the reflections of the two of us in the mirror. 
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+ 
My self. 


My existence was being overwritten. 


“Are you still all right?” 
“Raviel.” 

I was scared. 

“T love you. I love you, Raviel...” 
“T know.” 


“Even if I’m bor again, I’1l still love you. So, so that I can never forget you, don’t let me forget you 
even if I die...” 


“T know.” 

Our lips met. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 91%.] 

My memories were vanishing. 
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+ 
My existence was weakening. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 92%. ] 

A cheap dagger. 

‘There isn’t even a sheath, but whatever.’ 

My origins. 

‘Because this is all I can buy with the money I have.’ 
My limits. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 93%. ] 


A tiny room. 

Worn-out walls. 

Newspapers and photographs. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 94%. ] 

A handsome man in a ponytail... 

Holding a spear wrapped in fire, 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 95%. ] 

Internet. 

An alley. 

‘But Hyung-ssi, you’ve seen my face,’ 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 96%. ] 

Me, burning. 

A mansion, burning. 

‘Kind sir.’ 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 97%. ] 

A day when a lot of red rain fell. 

An acacia garden, ‘I!’ 

‘I didn’t know!’ someone shouted while trembling. 
In the acacia garden. 
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+ 
Snow. 

A snowfield. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 98%. ] 

A red peony. 

One petal. 
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That was why. 

‘I’m going to teach this kid how to be happy!’ Someone told me— 
So, I. 

[The immersion toward the character is deepened. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 99%. ] 

I 

Who am I? 
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Something... 

-BEE Bee! 6, 8, ee! 

[SEO BES 2 ee | 

Something was being noisy. 

My head buzzed like it was full of bees. 

My eyesight was hazy... A mirror? Why was there a mirror? 
Where was I? 

“How are you?” 

I looked blankly toward the voice. 

Even with my blurry vision, I knew the person in front of me had a commanding presence. 
I knew who this person was. 

“Gongja.” 

Raviel Ivansia. 

The daughter of the Duke of Ivansia. 

“T asked if you’re all right.” 

The love rival of my master, the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“What is this...?” 


When I tried to move, I realized that I was tied up. My arms, legs, and, of course, my whole body were 
bound tightly with a rope. As soon as I realized that I had been captured, my hazy mind sharpened. 


“Good heavens. Heiress Ivansia, did you abduct me?” 


“This is too much. No matter how much power the Ivansia Duchy holds under this sky, this is 
excessive. Do you hate the Lady of the Golden Silk so much as to threaten a servant like me?” 


The silver-haired lady quietly looked down at me. 
Strangely, my heart ached when I saw her face. 
“T see.” 


A sorrowful expression. 


“Tt’s happened.” 


All of the poison in the empire touched her fingertips, and all evil schemes came from her heart. 
Though these rumors were somewhat malicious, they held some truth. 


That lady, the Lady of the Silver Lily, was clearly making a sad face in front of me. 


“T thought I no longer had a heart to be hurt by. But this definitely hurts. You said that your path was 
one that testified to the pain of life. If so, rejoice. Your sword unmistakably has broken my heart.” 


“What are you saying...” 
I couldn’t understand. 


I couldn’t understand what the Lady of the Silver Lily was saying, and I couldn’t understand my own 
feelings. Why did my heart feel sick? Did she drug me? I was familiar with various poisons due to 
attending to the Lady of the Golden Silk. 


But this symptom... I’d never heard of it. 
“Gongja.” 
My heart was throbbing. 
For some reason. 
“_..Who are you calling for?” 
“My lover. The man who offered me his heart and the one I will offer mine to.” 
She was probably referring to the crown prince. 
However, the red eyes of the Lady of the Silver Lily were looking straight at me. 
It only added to my confusion. 
“H-heiress.” 
Strange. 
I was just calling her by her position, but I felt a cold sweat. 
[ Gongja. J 
What was it? Something seemed extremely wrong. I felt guilty. 
I felt inordinately sorry. 
[If you break my heart, I’Il kill you. J 
I couldn’t breathe. 


Mysterious voices were echoing in my head. I felt like I would go crazy. Was I hallucinating? Did this 
drug cause hallucinations? Was that why sweat flowed from my neck and my heart pounded angrily in 
my chest? 


“Gongja.” 

I couldn’t answer. 

Ominously, the Lady of the Silver Lily pulled out a rapier. I had to say something to somehow stop her. 
“Have a Safe trip.” 

I couldn’t say a single word. 

“Tl be—” 

[The silver-plated heart is looking at you.] 

“—_waiting for you.” 

She pierced my heart. 

yy 


I screamed. Blood poured out. My lungs clogged up. I quickly drew my last breath. And when I was 
about to vomit blood, the Lady of the Silver Lily blocked my lips. 


With her lips. 


Everything looked far away. 


Killing me meant that the lady before me would finally unfold her plot against the Lady of the Golden 
Silk. I, as her shield, could not die. Therefore, this was a critical and urgent situation. 


But my final thought was not about the Lady of the Golden Silk. Nor was it about anything else. 
Just the red eyes right in front of my face staring back. 

[The silver-plated heart loves you.] 

I wanted to wipe away the tears that flowed there. 

[You have died. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


Quietly. 

[An error has occurred. ] 

There was a voice. 

[The owner of the skill is different from the user of the skill.] 


[It is being decided whether the skill should return to ’24 hours from the owner’s point of view’ or ’24 
hours from the user’s point of view.’ ] 


[Judgment failed. ] 


The sight before me was darkening. 

[The Tower confirms that the requisites to activate the skill have not been met.] 

[The Tower understands that the owner of the skill intended for the current situation to occur. ] 
[This matter is beyond the Tower’s jurisdiction. ] 

It was becoming more distant. 

[The Tower is checking the Death King’s permissions. ] 

[Accepted. Death King currently holds the qualifications to be a temporary apostle. ] 
[Assigning status as a temporary apostle to Hamustra.] 

[The Tower raises the Death King’s problem as a formal agenda item. ] 

Then. 

[The Tower requests a majority vote among the Six Pillars of Manseng (10,000 Lives). ] 


A wave of white light washed over me. 


This was the first time I had ever been in such a place. 

It was pitch black, and I felt like I was floating without limbs or a body. 
[Confirming attendees. ] 

A voice murmured in the endless darkness. 

[The Sixth Pillar. “The Wand Of Ages’ is present. ] 

[The Fifth Pillar. “The Lady Who Walks In The Mirage’ is present. ] 
[The Fourth Pillar. ‘The Moon Contemplating Blindness’ is present. ] 
[The Third Pillar. “The One Who Wrote The Beginning’ is present. ] 
[The Second Pillar. ‘The God Who Dances In The Void’ is present. ] 
[Attendance of the Six Pillars of Manseng Confirmed. ] 

[The Tower will share the problem of the temporary apostle, ‘Death King.’ ] 


[Sharing complete. ] 


-Tchuba-ta, Mura waloyo Bushi-to! 
I heard a very indignant voice. 
-Sato, mai-mau. 

-Nail! 


The voices were coming from all around, like a myriad of whispering snakes. I figured this was Hell 
and shrugged my shoulders. 


[The request has been accepted. ] 
[Translating from the language of Zrakua.] 
The next moment. 

“That fucker is really playing with us!” 
Voices roared. 


“Call Hamustra right now! That Corner Librarian bastard, why did he send that kind of thing as an 
apostle?” 


“T checked, and there was no problem with the procedure. More than that, that child won’t be able to 
understand anything we’re saying. The immersion rate, was it? Reverting it should help us 
communicate.” 


“Miya! Undo it!” 

[The request has been accepted. ] 
[Resetting Death King’s immersion. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 0%. ] 
“Haa!” 

I could finally breathe. 

My spinning head returned to normal, too. 


The words that I’d spoken when I became the butler, the gaze of the Lady of the Silver Lily when she 
looked at me—all of my memories returned in an instant. 


Also, I was certain. 

“You. You purposefully used your regression skill after synchronizing with the character, right?” 
I had succeeded. 

“You’re trying to return to 24 hours ago in the character’s timeline rather than your own!” 

In my mind, I smiled. 


“Yes. That’s correct.” 


The day when the Lady of the Silver Lily stabbed the mirror with the sword. 
One day before her eternal ten-day cycle began. 

“Please send me back.” 

I would return to that very day. 
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“Shameless oaf...!” 

Beyond the darkness. 

Someone I did not know was grinding their teeth. 

Unlike earlier, everything they said was being [translated]. 

“Calm down, infant. The fragments of the Padak’s days are showing.” 


However, their voices were still muddied. It was like hearing a song filled with noise; one moment, the 
voice seemed far away, and the next, it was right by my ear. 


“Anger and jealousy won’t get us anywhere.” 
“Tl kill him!” 


“That’s Death King, right? It’s been a while since we had to convene twice for a single person. How 
long has it been since the Constellation Killer?” 


“Moreover, the connection between the two of them is growing stronger. Is this by chance?” 
It was then. 
“_..How troublesome.” 


The voices instantly stopped chattering. The surroundings fell into a hush. Only one unaffected voice 
swept through the space where idle talk and conversation had occupied. 


“Tf the immersion was 100% complete, he could be sent to the day before from the butler’s perspective. 
If the immersion was less than 90%, we could just send him back from Death King’s timeline. But of 
all things, it had to be 99%.” 


I had heard this voice before. 

“Tt’s iffy. Which one should I side with?” 

The Master of the Tower. 

I gulped. 

“T think... I need to regress from the butler’s perspective.” 
“Convince me.” 


“First, please look at the numbers. Since the immersion rate is 99%, that means the butler has 99% 
control and I only have 1%. The butler has an overwhelming proportion of the self, so it would be right 
to lean toward the butler.” 


“True. However, the [Returner’s Clockwork Watch] is a skill that you’ve won. Death King, it is a skill 
that you own. Only the owners of the skill can use it.” 


The gaze hidden in the darkness scanned my expression. 
“Isn’t it right for you to be the one to regress?” 
“Don’t be nervous. I’m asking because I’m curious.” 


The voice had kindly told me not to be nervous. However, I could not respond to that consideration. 
Every word, every measure of the voice, made me feel like a long snake was crawling up the back of 
my neck. 


“_,.That way of thinking is overly biased.” 
“Hmm?” 


“Please consider the butler’s standpoint. The butler and I have been fighting all throughout the stage for 
control of the body. I was consumed by the butler, but that means the butler has consumed me.” 


In other words. 


“The butler defeated me fair and square, and in return, he stole my skills. The [Returner’s Clockwork 
Watch] is now the butler’s skill.” 


“Oho.” 
The snake voice wobbled strangely. 
A moment later, I realized that it was due to laughter. 


“There’s some truth to that. Indeed. It’s like how you, Death King, copied and acquired the Flame 
Emperor’s skill.” 


“T had wondered who would win if two regressors confronted each other. Who would have thought you 
went back to the point before he had a skill? Even my lowly self was impressed by the innovation. No, 
all of us were amazed.” 


Lowly self. 


The absolute being of the Tower referred to themself as lowly. They spoke politely, as if to respect 
everyone. 


I felt an even greater sense of foreboding at that. 


“Tt was astounding. You could have chosen to simply run away from the Flame Emperor’s eyes. But 
you didn’t. Why was that?” 


Those who had been silent opened their mouths at the Tower Master’s questions. 


“Of course, it was for revenge. That son of a bitch won’t forget being wronged even when he dies. 
That’s why he chased the guy who bumed him all the way to the end. And he died, what, 4050 times? 
Asshole.” 


[The Moon Contemplating Blindness curses you. ] 


“Tt was for justice. The Flame Emperor killed many people and would have killed many more. He must 
have thought that he couldn’t let that man go. Death King moved because he thought, ‘Things 
shouldn’t be this way.’ Surely, he is a righteous human.” 


[The Lady Who Walks In The Mirage supports you. ] 
The snake voice nodded. 


“Yes. That must be so. He sometimes stabbed his neck for revenge, at other times for justice. However, 
both vengeance and righteousness are common traits. There was only one aspect that my lowly self 
admired.” 


Someone replied to the Master of the Tower’s words. 

“That was the only way to beat the Flame Emperor perfectly.” 
[The One Who Wrote The Beginning quietly declares the words. ] 
“Yes.” 

The Master of the Tower laughed. 


“Death King. Your heart is tender and heated, but your mind is cunning. You’re always searching for 
the way to win completely. So I am looking forward to this. Did you come up with a way to persuade 
us thoroughly?” 


Now was the time for battle. 

I could not retreat from here. 

“T have.” 

“Please speak.” 

“T... We did nothing wrong.” 

The coiling serpent’s voice seemed to turn to me. I continued to speak. 


“This error was entirely the mistake of the Tower. The problem is that it is difficult to judge whether the 
regression should be in the [butler’s point of view] or [my point of view]. If the Tower was perfect, this 
error never would have happened.” 


“Yes, I admit that. So what?” 
“We are the victims of an error, so please compensate us.” 


I tried to speak confidently. 


“And we were responsible for finding the error. If it weren’t for us, would you ever have known that 
the error existed? Please give us a reward.” 


There was silence. 

A little while later— 

“How rude.” 

[The God Who Dances In The Void is glowering at you.] 

“Look at how this pleb is talking to us. Do you want your existence to be ripped to pieces?” 
[The Moon Contemplating Blindness is about to kill you.] 

The voices were boiling. 

“Stop.” 

But when the serpent voice opened its lips, everyone was silent again. 

“Tt’s interesting.” 


“The thing that’s interesting about it, yes, is that you really believe that my lowly self will properly 
[compensate] and [reward] you. Why? Why must I do that? I can easily ignore you.” 


“Because...” 

I said clearly. 

“Because you always wish us luck.” 

The Tower. 

Every time a stage was cleared, we Hunters heard a voice. 
[Those who climb the tower... | 
[ May luck be with you all. J 

It wasn’t much. 

However, without a doubt, it was ‘rooting’ for us. 


“Though you are the absolute being, you never mock us. You don’t scorn us. You don’t try to push us in 
any direction. Hunters who want to stay on the first floor can stay there forever. To the Hunters who 
climb higher, you wish us luck and tell us to be careful.” 


A haven for those who wanted to rest. 
Well wishes for the challengers. 
“And that’s not all.” 


The children of the Hellfire Residence. 


The Devil King showering red rain. 
A peony that was perpetually alone in a snowfield. 
A heart that endlessly repeats ten days. 


“The people you’ve given the floors of the Tower to are all sad and lonely. You gathered those whose 
lives end in tragedy and built a Tower for them.” 


I thought. 
“You’re kind.” 
The Tower Master before me was an absolute being who was good. 


“You never interfere when we fight and kill among ourselves. You respect our freedom. However, if 
something was the Tower’s error, you would definitely compensate for any damages.” 


Because it was the Tower’s fault, not ours. 
“Thank you for building the Tower.” 


“T’ve always wanted to tell you that. There wasn’t a good opportunity before. I’ve always wanted to 
thank you... Without the Tower, I would have lived like trash in the outside world anyway. Ah. I mean, 
even after entering the Tower, I lived like trash...” 


I had lived wrongly. 
I lived wrongly, but I was able to reclaim my life. 


“Tf it weren’t for you... I wouldn’t have been able to regress over 4000 days on my own. Never. 
Everyone said it was for vengeance or justice, but... I could barely endure it because I knew someone 
was watching over me. That’s all there is to it.” 


I bowed my head. 

“Thank you.” 

I bent my back. 

“With all my heart, thank you.” 

There was a long silence. 

“Yes.” 

Someone whispered. 

“T definitely like you.” 

[The Lady Who Walks In The Mirage indicates her goodwill toward you. ] 


“Me too. I don’t even remember the last time a human came to show gratitude. Have there even been 
any? This might be the first time.” 


[The Wand of Ages indicates goodwill toward you. ] 


“...1 don’t know why, but kids these days are hostile to beings like us. Maybe it’s because the world 
itself is so ugly. They need someone to take the blame.” 


[The God Who Dances In The Void shows goodwill toward you. ] 
“Ha. They just don’t want to admit there are beings above them.” 
[The Moon Contemplating Blindness looks at you unhappily. ] 
Then, I heard laughter. 

“Maybe so.” 

It was the laughter of the Master of the Tower. 

“There certainly is a cute side to you.” 

“T am just a mirror. Death King, if you believe me to be good, it’s because you yourself are good.” 
The snake voice smiled. 

“Tell me what you want as your compensation.” 

“Please send me back 24 hours from the butler’s perspective.” 
“And your reward?” 

“The Lady of the Silver Lily...” 

My heart pounded with tension. 

“Please retain my lover’s memories.” 

“T see.” 

The snake voice snickered. 


“You do know you can ask for a marvelous skill as a reward? You’ve done well by discovering an error 
with the Tower. I can reward you generously. Shall I strengthen the [Returner’s Clockwork Watch]?” 


Temptation. 


“T could make it so that you can turn back time as you please, not just a day. Or how about the 
[Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation]? I can let your spirits have not just the memories but also the skills 
from their lives.” 


“T don’t need those.” 

I got down on my knees. 

“Please.” 

Respectfully, I lowered my forehead toward the direction of the voice. 


“T want to live with the one I love.” 


Then. 

A hand caressed my lowered head. 
Very slowly. 

“Death King.” 

[The meeting is ending. ] 

“May luck be with you.” 

[May luck be with you. ] 


[Re-adjusting the immersion rate. ] 
[Currently, your immersion rate is 99%. ] 


[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 


When I opened my eyes, the first thing I noticed was the scent of spring flowers blowing in from the 
window. 


My head was blank. 
It seemed like I had a very long dream. 
“Ah.” 


Nearby, I heard a voice, both familiar and unfamiliar. 


“You’re finally awake, butler. Your nap was a little long.” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk. 

My master. 

“ ..Milady?” 

“Yes. Your one and only lady.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk chuckled. Was my reaction amusing? She was staring at me with half- 
open eyes. 


The Lady of the Golden Silk now looked to everyone like a proper young lady who had adjusted to the 
capital. There was no trace of the lady who was famous as a tomboy in her hometown. I felt a little 
regretful of that fact. Of course, she was the same on the inside. It was just her appearance that had 
become more sophisticated. 


...What was it? 


“T came back from dinner with His Highness, but I noticed that you were sleeping soundly in the chair. 
It’s a little disappointing that you left your master alone to go sleep, but I’ll let you go since your 
sleeping face is so cute.” 


“Milady...” 
“Oh? You look like you’re about to cry. Did you have a nightmare?” 
A nightmare? Was that it? Was it just a nightmare? 


An unexplainable frustration filled my heart. I felt like I forgot something, something extremely 
important. The more I tried to remember it, the further my thoughts seemed to wander, as if I could 
never grasp it. 


“The crown prince...” 

To shake off that feeling, I deliberately changed the subject. 

“Did you enjoy your dinner with His Highness?” 

“Yes, very much. Listen to this, butler. His Highness gave me a blue coral ring today!” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk smiled wide. ‘Blue coral’ was the name of the gem. It wasn’t worth much, 
but it was often used for proposals in the southern regions of the empire. 


“Also, it happened in the student cafeteria, right in front of all the other ladies and gentlemen! The 
prince is dumb, but he’s a dummy who knows how to make someone happy. I wonder what kind of 
face the Ivansia heiress will make when she hears the news! 


Suddenly, I couldn’t breathe. 
“The Ivansia heiress...” 


“Ah. Butler, are you curious, too?” 


What was it? 

Really, what? 

The shaking of my heart vibrated in my throat. 
“Raviel...” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk stared at me in shock. 


“Butler? You shouldn’t be calling her by her name... Even if it’s just the two of us here, it’s too rude. 
Be more polite. It’s about manners. Sometimes, you’re more ignorant of the capital’s etiquette than I 
am.” 


At that moment. 
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My head was buzzing. 
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I grabbed my forehead in pain. 

“Milady... D-do you hear that?” 

“What?” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk tilted her head. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“T’m not sure, either. It’s like someone is shouting...” 


“Um, butler. I thought you were joking at first, but now, I’m getting nervous. Are you sick? Does your 
head feel hot? Shall we go to the infirmary?” 


“ ,.That’s all right. I apologize. I keep saying strange things.” 
I got up from the chair. 


“T seem to have a slight headache. It doesn’t feel like a cold... I’ll just go out to get some fresh air. Is 
that all right, milady?” 


“Ah. Yes, go ahead.” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk looked at me with worried eyes. 
“Do you want me to accompany you?” 

“No, milady. I’m really all—” 

-= Gonge & dogua!! au ae! eee! 


“—right. Pll get better if I walk a little.” 


“T understand. Then, be careful. Don’t come back too late.” 
“Yes. Thank you.” 
I left the lady’s room and the dormitory. 
In the night, the magnolia bloomed white like the moon. 
However, the discomfort in my heart did not stop even when I entered the garden. 
[ Back when I was not yet a regressor. J 
I walked. 
[ His Majesty the Prince became infatuated with the Lady of the Golden Silk. J 
I walked without thinking. 
Like I was in a dream, like I was sleepwalking. 
[I was resentful, and I made a wish to my family sword. ] 
[Please let my love last forever. | 
[Then, my life became eternal. J 


Ridiculously, at the end of my path, there was the large building in which Heiress Ivansia resided. I 
passed by it before, but I had never voluntarily come here before. 


The place had no relation to me. 
[My heart has become immovable since that day. ] 
There shouldn’t have been. 
Why did I come to a place like this? 
‘I should go back.’ 
To the place where my master was waiting. 
‘I’m going back.’ 
Thinking that, I moved my feet. 
‘I have to go back.’ 


But for some reason, my feet didn’t turn back. I kept thinking I had to go back, but my feet stepped 
forward. My hand pushed on the iron bar at the gate. 


Creaaaak— 
The door opened easily. 


The duchy’s guards were not present. 


It was really a strange thing. 
Maybe I was still trapped in a dream. 
That would explain everything. 
It would explain how my legs, by themselves, took me through the gate and across the garden. 
How the cherry trees and magnolias made my heart ache for no reason. 
How I so naturally went deeper into Heiress Ivansia’s mansion, despite never having been invited. 
“You’ve arrived.” 
Why the duke’s daughter was standing at the end of a corridor. 
[I'll be waiting for you. J 
Even her small smile as she looked at me. 
“T’ve been waiting.” 
Everything. 
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Chapter 109. < The Way She Loves. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 

1. 

The Lady of the Silver Lily stood in the corridor in the dead of night. 
Behind her was a large mirror. 

A mirror big enough to reflect her whole body. 

Smooth and clean. 


The mirror where moonlight reflected only the lady’s poised back. The mirror reflected just a ray of 
moonlight and silver hair, so the Lady of the Silver Lily looked like an island alone in a dark sea. 


“You’re speechless.” 


“And you look troubled. Your expression is clear. Even at night, I can read it. Just by looking at your 
face, I can see that it’s the [first one].” 


The first one? 


My heart had been quaking with anxiety from earlier. It was still doing so now. Why was the Lady of 
the Silver Lily speaking so kindly to me? 


A heartless and rational sword toward everyone. She was the moon of the Ivansia family. 
A reason to be kind to me, the butler of the Lady of the Golden Silk... didn’t exist. 
There shouldn’t have been any. 


“_..I was being silent because I did not know what to say. Please forgive me if I was rude. Heiress 
Ivansia, this... Is this a dream? Are you appearing in my dream?” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily reacted by looking at me with a strange expression. The smile on her lips 
somehow felt like a scar. 


“That’s an interesting question. Indeed, your dream has consumed my life. I now know that love is just 
giving one’s life to support another’s dream.” 


What did that mean? 


“T become your dream, and you become my life. This exchange of dreams and lives is what we call 
love.” 


What could she possibly mean? 


I didn’t understand what she was saying. There were many other things I did not know, too. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily explained one of the things I did not know with her scar-like smile. 


“However, you probably didn’t ask that question in a romantic way. I shall answer you seriously. Don’t 
worry because you don’t see any servants. I told them to go back.” 


“Why...2?” 

“And I shall warn you. Never call me [Heiress] with your mouth again.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily smiled. 

“T will tear out your heart and kill you.” 

I didn’t understand. 


Just now, the Lady of the Silver Lily showed killing intent toward me. She wasn’t joking when she said 
she would kill me. It wasn’t a bluff, either. If I called her ‘Heiress’ one more time, her rapier would 
surely stab my heart. 


That’s what would happen, but... 

‘Why?’ 

Why was her threat not cold but rather warm and tender? 
Was it possible for a death threat to be so heartwarming? 
“Come here.” 


Her voice beckoned me. I couldn’t refuse her. As I approached the Lady of the Silver Lily, she pointed 
to the full-body mirror. “What do you see?” 


“ ..I. can see the lady standing next to me.” 
“And?” 


“The dark corridor... The moonlight is barely present. I see almost nothing beside you and me. It’s all 
buried in the darkness.” 


“And?” asked Lady of the Silver Lily. 


It was bizarre. She wanted another answer, as if there was something else I should have seen in the 
mirror. But what was it? 


“What else do you see?” 
“Don’t hide it. Say it.” 


I tried to look harder into the mirror. I furrowed my brows and crinkled my forehead. Still, everything 
looked much the same. 


‘As expected, there’s only darkness. Extraordinary red eyes and...’ 


It was then. Prick! My head ached. 

Words I couldn’t understand flashed before my eyes. 
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“Oof, whuuh...?!” 

I retched. 
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I reflexively wrapped my hands around my neck. My neck hurt for a moment, but I didn’t know why. 
I couldn’t do anything about stuff I didn’t know, so I thought about something else. 


‘I’m glad my stomach wasn’t full.’ 


I hadn’t vomited. Throwing up in front of the Duke of Ivansia’s daughter would be terrible. I 
desperately pressed down my nausea. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily was calm. 

“T asked what you could see.” 

She was a very cold person. 

There was a bitter taste on the tip of my tongue. 

“Words... I see strange letters. And voices... Weird voices are... I don’t really know.” 
“Voices.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily smiled very slightly at that word. This smile looked more like a smile than 
the one a little while ago. 


“You’re being loved.” 
“What are you saying...” 


“Tell me about the words.” 


She moved on so quickly, without any explanations, that I just stared blankly at her. Suddenly, her 
smile turned arid, and she calmly repeated herself without pushing me. 


“Did you not say you see strange letters? Tell me about them.” 

“_..They’re hard to see. I don’t see complete words... just a few letters... Fragments...?” 
“Read me at least one fragment.” 

“Cher... Lo... Other than that, absolutely nothing.” 

“Hmm.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily put her hand on her chin. 

For some reason, her brows were furrowed. 


“T see. [Cher] is part of [Teacher], and [Lo] is from [Lover]. What’s left at the end is very much like 
you. But your master comes before your lover? It’s understandable, but I don’t like it.” 


“Lady, there are too many things I don’t understand. You said this isn’t a dream, but if it isn’t, what do 
you want from me?” 


“T want you.” 

“T apologize. I don’t understand that either—” 

“What dream did you have?” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily simply cut off my words. 

‘No matter how much power the Ivansia duchy holds—’ 

‘T am the one and only butler of the Lady of the Golden Silk—’ 

‘His Highness the Crown Prince favors the young lady, but this treatment is—’ 
Countless thoughts were tangled in my head. 

But none of them rang in my heart. Like music without rhythm, they soon faltered. 
“T don’t remember much. But in my dream...” 

What came out of my mouth, in the end, was an obedient answer to the lady’s question. 
“In your dream.” 

“~.. You looked at me and cried.” 

That was right. 


“T was in a chair... I think I was tied to it. With something like a rope. I don’t know why I was tied, but 
only you were there in the ornate room, looking down at me.” 


Just before waking up. 


I had definitely seen that sight. 


“My heart hurt. My chest... It was pierced by your blade. But I don’t think that was all. In my dream, 
Tsica® 


“You?” 

“_..1 felt extremely guilty, like I had wronged you.” 

“Yes? 

The Lady of the Silver Lily smiled again. 

My insides churned, and I felt like just looking at the smile would make me cry. 
“At least you know to be sorry.” 

“Do you know why you dreamed something like that?” 
“No. I don’t know. Not at all...” 

“Tt’s because that is my [trauma].” 

Trauma. 

“T haven’t told you yet, but my mother committed suicide.” 
What? 

I paled in shock. 


“T was too young to understand why she committed suicide. The duke’s wife. The moon of Ivansia. A 
woman with such power and wealth ended her life herself. I didn’t know why, but I do clearly 
remember the words my mother whispered to me on her last night, how she was cremated quickly like 
a coverup.” 


This. 


This was something I shouldn’t know. I shouldn’t even listen. I couldn’t believe the Ivansia duchy was 
hiding such a secret. It was a terrible secret that could be used to start a political war. 


“However.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily looked at me. 

“Even that memory did not become my trauma.” 

“The crown prince gave a blue coral ring to the Lady of the Golden Silk today.” 
One step. 


The Lady of the Silver Lily came closer to me. 


“In a past life, that made me despair. Or perhaps I was angry. You can say that I was jealous or envious. 
All these filled my heart. Cursing the world, I took a sword and stabbed the heart reflected in the 
mirror.” 


However, there was no sound of footsteps. 
Only then did I realize she was barefoot. 
“But even that is no longer my trauma.” 
Press. 

The lady’s foot stepped on my shoe. 


The light and insignificant weight tied down one of my feet. If I wanted to retreat, I could have, and if I 
wanted to shake her off, it would have been simple. Nonetheless, the weight on my foot kept me there. 


“Ten days, repeating eternally.” 
Her hand drew nearer. 


“My world, stained in blood and perishing. The demons mocking me, imitating my tongue and lips. 
Everything that once scarred my heart is no longer my trauma.” 


A light grip. 

“They stopped being my trauma.” 

My neck. 

“From now on, you are the only one who can hurt my heart.” 
Both of her hands loosely held my neck. 


“Even if someone with the most wicked tongue cursed me for two days, it wouldn’t measure to the 
sighs you send me in ignorance.” 


From her little finger to her forefinger. From the thinnest to the thickest finger, I felt every single bit of 
the pressure she put on me. 


“Even if someone with the most spite and hatred toward me were to beat me and whip me, the pain 
wouldn’t compare to your scoffs. Even though many people in this world can kill my body, you are the 
only one who can hurt and kill my soul.” 


I was suffocating. 

“So my trauma has already been locked on one thing.” 
The grip on my neck tightened. 

“L-lady...” 

“You idiot. I clearly warned you.” 


[If you break my heart, I’Il kill you. J 


“You. You scarred me.” 
Warm skin. 
Red eyes smiled. 


“T haven’t broken a promise since I was four years old. Die.” 


“Die, and love me again.” 

I. 

I couldn’t resist for some reason. 

[You have died. ] 

Then. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
[The severity of the penalty is moderate. ] 

[The penalty is the Hungry Ghost Road. ] 


The dream within a dream spread. 


I don’t want to kill you. 


That was what Raviel Ivansia thought when she looked at the man in front of her. She didn’t want to 
lose him. It was laughable how greedily she wanted to monopolize him. 


-Milady. Think about it. Since it’s Your Ladyship, you’ll think the same thing I’ve thought of. You’re 
also a regressor. 


This man was dangerous. 


Raviel quickly discerned what he was trying to do. He was going to completely immerse himself in the 
role of the butler. Then, by regressing one day from the butler’s perspective, he would return to a time 
before she gave her heart to the mirror. 


He would flip the game board itself. 
‘It’s a brilliant idea.’ 
It was a strategy that targeted the loophole in the Tower. 


‘He looks gentle, but these tricks come from that head.’ 


It was good that the man she came to love was not stupid. Indeed, it was very pleasant. Nevertheless, 
Raviel Ivansia objected. 


-But, Gongja. This is dangerous. 

The reason was clear. 

-I won't remember you. 

She, Raviel Ivansia, would not remember Kim Gongja. 


Even if he regressed and stopped her from stabbing the mirror heart, thus preventing the tragedy of the 
eternal ten days, it meant nothing if she couldn’t remember him. 


-I don’t want to kill you. 

-I want to live with you. 

My days with you. 

The first holiday I was allowed, resting for 15 days. 


All of these memories made up who I am now. Once they were gone, I would no longer be Raviel 
Ivansia. 


Does the man in front of me know that? That I wouldn’t be grateful at all if I escaped the labyrinthine 
ten days like this? 


-It’ll be all right. 

He seemed to know. 

-I’Il definitely resolve the issue somehow. 

Seeing how detestably he spoke, he probably knew. 
-Please trust me. 

Raviel Ivansia was silent. 


She was briefly paralyzed by the cruelty of his words. Trust him? Without any explanation, trust him? 
Tardily, too late, she regretted her promise from a few days ago. But this was too serious for Raviel 
Ivansia to be trapped by paralysis and regret. 


‘T’ll trust you.’ 


She would trust the man she loved. She would trust in that man’s ability. He was the man whom she 
chose. He was hers. He would definitely succeed, [no matter what], to persuade the Tower to regress to 
the previous day. 


The real problem would come after that. 


‘How can I reverse the immersion rate if it’s over 90%?’ 


If he succeeded in returning to the previous day, then he would be unable to remember who he was. 
Even if he remembered anything, it would only be a vague feeling. It would be impossible for him to 
remember the days that he spent with her in any detail. 


“Wait a moment.’ 
There was a way. 


Raviel groaned when she thought of it, and then she groaned again. The rumor that all of the poison in 
the empire came from her heart flashed in her mind. It didn’t for long. She couldn’t waste time like 
that. 


Raviel Ivansia realized that she would have to follow through on her plan. 

‘I must—’ 

Thus, Raviel Ivansia reflected in her heart what she would have to do and how. 
‘—] must kill this man.’ 

Trauma. 


The man had confessed almost everything about himself to her. He informed her that a side effect of his 
ability was viewing the memory of the person who killed him. 


‘If I embed this moment into my trauma.’ 

When she killed him, he would see [this moment]. 

It wasn’t the past or anything, but it was this exact moment while she was thinking. 
If so. If she could pull it off. 


-I can tell him what I want to say, give him what memories I want to pass on, let him know everything 
again. 


-He can remember through me. 

-All right. 

Raviel was convinced that she could do it. 

-I’ve become your first bitch of a lover, and you’ll be my last. 
Gongja. 

-Really, I ended up with a bad man as my lover. 


Are you listening? 


I am happy because of you. I don’t want to lose you. I don’t want to let go of the time I’ve spent with 
you like this. 


You said this before. That you would ‘write a diary starting today.’ You said that you would show me 
all of your days. Those words, were they lies? 


You said, ‘I will learn music.’ I wanted to spend a quiet evening listening to you play. Was that wish 
really a lie? 


I want to see your days. I want to say goodnight to you. Your days will surely make me smile, and 
evenings with you will be happy. I want my smile and your happiness to overlap. 


I don’t want to kill you. 

I don’t want to lose you. 

-How are you? 

-I’m... for now, it’s okay... More. 

-You’re asking me for more kisses. My lover is truly spoiled. 
Look at me. 

Look at you beside me. 


You’re a dumb person. You’re also naive. I wondered how you survived in the world with such 
innocence, but I soon learned that you had died thousands of times. 


You had many reasons to abandon your innocence. There were few reasons to keep your naivety. To 
you, who did not throw away your innocence despite the many reasons and kept it when you didn’t 
need to, I simply say: 


I love your innocence. 

-Are you still all right? 

-Raviel... 

Are you afraid because you’re losing yourself? Is it scary? 
-I love you. I love you, Raviel... 

-I know. 

It’s all right. 

-Even if I’m born again, I’Il still love you... 

I’m here. 

Just as I believe in you, you should believe in me. 
Rely on me. 


-So... so that I can never forget you, don’t let me forget you even if I die... 


-I know. 

You alone cannot protect yourself. 

I alone cannot protect this world. 

But if it’s the two of us, you and I, we can do anything. 

I’m also afraid. Killing you is terrifying. 

Staying beside you, even though I know I’Il be hurt, is hellishly frightening. 
But my fears will not stand in my way of being with you. 

Look. 

-...Good heavens. 

Finally, you, who has become your role of the butler, speak to me. 
-Heiress Ivansia. 

Crush. 

My heart was in pain. It hurt. 

It felt lonely when you called me not [Milady] but [Heiress] instead. 
-Did you abduct me? 


A face with no trust. The way you look at me so suspiciously hurts. It’s torture when you react like 
you’ve never seen me before. 


-This is too much. No matter how much power the Ivansia Duchy holds under this sky, this is excessive. 
Do you hate the Lady of the Golden Silk so much as to threaten a servant like me? 


Listen. 

This is the scar you left on me. 
-Gongja. 

Don’t forget. 

-...Who are you calling for? 

Never. Don’t forget, even if you die. 
-My lover. 

The man who offered me his heart. 
-The man to whom I will offer mine. 
You, in this place. 


You live in my heart. 


-Have a safe trip. 

-I’ll be waiting for you. 
Are you listening? 

Can you hear it? 
Gongja. 

I love you. 
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1. 
“T love you.” 


It wasn’t proper for a noblewoman to say those words so openly, but Raviel felt it with all her heart. 
She loved the crown prince, noodle-hair and all. 


Noodle hair? Why had she thought of that? 
The blond locks on the prince’s head did share a peculiar resemblance to last night’s dinner. 


Raviel shook her head and continued tightening the bonds around the crown prince. He, in return, 
mumbled something behind his gag. It may have been a scream. Raviel didn’t particularly care. Rather, 
it was almost cute. 


“T love you so much, Your Highness, and it pains me to see you ruin yourself like this. I should never 
have helped you to ditch the palace tutors when we were children. I see now that it is up to me to 
correct my wrongs.” 


She cleared her throat, and a gray-haired servant held up a board with words written on it. 

[Lesson 1. Only a scumbag cheats on his fianceé.] 

The board was nicely decorated at the borders with lilies. The lily leaves were choking a man’s neck. 
The crown prince stopped mumbling as his eyes glazed over in fear. 

“Don’t be an idiot. I’m not going to kill you.” 

When Raviel sniffed disdainfully, she noted that the man had peed himself. 

She sighed. 

“Get him a change of pants,” she told the gray-haired servant. “Now I’ll have to start all over again.” 
The gray-haired servant gracefully bowed and left the room. 


In the meantime, Raviel set up the camera. She had been told that the camera was cutting-edge 
technology that could be used to preserve memories. 


Blackmail was a good memory, was it not? 
It only took two days after Raviel’s loving remedial lessons for the crown prince to act foolishly again. 


Maybe she should have bashed in that noodle-like noggin of his to make spaghetti. Flavor was always 
important in a good dish, and red would suit him so well... 


Raviel had been absent from school that day due to her illness. However, she was more than capable of 
arranging transport to the dormitories where the Lady of the Golden Silk resided. 


She did have to catch up on her work, but she could spare half an hour for this. 


When she stepped out of the carriage, it was nighttime. Most students were already in their beds, except 
the few strolling in the warm spring air. 


Magnolias drifted in front of her, white and pure. 

Crunch. She crushed them underfoot. This made their perfume even more fragrant. 

Raviel made herself at home in the parlor of the residence hall. She waited for her guest to come out. 
Five minutes later, the Lady of the Golden Silk and her gloomy-looking butler came bustling in. 


The Lady of the Golden Silk’s makeup looked like it had been hastily done. Raviel covered her grin by 
opening her fan. 


“What did you call me for?” asked the Lady of the Golden Silk. 


Her tone of speaking was still too brash for a country chit. Her butler placed a gentle hand on her 
elbow, not that she was heeding his silent warning. 


“T didn’t call you for anything,” said Raviel, amused. “I was just sitting, and you just arrived.” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk opened her mouth like a goldfish before closing it again. 

“Who else would you have come for?” 

Who else indeed? 

“Maybe I came to meet your butler,” Raviel joked. 


She watched as the Lady of the Golden Silk turned furious eyes upon her servant and her butler 
stuttered denials, flushing. 


Flushing? 
Perhaps she could make use of that. She shelved the thought for later. 
“T was kidding. April Fools, and all that,” Raviel said. “Anyway, I have a gift for you.” 


She held out an envelope for the Lady of the Golden Silk to take. The butler grabbed it, and their 
gloved hands brushed against each other. 


The butler suspiciously reddened again. He turned around and handed the envelope to his lady. 
“Check it,” said the Lady of the Golden Silk. 

No doubt that she suspected her of putting something nasty. 

The butler obediently opened the envelope. His eyes turned wide and round. 

“U-uh... Um... This is...?” 


“A moment of the crown prince when he was vulnerable,” said Raviel. “I thought you might enjoy it, 
since you are ever so close to him.” 


Swiik. The Lady of the Golden Silk’s hand swiped away the photograph so quickly that Raviel nearly 
missed it. 


“Th-th-that’s...” 


Raviel had taken some liberties with the prince as he was in his remedial lessons. The results were 
unsuitable to be in any record, print or photograph. 


The barony’s lady’s face turned red, then green. Perhaps she should have been called the Lady of the 
Copper Silk. 


Mission complete, Raviel left the dormitory without another word to the idiot duo. 


She was satisfied with her work for today. What was left of her heart was still breaking after the prince 
had gone on another date with the Lady of the Golden Silk, but at least she could drag him down with 
her. 


If he was dumped... If his heart broke, and she was there to help him... Would his eyes turn kind 
again? Would he smile at her like he used to do, once upon a time? 


She didn’t need him to love her back, necessarily. 

Even friendship—no, a lack of enmity—would be enough. 

The magnolia petals that fell from the branches looked lonely and lost. 
But this moment was not her trauma. 

2: 

Why did time pass by so slowly? 


Raviel had been waiting for Gongja to regress for six days since the last time. There was a version of 
him running around, and she was rather fond of him, but he wasn’t the same as her lover. 


Raviel’s work was done nearly on autopilot now. She had done this time loop for so long that she didn’t 
need to focus as she signed papers, arranged for the prince’s assassins to be taken out, and made sure 
that the economy didn’t implode because of a poorly received tariff. 


Gongja 3 (her nickname for the current version of the butler) squirmed on her lap. 
“Can I move now, milady? I really don’t think this is appropriate...” 
“Nonsense. You’re my exclusive butler, are you not? This is what butlers do in this world.” 


Gongja 3’s eyes showed that he knew she was bullshitting him, but he wasn’t certain enough to call her 
out on it. 


Raviel ruffled Gongja 3’s hair. It was nearly imperceptible, but he leaned into her touch. Maybe quiet 
days like this weren’t so bad, though she still eagerly awaited Gongja Prime. 


“I’m going to miss you when you’re gone.” 


Gongja 3 stiffened on her lap. Slowly, his head turned toward her. 
“Do you... intend to kill me>” 

What was it with her love interests thinking that she would kill them? 
“No, butler. Don’t take things so seriously. I won’t ever kill you.” 


This statement didn’t hurt her until much afterward, when she was staring into her beloved’s dead face, 
a sword in her hands. Thus, it did not become her trauma. 


3. 

“Gongja, please... Say syke...” 

Tears flowed from Raviel’s eyes as she held the body of her dead lover. 
“You liar.” 


She continued in that position. She felt the last of his body heat escape from her arms. Raviel closed his 
eyes, wishing him a quick regression. 


She did not draw her blade from his chest. She wasn’t sure that she ever wanted to hold that particular 
rapier ever again. 


It was a long time later, what felt like an eternity to her, when she stood up. 

Raviel must have been dizzy from crying so much. Her vision blurred, and she walked right into a wall. 
“Motherfu—” 

Painful and humiliating as it might have been, this moment was not her trauma, either. 

4. 

“Raviel Ivansia,” said the Lady of the Golden Silk. “I love you.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily’s mortal enemy winked, bounced her ample bosoms, and blew a kiss at 
Raviel. 


Raviel woke up screaming, but this did not become her trauma. 
Be 
“Ganja, please... Say syke...” 


Unfortunately, Raviel’s hemp plant did not respond. Tears flowed from Raviel’s eyes as she held the 
pot of her beloved, unquestionably dead pot. 


Had she overwatered it? Was she not a good enough farmer? 


This was the problem with education these days. They focused too much on economics, history, 
politics, court manners, literacy, swordsmanship, and the running of an estate rather than on the 
important things in life. 


Like cultivation. 


This plant was one of the few medicines that could help her chronic pain, and now, she would have to 
find alternatives. 


This moment became very close to being Raviel’s trauma. 
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Then, Raviel Ivansia tightened her grip. To kill a man. To feel everlasting pain. 
-Euk, ghk, eup...! 


The man’s body twisted. Raviel Ivansia’s sword penetrated further, deeper in his heart. He let out a 
painful scream. The scream tore through the space only the two of them occupied . 


‘I don’t want to kill you.’ 
Raviel Ivansia bit her lips. 
‘I don’t want to lose you.’ 


But despite her wishes, Raviel Ivansia stabbed the man with increasing strength. She vividly felt 
everything in her hands. With a touch, his chest caved in. His flesh was lacerated. His heart was 
pierced, and he kept coughing up blood. 


All of these things became Raviel Ivansia’s scars. 
‘More.’ 


She had to feel it more strongly. She had to engrave this moment as her trauma from now on. So that 
one day, who knows when, the man she loved could see this sight. 


So when the man was about to cough up more blood, Raviel Ivansia stole his lips. 


Heastoad 


A bloody breath flowed from his heart to her mouth. It was red and sticky. This was her man’s warmth. 
This was her man’s blood. This was her man’s heart. 


Raviel Ivansia shut his mouth so that not a single drop would leak. 
The man was dying. 


Raviel Ivansia did not blink. She didn’t want to miss the moment of her beloved’s death, the moment 
when his complexion tumed pale, his movements stopped, and his breath faded—each and every 
moment was agony for her. 


She didn’t want to lose him. 


She wanted to let herself scream at the world. 


She didn’t want to lose this man. 


What if this moment didn’t become her trauma? What if, because of that, all her plans failed? Then she 
would forget him, and he would lose her. There would be nothing left. 


Raviel Ivansia was afraid. 
‘More.’ 


For her, fear in itself was a disgrace. It was an insult. But Raviel Ivansia constantly repeated this 
terrifying scene, unleashing her dire imagination. She deliberately deepened the wound. 


She imagined him failing to convince the Tower. 
She saw herself forgetting him and living the way she used to before. 
She pictured the two of them passing each other in the hallway, unaware. 


Wounds piled on top of more wounds. 


Raviel Ivansia understood it. This period was like leftover time. It would be a very brief moment before 
her man returned. He would probably regress after a few seconds. Caught up in his timeline, she would 
also regress the same way soon. 


Just a few seconds. Only a few seconds. 

But those few seconds felt like an eternity to Raviel Ivansia. 

She slowly parted her lips. 

-Gongja? 

There was no answer. 

-Gongja. 

Ah. 

At that exact moment, Raviel Ivansia knew. That was right. This last scene, the absence of an answer. 


His unfocused gaze. His lips that stopped as if he had forgotten how to speak. This moment was now a 
trauma that Raviel Ivansia could never wash away. 


Everything was clear. 
She had never felt a scar worse than this. 


Raviel Ivansia hugged him. She embraced his body, using the few seconds she had left to hold him. 


Believing in him. 

[Trauma reenactment complete. ] 

Like I believed in you, you’Il believe in me, Gongja. 
[Confirming that the subject’s psyche is maintained. ] 
So, we can wait for each other. 

[The penalty is ending. ] 

We had to. 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 98%. ] 


It was strangely difficult to open my eyes. 
“Butler?” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk, who was sitting across me, was startled. It was weird. Her always-shining 
face looked blurry to me today. 


“Did something happen? Why are you like this so suddenly?” 
“Excuse me?” 
“You’re crying. Right now.” 


Only then did I realize I was crying. I was shocked. Just a moment ago, the Lady of the Golden Silk 
and I were chatting together. 


I only blinked my eyes. 

In that moment, tears had begun to flow. 
“Ah...?” 

Even worse, the tears weren’t stopping. 


“B-butler? ’m a little scared. I’m not afraid of much, but I’m a little scared now. Why did you 
suddenly start crying while we were talking? D-did I do something strange again?” 


“No... That’s... I don’t know why either.” 


“Are you crying for no reason? Are you going insane? Geez, you’re really dripping all over... W-what 
should I do? It’s the first time you’ve cried like this since I beat you up when you were five years 
old...” 


“You’re never going to let that go, are you, milady? Please forget about it.” 


“But, butler. Even if I forget about you being beaten up when you were five, I still beat you when you 
were six, seven, fourteen, and occasionally, even now. If you ask me to forget all that, I’ll have 
amnesia. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that your life is a series of being beaten up by me.” 


Amnesia. 


“Ack, I thought you were stopping now, but why are you crying again?! I’m sorry! I’m sorry I keep 
hitting you! I won’t hit you anymore. Even when I hit you, I won’t insult your pride. That’s enough, 
right?!” 


“T think I had a nightmare, milady...” 
“What? A nightmare? Did I get caught by a monster and die?” 


“No. A woman was crying a lot while looking at me... I wanted to wipe away her tears, but I was sad 
that I couldn’t.” 


“T see.” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk made a look of deep understanding. 
“That woman was me.” 


“Tt was absolutely not you, milady... Milady could never make such a melancholy and noble 
expression. Your mood is naturally different...” 


“Ah. Should I just hit you?” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk looked at me with narrowed eyes. Normally, I would have to bow and say 
sorry, and the lady would reply, “I’m generous, so I understand,” with an expression as if it couldn’t be 
helped. 


Instead, I got up from the chair. 
“Butler?” 
“T need to go somewhere for a moment.” 


“Huh? But it’s night. I was going to tell you that I was going to meet the crown prince for dinner 
tomorrow. I was excited and wanted to show off. You’re obligated to listen to me brag, butler.” 


I bowed. 
“T apologize, milady. But there’s a place I have to go.” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk squinted at me. She put her hand on the chair and stared, bemused. 


“All right. You have a brain, and if you have a brain, you can think for yourself. But don’t come back 
with bare hands! Stop by the kitchen and steal me a muffin.” 


“Tomorrow, His Highness will gift you a blue coral ring.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk blinked. 

“What?” 

“T’m heading out now.” 

I walked out. 

Behind me, the lady yelled, “Butler! Is that for real?!” However, I ignored her shouts. 
“Wait a moment. Even if you’re going out, answer me first! Butler, you jerk!” 


The lady had become tamer after coming to Sormwyn Academy, but her spirit was still that of the boss 
of the alley kids. She was the one who beat up the other kids in our hometown. 


‘My master.’ 

I hurried. 

It should have been the first time I went down this path, but my feet seemed to know the way. 
‘It’s like I’ve walked down this path before.’ 


The gate of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s residence was open. There were no guards. It should have 
been weird, but I only thought, ‘I thought it would be like that.’ My feet did not hesitate to cross the 
garden. 


The hallway. 

“You’ve arrived.” 

A speck of moonlight. 
“_..Were you waiting for me?” 
“Yes. Today is the [second].” 


Questions and answers that lacked context. A conversation that I couldn’t understand stirred the night 
air. With the full-length mirror at her back, the Lady of the Silver Lily was smiling. 


“Look in the mirror.” 

“What do you see?” 
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“_... can see the words ‘Master/Teacher’ and ‘Lover.’ The letter ‘d’ as well. I can see fragments of small 
words, but I don’t understand what they mean.” 


“Call me.” 
“Heir... ” 
I was about to call her Heiress Ivansia, but I shut my mouth. 
Even though that was the title I should have used to show Raviel Ivansia the most respect. 
[ Never call me [Heiress] with your mouth again. ] 
[I will tear out your heart and kill you. | 
I remembered a conversation I never had. It was like a peek into a dream from a previous life. 
I was confused. I felt that I shouldn’t call her Heiress no matter what. 
“~..Milady.” 
“You’ve gotten much better.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily came closer to me. Her red eyes stared at me. But she was only looking. 
The lady’s lips were tightly closed. 


[What dream did you have? | 


Nevertheless, I felt like the Lady of the Silver Lily was speaking to me. Her closed lips seemed like 
they were moving. It was too intense and too clear to be a hallucination. 


“Your Ladyship... You were crying.” 
f And? J 


“You kept calling for someone. A man was tied up in front of you... It must have been him whom you 
called. But I don’t remember the man’s name.” 


[Then? J 
“Your Ladyship suffered as you stabbed the man with a sword.” 
Weird. 


Why did I keep talking to someone who didn’t respond? Why was the Lady of the Silver Lily quietly 
listening to me? 


It was really weird. 


The weirdest part was that my heart didn’t find this situation to be awkward. 


“That is admirable.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily stroked my head. ‘That is admirable.’ The words echoed deep into my 
heart. “That is admirable.’ A long, long time ago... I think I heard these words before I was even born 
into this world. 


I felt like I smelled a blue scent. 

“Look.” 

The Lady of the Silver Lily pulled something out from her bosom. 
It was a card. 

“_..What is that?” 

“Tt’s proof that you worked hard for me. You can feel proud.” 
Tightly packed words were engraved on the golden card. 

x 

[A Regressor’s Love] 

Rank: EX 


Effect: For a regressor, love is like poison. No matter how much you struggle, you can’t share your 
time with the one you love. Thus, a certain regressor begged, ‘Please retain my lover’s memories.’ That 
wish reached the Tower and came true. 


You share a timeline with your beloved. When your lover regresses a day, you too go back a day. When 
you regress a day, your lover regresses a day. This is the covenant of the ring. This is the marriage of 
time. 


May luck be with you both. 


However, the skill only works when you and your beloved love each other. 


I don’t know why, but I was speechless. 
“Please keep my lover’s time.” 
The Lady of the Silver Lily smiled a little. 


“Tt’s troublesome to be proposed to like this. I love your voice. Do you understand? If you don’t say it 
yourself, I won’t listen. So, you have to come back to me quickly.” 


My heart pounded. 


“T’m going to kill you. I’ll kill you over and over until you come back. If you can come back by seeing 
my scars, I’ll show you them as many times as necessary.” 


“Milady...” 


“So look at my wounds and suffer. Look at the scar you left on me. Look at it again and again. There 
are traces of you there.” 


The Lady of the Silver Lily reached out her hands and grabbed my neck. 
“You are the only person in this world who can kill me.” 
Gently. 

“You should know that I’m the only person who can kill you.” 
And I saw. 

[You have died. ] 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
I saw... then saw again. 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 97%. ] 

I saw the Lady of the Silver Lily shedding tears. 

I saw her killing a man, again and again. 

Every day I went back, I lived in her dreams. 

[You have died. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 96%. ] 

We loved each other in a past life. 

[You have died. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 95%. ] 

We will love each other in this life as well. 

Possibly even in the next. 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 94%. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 93%. ] 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 92%. ] 


That I hurt you. That you cried in a place I haven’t seen, in a time when I couldn’t be with you. Your 
silent tears. 


If I don’t forget them. 
If I don’t forget them, if I remember them— 


[Currently, your immersion rate is 91%.] 


We can love each other forever. 

[Currently, your immersion rate is 90%. ] 

Then. 

Then. 

Then. 

Then I'll return to you. 

Opening a door. Crossing the garden. Running down the hallway. 


You were born as the daughter of the Duke of Ivansia. You had a sad mother and lived a sad life. Your 
husband was decided before you were born, and after you were born, you dedicated your life to that 
person. 


You are a white flower. 
You are called the Moon of Ivansia, you were called the heiress, and I called you Your Ladyship. 
“You’ve arrived.” 


You are standing in the hallway. In this hallway, in the dark night, you are like a lone island in the sea. 
An infinite sea surrounded you. I heard the crashing waves. 


You are not Heiress Ivansia, not the Lady of the Duchy, nor Your Ladyship. 
“Raviel.” 

The white flower smiles. 

“T was waiting, Gongja.” 

I. 

I love you. 
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I ran and hugged her. 

“Raviel.” 

A million words were suspended in my mouth. 

I could say [I’m sorry]. 

I’m sorry I left you a permanent scar. 

I’m really sorry. 

I could also say [thank you]. 

Thank you for trusting me, thank you for waiting for me, and most of all, thank you for loving me. 
For loving someone like me. 


But what I wanted to say was not an apology, nor was it words of thanks. This wasn’t the first time I 
apologized to her, and this wasn’t the first time I would be grateful to her. 


In this moment, the night we reunited, I didn’t want to apologize or thank her. 
‘Something I’ve never said before.’ 


I wanted to present her words that I could only say to her once. I wanted to give her an utterance I 
would only say one time in my whole life. My first. My last. I wanted to dedicate my time to Raviel 
Ivansia. 


So. Therefore. That was why. 
I took Raviel’s hand. 

“Let’s get married.” 

A marriage proposal. 

Raviel slowly nodded. 


“T am called many names. I received the epithet of the Silver Lily from the emperor. The empire calls 
me by my title, Heiress Ivansia. But my name, Raviel, will eternally belong only to you.” 


We kissed. 


Deeply. 


A, 
The two of us woke up at dawn. 
The windows were a pale blue. 


Hearing the sound of breathing, I turned my head to see Raviel wordlessly looking at me. 


I also looked at Raviel without a word. Then, I moved my hand to hold hers. I felt her cool fingers. She 
was beautiful. Sharing our breaths, fingers intertwined, we touched foreheads. 


“Raviel, you’re a genius.” 


It was dawn. During that time called dawn, all meetings were secret trysts and all whispers became 
sweet nothings. Thus, those who shared their dawns were those who loved each other. 


I whispered, 


“You’re amazing. You utilized the trauma I had to see to convey my memories... Really, you’re 
amazing. I would never have thought of such a method.” 


“Tt’s because you respect the pain of others.” 
Raviel’s hand brushed against my earlobe. 


“You’re also incredible. How did you persuade the Tower? The Tower is like an inviolable 
administrator to Constellations. I know that you have a silver tongue, but I didn’t realize you could 
cajole the Tower itself.” 


“Well, I don’t actually remember much. It’s like a vague dream. Memories probably disappear after 
meeting with the Tower’s authorities.” 


“Nonetheless, you succeeded. My lover is quite capable.” 
“And my beloved is a genius.” 

“T won’t deny that.” 

We pressed our foreheads together. 

We could admire each other without vanity or showing off. 
This fact made me happy again. 

“When should we get married?” 

“Are we in a hurry?” 

“Saying it like that makes it sound dishonorable.” 


Raviel laughed lightly. I felt dizzy. Lightning shot up my spine to my head. No music could ever 
compare to the beauty of Raviel’s soft laugh. 


“The first step would be to break my engagement with the crown prince.” 
“Ah.” 

That was certainly true. 

Raviel nodded. 


“His Highness and I are bound by our engagement, which makes it difficult to marry you legally right 


i 


now. 
“Hm. I don’t really care about legality. I’ll be satisfied with a small ceremony with us two.” 
“No. It matters to me.” 

Raviel stroked my cheek. 


“This is the world I live in. I am loyal to this empire. My world and my nation needs to recognize my 
marriage. Even if you are a commoner here, you are my lover, and every citizen of the empire must 
accept you.” 


“All right. But can we expect everyone to react well...?” 


“Tt’s fine, Gongja,” Raviel said composedly. “Citizens who do not recognize you will die by my 
hands.” 


What do I do? She was too cool. I was falling in love again. I wanted to fall in love with her again and 
again. 


“T understand. Let’s have our wedding in your world, Raviel. But I also have a condition.” 
“Speak it.” 


“Breaking the engagement with the prince is necessary, but you shouldn’t be the one to initiate it. I 
won’t be able to forgive anyone who speaks poorly of you when they know nothing.” 


If anyone tried to point fingers at my beloved, I would break that finger. If anyone gossiped about her, I 
would cut off their tongue. If anyone besmirched her, I would kill them. 


I wasn’t kidding. 
I’d give them a taste of hell. 


“Tt should be obvious to everyone that it was the prince who is at fault and you simply had to break the 
engagement.” 


“Oho. Are you telling me to insult the nation’s foundation now? Me, the heir of the Ivansia duchy, who 
works in the shadows for the sake of the empire?” 


“Yes.” 
“That’ll be easy.” 


We took a moment to kiss each other. 


Life became a bit brighter. 
“Do you have a plan?” 


“Of course. Who do you think I am? I have a record of each time the crown prince met with the Lady 
of the Golden Silk piled up in a drawer in my library. There are hundreds of pages in storage. I have 
prepared both alibis and witnesses. If I drag him to court, I’ win.” 


What do I do? She was too cool. I was falling for her again. I wanted to fall in love with her again and 
again. 


“Of course, we don’t actually have to go to court. The imperial family would not want to advertise this. 
I just need to ask the emperor for a meeting with the evidence in tow.” 


“When will you go to the palace?” 
“As soon as possible.” 
Raviel quietly pushed back my bangs. 


“Gongja. When you marry me, you’ll be marrying into the Ivansia ducal family. The imperial family 
will directly give you a title as my consort. And I will become your lord.”[1] 


My heart throbbed. 
“Officially, I will call you ‘Wife.’ You will call me ‘Husband.’ Is that acceptable?” 


“Tt’s a hierarchical society, and you’re from the Ivansia family. I’m only an outsider. Don’t worry. It’s 
just following the laws of the empire. I don’t mind it at all...” 


“I’m glad you think it’s all right. I thought you would say that. So, test it out and call me ‘Husband.’ “ 
I paused. 

“What’s wrong? Are you embarrassed?” 

“You’re embarrassed. I knew it. I’ll try it out first.” 

Her eyes smiled. 

“Wife.” 

My heart. 


I gulped. Spit stuck to the back of my throat. I slowly tried to open my mouth, but it was glued shut. 
My upper lip slid across my lower lip fruitlessly before barely making a sound. 


“| ..H...usband.” 
Raviel blinked. 


A silence settled upon us. 


My lover’s red eyes stared straight at me. How do I describe it? Her face looked like that of someone 
who saw a hedgehog’s paws. In other words, I had no idea what her expression meant. 


“Gongja.” 

“Yes.” 

“Say it once more.” 

“ ..Husband>?” 

“Again.” 

Hmm. 

“Husband...?” 

Raviel’s eyelashes fluttered. Her shoulders shrank a bit. 
‘What the heck is this reaction?’ 


I didn’t know it at first since Raviel kept a straight face, but I soon realized it. No way. Maybe? Could 
it be? No, this wasn’t possible, even if it was the end of the world, but... 


“Raviel. Are you embarrassed right now?” 

“Mm...” 

Raviel mumbled. 

“Tt’s insanely adorable. My man is...” 

Her embarrassment infected me in an instant. This was crazy. 


My face turned red, and my lips were dry. Still, my head worked just fine. At this time, it would be best 
to counterattack by saying [Raviel is the cutest person in the world]. I could return all the damage I’d 
received from Raviel so far. But I couldn’t do that. I felt so flustered I thought I would die. 


Instead, I compromised. 
“Husband.” 


Rather than a one-sided attack, both sides could flirt. We could force a draw with no winners or losers. 
Did she understand my strategy? Raviel also opened her mouth. 


“|..Wife.” 
“Husband.” 
“Wife.” 
“Husband!” 
“Wife...” 


“T love you.” 


“T love you.” 

“My husband...” 

“My wife.” 

Like that, an infinite cycle. 

Before we knew it, the dawn had already become morning. 

-Fuck. You son of a... 

Bae Hu-ryeong muttered, facing away from me. He had been trying to protect our privacy. 


-You shitty couple. You dorks give me goosebumps. Matching idiot couple. Fuuuck, what about me? Do 
you know how fervently I called you when you got immersed in the butler, huh? As soon as you become 
conscious, you don’t even thank me and just dally with your lover, huh? Are you taking me lightly? You 
really want me to pass on? Huh? 


[Shiny comforts the Sword Emperor. ] 

-Aah. You’re the only one I have left, Shiny! 

The ghost and the sword came to build a mysterious friendship. 
‘I’m sorry, and thank you both.’ 

But for now, I wanted to shower love on my beloved a little more. 
5. 

In the throes of love, I remembered the goal of this stage. 

[To prevent the destruction of this world. ] 


Also, the main cause of the end of the world was my husband’s artifact, the Holy Sword’s fragment, 
and the spiraling of her wish. 


‘In other words, if I recover the fragment, the world won’t be destroyed by the demons.’ 
But that wasn’t the only reason the world would end. 

— The apostle of ‘The Ox That Harvest Ruins.’ 

— The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains.’ 

— The apostle of “The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness.’ 

On the last day, beings from different worlds descended from the rifts littering the torn sky. 
I clearly remembered the invasion of the apostles sent by other Constellations. 

‘They’ ll definitely come.’ 


I knew because there hadn’t been a message about the stage being cleared. 


‘My husband ascended to a semi-Constellation from stabbing a fragment of the Holy Sword in her 
heart.’ 


A Constellation was said to be the representative of a world. They were barriers that protected the 
world. 


In other words, this world only had half a shield. 
But my husband currently had no sword in her heart. Therefore, she had not yet ascended. 
Rephrasing that statement, there was no Constellation protecting the world at the moment. 


“Let’s plan the wedding for a month from now,” I said. “It’ll be exactly ten days after I first possessed 
the butler.” 


One month later from this moment. 
“IT see. You’re matching the timing.” 


We set the date for our wedding for the day this world originally would have ended. It was to reject the 
last moments of the world and remake it into our new beginning. 


It was an audacious choice. 


“Tf so, itll be quite a bit of work for me. But should everything go well, we can have our wedding next 
month.” 


“What sort of things need to be done?” 


“First, I need to break the engagement with the crown prince. Next, I must succeed my father’s 
position.” 


Raviel said it as if it were only natural. 


“Tt will be difficult to marry you with my current status. The legal procedures are bothersome, and 
society will squawk about having a commoner betrothed to a noble. It’1l be annoying. I’d rather 
become the duchess and take you as my consort. When I become the family head, I can arrange things 
as I please.” 


“Wits.” 
I was speechless. 


“Raviel. I still have quite a few of the butler’s memories. It’s... Isn’t it quite difficult for the heiress to 
succeed as the family head? Especially for the Ivansias. It’s the noble and great Ivansia family. 
Succeeding the duchy just because you want to is...” 


“You’re right. It would be difficult if I were not me,” Raviel said calmly. “However, I am Raviel 
Ivansia.” 


What do I do? She was too cool. I was falling for her again. I wanted to fall in love with her again and 
again. 


“The duchy’s vassals have already pledged allegiance to me. I also have military power. If my father 
wants to hold on to his power until the end, his only choice is to go running to His Majesty the 
Emperor.” 


Thud. 
Raviel dumped a stack of papers onto the table. 


“T have plenty of evidence that proves the crown prince’s infidelity. The emperor is as competent as the 
special operatives he commands. He will defend the dignity of the imperial family rather than stay 
loyal to my father, who has no real power.” 


“You phrase it like you have respect for the emperor, but Raviel... isn’t that the same thing as 
blackmailing him...>?” 


“Wife.” 


Raviel looked at me seriously. I twitched when she called me her wife. We were calling each other 
[husband] and [wife] in order to get used to the new titles, even when we were alone. 


“Yes, my husband?” 


“You have a job in the Tower, not in this world. I understand if you do not frequently return to my 
world and this empire. You should understand that I cannot relinquish my noble title.” 


Hearing it like this made me feel like a spouse who worked abroad... 


“But there will be occasions when you need to be with me. For example, at the events for the end of the 
year and New Year’s. Furthermore, the events held by the Duke or Duchess and his or her consort are 
always political affairs. You will be the Moon of Ivansia, and you will be honored as the noblest 
consort of the empire, barring the empress. You’ll need some level of political prowess.” 


Mm. So... 


“Loyalty to the emperor and blackmail of the imperial family can coexist, then. It isn’t as if the empire 
is harmed when my husband becomes the Ivansia family head. Rather, I am fortunate to have such a 
capable noblewoman as my husband.” 


“My wife knows to read between the lines. He’s capable, smart, and cool.” 
“Of course. I’m Raviel’s man.” 

“T love you.” 

“T love you.” 

We took a moment to kiss each other. 

Life became a bit brighter. 

-Fuuuuuuccck... 


For some reason, the ghost’s face became more and more sunken. 
4 


-Who was it? Who taught this idiot to love? Who put this guy up to the madness and sickness of love... 
Why is he in love? If this guy wasn‘ in love, I would still be happy... 


[Shiny regretfully points to the Sword Emperor. ] 
-I should beat myself up for this. Me... 

Then, we began to work busily. 

For the greatest happy endings—no. 

For the greatest wedding. 


NAwSs 


[1] The words that they call each other are 2! (KA) for Gongja and 4a (4##) for Raviel. #2! is 
“wife” and 7 is “husband” when it uses the hanja X#, but the raws specified the hanja is 4##4, 
which means “female ruler.” Anyway, just know that Raviel wears the pants in this relationship. 





[TN] 4/3/2021 After reader feedback, we’ve decided to go with Gongja = wife and Raviel = husband, 
as God the author intended. 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Lady of the Silver Lily with me, contact me through 
Discord: https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 112. < Holy War. (1) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 


[TN] 4/3/2021 After reader feedback, we’ve decided to go with Gongja = wife and Raviel = husband, 
as God the author intended. 


1. 
Romance Fantasy Trope 999 
[You don’t need something like tropes for love. J 
2; 
In life, you occasionally receive gifts by chance. 
“Lady of the Golden Silk. I need to tell you something important.” 


“Gee, it’s been a while since you called me [Lady of the Golden Silk] instead of [milady], butler. Each 
time, it’s for something unfortunate. Let me deduce what happened this time.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk slowly raised her teacup. 
It was truly an elegant motion. 

“Do I have a secret half-sister?” 

“You do not.” 


“Really? Then, was my mother secretly an illegitimate child of the former emperor, thereby meaning 
that my blood is intertwined with the imperial family’s? Thus, the love between the crown prince and I 
can never come to fruition?” 


“That isn’t it.” 


“Or do I have both a hidden half-sister and a hidden bloodline, meaning that I have a lot of potential to 
be the protagonist of a story?” 


“No.” 

“Then what is it, you bastard?” 

“I’m getting married soon.” 

“Oho. Marriage. So it was marriage. Marriage—” 

Pffft! 

The Lady of the Golden Silk sprayed the tea she had been drinking. Mostly on my face. 
There was no trace of elegance to be found. 


“Marriage?!” 


“Yes.” 

“Marriaaggeee?!” 

“That’s correct.” 

“Tf that’s a joke, it’s a really bad one, butler! Do you want me to hit you again?!” 
“Tt isn’t a joke.” 

I wiped my face with a handkerchief. 


“There’s no way I would joke about this to milady, is there? I really am getting married. You can’t stop 
me. I’ve already set a date for next month.” 


“W-who’s your partner?” 

“That would be the esteemed Lady of the Silver Lily.” 
“Oh, come on. You’re definitely fibbing.” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk sighed. Phew. 


Her face looked relieved. Her expression showed that she didn’t think Raviel would marry me even if 
the world was ending. Oh, well. That was a normal reaction. 


“Do you think I’m lying?” 


“Yeah. It’s a poorly spun lie at that. Please come up with a more plausible tale if you want to trick me. 
I’m giving you a failing mark in creativity.” 


“Tf it’s for real, will you allow me to marry her?” 


“Ahaha. Sure, sure. I’1l let you marry or whatever, butler. Rather, if it’s real, it would be very 
advantageous for me to have my servant marry into the noblest family in the empire. Wouldn’t the 
value of my family soar at once?” 


“Please stamp this.” 

“Hmm?” 

I held out some papers I had prepared in advance. 
“What is this, butler?” 


“This document states that you, my original master, will allow the marriage between myself and Lady 
Raviel Ivansia. I’ll step out of your shadow and become a consort in the Ivansia family.” 


“Pfft!” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk held her stomach and laughed. 


“C-consort of the Ivansias... Pffft! What’s that supposed to be, a joke? A prank? Are you saying that 
my butler will be called [Duke Consort of Ivansia]? It’s hilarious just to imagine. Me becoming the 
empress is more likely than that.” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk’s grin changed into a different sort of style. 
“Well, that is what will happen this time.” 

Hm. 

I remembered the summary I had read before entering this Apocalypse. 
‘It’s her second try.’ 


Since the Heretic Questioner hadn’t possessed her yet, I could guess at the Lady of the Golden Silk’s 
true nature and thought about many things regarding her. 


For now, I buried all these thoughts and said, “Will you please stamp it?” 
The Lady of the Golden Silk grabbed her stomach again and laughed. 


“Oh, gladly. This will become a piece of your dark history, butler. As your generous master, I can’t look 
away from this amazing farce.” 


“Thank you. Then, I’ll call over my fiancée tomorrow.” 

“Yes, yes. Heiress Ivansia. The second brightest moon in the empire. Dream on.” 
The next day, I stood with Raviel before the Lady of the Golden Silk. 

“T brought her over, milady.” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk’s jaw dropped. 

“We already know each other, but I shall greet you again,” Raviel said, holding a fan. 


“T am Raviel Ivansia, daughter and successor to the Duke of Ivansia. I received the epithet of the Silver 
Lily from His Majesty the Emperor.” 


“Huh? Ah. Yes, of course we know each other. Your Ladyship...?” 


“Tt is a joyous occasion for me to marry your butler. The butler is bound to you. Getting married would 
be difficult without your permission, but you have easily granted it. Truly, thank you.” 


“All right...?” 
“This is a wedding invitation.” 


Raviel curtly handed her a letter. The border was decorated with a thread of silver, and in the center of 
the envelope was the red wax seal of the duchy. The Lady of the Golden Silk accepted the letter with a 
dull face. 


“Rejoice. You are the first person to receive an invitation. I hope you know what an honor it is. Well, it 
is but a small gift to you as you have cared for him until now.” 


“B-butler...? This is a joke, right...>?” 


“How impudent. As of today, this man is my fiancé, not your butler. You don’t possibly believe that the 
Ivansia family is inferior to your barony? From now on, treat my fiancé politely.” 


“T)-d-d-uke... consort...?” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk stared at me like the world had flipped over. Her gaze was desperately 
asking me to deny the title she just spoke. 


I bowed politely. 


“Tt was an honor to serve you, milady.” 


“Then, shall we go, Raviel?” 

“Hmph. I told you to call me ‘Husband’ in front of others.” 

“Ahh, pardon me. Husband. My mouth isn’t used to calling you that yet...” 

“My wife is so silly. But I like everything about you, including that part.” 

“T love you.” 

“T love you.” 

We left, side by side. 

A while after, we heard a faint scream behind us. 

“What is thiiiisss—?!” 

A spring with falling magnolias. 

Our marriage was drawing near. 

3. 

My lover, Raviel Ivansia, was a person who followed through on her words. 
If Raviel said our wedding would take place within a month, it really would. 
“T’ve detained my father in our villa,” Raviel said, casually and calmly. 


“There is a group of people in my family who still follow my father, but their numbers are few. We can 
ignore them. I negotiated with the emperor for my succession to be recognized, and I’ve already 
become the Duchess of Ivansia. Now, I shall be called the Silver Lily Duchess, not the Lady of the 
Silver Lily.” 


“Uhh...” 


My father-in-law was incarcerated overnight. 


‘Is this all right?’ 
While I was feeling uneasy for an in-law I had never met, Raviel looked at me. 


“You are now the fiancé of the Duchess of Ivansia. You are the host of the second highest-ranking 
family.” 


“Other than the emperor, the empress, and the prince, there is no one you must bow your head to. At 
least, not in this empire. All citizens of the empire, regardless of status, must bow to you. In the absence 
of the imperial family, you will be treated with the highest regard.” 


Raviel was serious. 
It was only after I heard her words that I felt that [something huge] was happening. 


Until now, I thought of our wedding only in terms of my love for Raviel. Our love was sweet. It was 
romantic. But for Raviel, marriage was more than just romance. 


The immense truth of the matter dawning on me, I opened my mouth. 
“But [I’m only a commoner...” 


“Of course, the socialite biddies will gossip. Gongja. Your past is like the train of an uncomfortable 
dress, and it will follow you wherever you go. But I’ve taken what measures we could.” 


Measure. 

“What did you plan?” 

“You will become the adopted son of the grand chamberlain of the imperial palace.” 
Raviel handed me a sheet of paper. 


“The grand chamberlain has served the imperial family for a long time. He was awarded a noble rank; 
his personal record is clean; and his honor is regarded highly. Most importantly, he has no children. 
Becoming the son of this old chamberlain will raise your status immediately.” 


Oh, my god. 

No, really. Oh, my god. 
“T-is that allowed?” 

“Tt is. If I want it to be.” 


Even now, Raviel was working through a mountain of files. Swipe! Raviel’s quill never stopped 
moving. It was hard for me to guess the contents of those documents and the political repercussions 
they would have. 


“T omitted all the annoying steps. Just sign that paper. Then, you’ll be recognized as the son of the 
grand chamberlain.” 


It was like this. 
The reality of marriage. 


The father-in-law I had never seen was confined in a villa. I also became the adopted son of someone I 
never met. Many things were happening that I didn’t know about. 


I realized belatedly as I signed the adoption papers how momentous it was to become [the wife of the 
Duchess of Ivansia]. 


It was clearly demonstrated by the scenes that I faced a few days later. 
“Greetings to the second brightest moon in the empire.” 


Even if I was just passing by the academy, the noble ladies and gentlemen recognized me and yielded 
to me. They were utterly courteous. The rumors had spread to the academy at some point. 


“T pay my respects to the lord of the house of Ivansia.” 

“Ah. All right...” 

“Congratulations on your betrothal. May there be eternal glory to the Ivansias.” 
“T-thank you.” 


The students stopped talking whenever I walked by. They stopped whatever they were doing and 
remained silent and polite until I left. The academy’s guards, including the knights, saluted respectfully 
when they saw me. 


There were no exceptions. 
Even the academy teachers bowed as if it were natural. 


Even when I reached rank 3 in the Tower, even when I became a popular celebrity and was surrounded 
by crowds... I’d never felt the same way. 


‘This is the thing called status.’ 


I wasn’t a star. I wasn’t an entertainer. These people weren’t surrounding me or using their smartphones 
to take a picture of my face. 


They merely kneeled. 
*...Amazing.’ 


They probably only acted like this in front of me. I would bet that as soon as I left, they would spread 
all sorts of dirty rumors about my origin and about Raviel and the prince’s unconventional breakup. 


However, nobody dared to gossip in front of me. 
“Eek! ” 


Shatter! 


One day, an academy servant broke a jug of water while moving it. I was just passing by. I wanted to 
ask, [Are you OK?], but at that moment, six servants prostrated themselves at once. 


“W-we apologize!” 

“We deserve to die!” 

“Please. We have gravely erred in our foolishness, so please forgive...!” 
I was speechless. 

I hadn’t become dumbfounded for some other reason. 


No, it was that they seemed to be asking me for forgiveness like it was expected. The fact that I had the 
[right to forgive them] paralyzed me. 


In other words, I could decide to punish them and not forgive them. 
It was crazy. 

This was definitely crazy. 

-What’s the problem? It’s obvious things would turn out like this. 
Bae Hu-ryeong said while swimming in the air. 


-It’s your Tower, which cares about status and class in name only, that’s weird. Didn’t you know? If 
you go up to the 50th floor, you’!I find that most towers are defined by hierarchical societies. 


I think Bae Hu-ryeong mentioned we would compete with towers from other worlds after the 50th 
floor. 


Bae Hu-ryeong picked his ear with his pinky and blew away the earwax. 


-Your husband’s family, Ivansy or whatever, is second only to the imperial family in this world. That 
means that you’re pretty much a queen, Zombie. 


A queen. 
-Congratulations on becoming Cinderella, bro. 
The shoulders of the servants lying prostrate in the hallway were trembling. 
Suddenly, what Raviel said came to my mind. 
[Every citizen of the empire must accept you. | 
[My world and my nation need to recognize my marriage. J 
This was exactly what she was talking about. 
In just a few days, I had risen to the top of the pyramid. 


I had reached the pinnacle of power. 


‘This is... Raviel’s world.’ 

If so. 

‘How should I act?’ 

Not just as [Kim Gongja]... 

Not as the Hunter [Death King]... 

But as the [spouse] of the noblest family in this land. 
I bent over. 

Then, I picked up a fragment of the broken jug. 

I quietly placed a fragment in the palm of the servant who had erred. 
“Make this into a necklace and wear it on your body.” 
I opened my mouth. 


“The necklace is the accessory closest to one’s heart. Keep your mistake close to heart. Reflect and 
repent for it.” 


“Don’t wait for me to forgive you. When you yourself think and feel that it is enough, you may forgive 
yourself. Do you understand?” 


“Y-yes...!” 
I turned and walked away. 
That evening, Raviel said to me, “My wife responded thoughtfully.” 


I cut some meat with a knife and fork. I was learning table manners over dinner. Raviel moved her 
hands deliberately and slowly on the other side of the table so that I could watch and learn. 


“Um. Well. Did I do well?” 


“You were excellent. If you forgave the servant too easily, people would have said, [He isn’t strict 
because of his humble background. How can he manage the duchy with that attitude?] If you punished 
them too sternly, the rumor that [He’s getting full of himself when he climbed ranks overnight] would 
have spread.” 


Either way would have struck out. 


“People would have cursed you whether you forgave the servants or punished them, wife. In this case, 
the event itself is not important; the presentation is. You wisely wrapped up the situation by creating a 
moving story.” 


Raviel smiled. 


“What happened today has already been disseminated throughout the empire’s social circles. Those 
with a pure curiosity will admire your heart, and those with thick heads will admire your sagacity. I 
thought you were an amateur at politics. What magic did my beloved use?” 


“_..I just thought of you, Raviel.” 
My knife split the egg yolk. 
The color of a young chick deflated. 
“T knew you were working hard in spots that I can’t see.” 
“Mm.” 
“T thought of how much you think of me, and naturally, I thought about you, too.” 
I had thought from Raviel’s perspective. 
f How should I act to best help my husband? J 


“Tf I forgave the servants, I would have been seen as a soft-hearted duke consort. If I punished them, I 
would be seen as a strict one. However, I thought that being perceived as a [wise consort] would be the 
most helpful for you.” 


“Why is that?” 


“People won’t think that my husband is generous just because her wife acts kindly. Similarly, my 
strictness doesn’t affect your image.” 


The candle on the table went out. 

“However, if I am wise, Raviel must also be wise. Choosing a [sensible spouse] is wise in itself.” 
Raviel covered her lips with a white napkin. 

“You thought of me.” 

“Yes,” 


“Gongja. You’ve already helped me. The people of the world won’t know this, but you’ve saved this 
world from destruction. You’ ll continue to save it in the future. Isn’t it all right for you to do what you 
wish, even a little?” 


“No.” 
I shook my head firmly. 


“T’Il be with you all my life, Raviel. For the rest of our lives. I don’t want to obsess over [what I’ve 
done for Raviel]. I don’t even want to think about it. I want to give you more things, things that are 
more precious than anything I’ve done for you before.” 


“T want it so that meeting me would be the greatest fortune in your life. I hope that being beside me will 
be your greatest happiness. I want to mean the most to you, Raviel.” 


“_,.It’s not a matter of fortune or happiness.” 

Raviel stood up from the table. 

She slowly approached me and bent down. 

“You are my one miracle.” 

Our lips met. 

aK OK OOK 

Of course, not everyone succumbed to the Ivansia name. 
“T am! Against! This marriage!” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk came to me every day to complain. Since the prince was called away by 
the emperor, the Lady of the Golden Silk only had me to lament to since she couldn’t speak directly 
against Raviel. 


“But haven’t you already stamped the document?” 

“Tt’s invalid. Invalid! I stamped it because I thought it was a joke!” 
“Regardless of what you thought, the papers are legally valid.” 
“Ugh... Aaargh!” 

The Lady of the Golden Silk chewed on her fingernails. 


“Tt’s strange. Very strange. Nothing like this happened last time... Did I cause a butterfly effect? No, 
this is too much for that... Aah, Lord Ox that Harvests Ruins, what is this...?” 


The Ox that Harvests Ruins. 

I tilted my head as if I was hearing that keyword for the first time. 

“What does that mean?” 

“It’s nothing!” 

The Lady on the Golden Silk clamped her mouth shut. 

“Whatever. This is probably one of the Lady of the Silver Lily’s schemes!” 

“She isn’t the Lady of the Silver Lily. She is to be the duchess soon. Be respectful.” 
“Oof. Butler, I really hate you! I’ll never forgive you!” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk glared at me and left the room. Slam! The door shut violently, making the 
hinges creak. She was showing that she would not let this marriage pass by idly. The Lady of the 
Golden Silk would probably be the biggest obstacle regarding the wedding. 


However, I wasn’t worried at all. 

There were only ten days left before the wedding. 

“Death King!” 

Someone wearing the costume of the Lady of the Golden Silk burst through the door. 
“T think I’ve turned into the heroine of this Apocalypse!” 

Sitting in a chair, I smiled. 

“Heretic Questioner.” 

“Yes! Death King!” 

“In ten days, the Constellations of the other worlds will attack.” 

I said to my colleague, who had turned from the greatest obstacle to the greatest assistant. 
“Please prepare for a holy war, SSS-class zealot.” 


NAS 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Silver Lily Duchess with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 


Chapter 113. < Holy War. (2) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
4. 
The Heretic Questioner. 


An epithet holder. A so-called first-generation Hunter active since the early days of the Tower. Among 
every nationality, regions where no nation had established themselves, and regions where nations had 
collapsed when humans came rushing in, this blond psychopath stabilized the Tower by hunting down 
radicals. 


“T see Constellations as the deities of their worlds!” 


The specialist who managed all religions on the planet with the authority “Ten Thousand Temple’ 
smiled widely. 


“Simply put, the deities are the laws of their worlds! For example, there is a law that exists on our 
world, Earth, which is the law of physics! Though, the laws of physics are basically installed 
everywhere, like Windows operating systems, so they’re nothing special. That’s why there isn’t 
anything special about our world!” 


Um. 
“But we have nuclear weapons and guns, you know?” 


“As I said, the laws of physics are the foundation of everything, no matter where you go! That means 
that those two tools can come from any world where the technology is advanced enough!” 


The Heretic Questioner continued that it would, however, be difficult to develop technology based just 
on physics if magic and miracles were common. That didn’t mean that other worlds couldn’t invent 
nuclear technology and guns anyway. 


‘I guess there was also an Apocalypse destroyed by a nuclear war. The Saga of the Iron Knights in 
Space, which is now our 23rd floor, was science fiction...’ 


Could it be...? Was Earth the weakest among the worlds? 


I knew that magic and skills didn’t become common until after the Tower rose, but I felt weird hearing 
that our home Earth, the blue marble, was weak. Was this nationalism? No, should I say it was 
globalism? 


“But, like you said, it is true that guns and nuclear weapons are very powerful! If we were to rain them 
down, we could defeat quite a few apostles!” 


“T see.” 


Raviel tapped her mouth with the tip of her fan. 


“Since the laws of physics are the underlying bases of most worlds, physical attacks can be used almost 
anywhere.” 


“That’s right! It is natural that those who aren’t bound by physics cannot attack physically. And if they 
have physical bodies, then physical attacks will, of course, work on them! But the question of efficacy 
remains: Will they be affected by the full force of the attacks, or will the attacks be reduced?” 


The floating Sword Emperor let out a small exclamation. 
-Huh. That guy’s smart. 
‘Sword Emperor, does this sound right to you?’ 


-Yeah. That’s why the Constellation Killer could break Shiny with his aura and why I wasn’t pushed 
about when I only trained with a blade. That kid who controls the Black Dragon Guild could also make 
pancakes of Preta with her beam. Physical power is a very powerful ‘law.’ 


[Shiny sullenly nods. ] 
-It can be said that a Constellation’s class depends on how much they follow the laws of physics. 
I wanted to ask what that meant, but the Heretic Questioner began to explain it right away. 


“The part that I just said about reduced physical damage is unexpectedly important! This is because one 
can follow the laws of physics but not be completely bound! And if that’s possible—” 


“—Because all Constellations have their own laws, their apostles have to oppose the laws of physics 
with those laws.” 


“Ooh! As expected, you have a brilliant understanding of it! You are indeed Death King’s partner!” 
“That’s obvious.” 


My husband spoke such lovely words. I was certain that Raviel was shining this small tactical meeting 
with just that. 


-Zombie, won't you focus? You’re deciding this world’s fate right now. 
[Shiny jumps up and strikes the back of the warrior’s neck. ] 

Good grief. 

They’re so pitiable, not knowing a love like mine. 

-Hey, quit your BS, Zombie. 

[Shiny looks at the warrior with eyes like rotten fish.] 

‘Shiny, you don’t even have eyes.’ 

[Shiny says to look at the jewels on the sheath. ] 


When I followed her words and looked at the decorated sheath, the colors of the jewels were somewhat 
hazy. 


Hm. 

‘T got it. I’ll watch myself.’ 
-And concentrate. 

“Yep.” 


1. All Constellations have their 
own laws. 


2. Their apostles also obey those 
laws. 


“What are some examples of laws?” 
“Hmm! For example, there is a constellation named Barbit.” 
A ‘god of love,’ the Heretic Questioner added. 


“This Constellation [translates everything in the world to romance]. In a world ruled by Barbit, power 
and wealth are meaningless! A person’s strength is determined by how much romance power they 
have.” 


“Romance power? What’s that?” 

“Mm! You have to see it.” 

The Heretic Questioner combined his hands to make a sign. 
“Sacred Technique, Psyche.”[1] 

Poof! 


Light emanated from the Heretic Questioner’s hands. It wasn’t just white but also reddish... and a little 
pink? Anyway, a thick perfume-like mist shrouded us. 


“Aha. This is temporary, but I’ve set up a sanctuary for the God Barbit! Try doing something, Death 
King!” 


“Um ” 


I looked around awkwardly. It was late at night. The Heretic Questioner, Raviel, and I were in Raviel’s 
quarters to strategize for the coming invasion in 10 days. 


“ ..Nothing’s changed except for the pink mist, though?” 
“Excuse me for a moment!” 


It was then. The Heretic Questioner hooked his foot around my ankle to trip me. “Huh?” I said, my 
body tilting. “Um,” I said as I grabbed Raviel’s arm. “Aah?” The two of us fell to the floor. 


“Hmm.” 


Raviel stared down at me. She was on top of me, making it look like I was being attacked by her. It had 
all happened in an instant. 


“Gongja. Showing this kind of affection in front of someone else is embarrassing.” 
“Uh. Uh...” 

I was mortified. 

“N-no! No! It’s not like that, Raviel! I was just falling...!” 

“Ahaha.” 

The Heretic Questioner laughed. 

“Tt’s a pose you often see in romance works!” 

“Heretic Questioner, this is...?” 


“In Barbit’s sanctuary, every action leads to romance! You don’t simply fall; you draw in people around 
you. Mhm. For example, if Death King wore a dress shirt and drank some water, there is a 95% chance 
that the water will spill and show off his muscles! Everyone nearby would inevitably be flustered by 
the sight!” 


Oh, lord. What was that? Wasn’t that cosmic horror, not romance? 


“Tn short, a sanctuary reinterprets the world and brainwashes people. It’s the same for the Great Library 
we were in earlier! The Librarian interprets the world as [a collection of stories], and we are compelled 
to be [characters].” 


Poof. 


When the Heretic Questioner made another sign, the circle of pink on the floor disappeared. Flushed, I 
got out from under Raviel. 


The Heretic Questioner smiled widely and said, “Defeating the Constellations’ apostles with their laws 
and the laws we can use. This is both a Holy War and a Star War!” 


A Holy War and a Star War. In Korean, both would be written as “Sungjun.”[2] 
“Hm. So how should we deal with the Holy War that will take place in ten days?” 


“We need to know exactly which Constellations are involved! You can infer this from what I’ve said so 
far, but our tactics will depend on the Constellations’ laws!” 


“Certainly, knowing information about the enemy before the war is extremely important,” Raviel said, 
her fan at her mouth. 


The Heretic Questioner nodded. 
“Yes! So I ask you, which Constellations’ apostles are coming in ten days?” 
Hm. 


“Can you tell the laws from the names of the Constellations?” 


“Tf you know their true names, it is 100% possible! I can look with my skill, [Ten Thousand Temple]!” 


At that, I recalled some information about the young man... No, he was possessing the body of the 
Lady of the Golden Silk, so young woman... in front of me. 


‘It was around when I was fighting Preta on the 13th floor.’ 


When I was fulfilling the prophecy, the Black Dragon Guildmaster said that not only was the Heretic 
Questioner skillful, but he was also knowledgeable of other worlds’ religions. 


Good. 

“A description... Can you infer a Constellation’s true name from their epithet?” 
“Tf the Constellation is famous, yes!” 

If that was so... 


“They are [The Ox that Harvests Ruins], [The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains], and [The Evangelist of 
Everlasting Happiness].” 


“Hm.” 
The Heretic Questioner rubbed his chin. 


“(The Ox that Harvests Ruins] is Mutia. That Constellation’s main areas of control are [Destruction] 
and [Re-creation]. It’s simple but powerful.” 


Destruction and re-creation. 
“How does it fight?” 


“T guess... Its physical force can be used strongly at will! It can crush an area, dismantle a being’s 
structure, and maybe recombine the structure afterward to create a golem. It’s very rare, but there are 
times when it can also use the power of time! Time is also a part of the laws of physics!” 


The Second Reincarnation Female Lead characteristic of the Lady of the Golden Silk was definitely 
because of Mutia’s power, then. 


An apostle of a Constellation beyond this world had already been present here. 
‘Is that why the Corner Librarian designated this world as an Apocalypse?’ 


In the Librarian’s perspective, could we intervene because there were outside Constellations already 
interfering in this story? 


Or was it just because there was no Constellation in this world, as Raviel said? 
‘The former seems to match the Corner Librarian’s tendencies more so than the latter.’ 
While I was thinking about that, the Heretic Questioner continued. 


“[The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains] is the epithet of Mahos. Its main areas of control are [Dueling] 
and [War]. This is another simple but powerful force!” 


Dueling and war. 
“Does that mean they cannot deny a challenge to a duel or something like that?” 


“Yes! Or spread a mania so that they are not afraid of death or dispense wisdom about tactics and 
strategies! Ah. On the other hand, it can also forcefully make a peace zone by ‘banning war itself”! 
That is a very rare case, though!” 


“The one who controls war also controls peace... That sounds somewhat odd.” 
Raviel smiled slightly at my mutter. 


“There’s nothing strange about it. Peace is nothing more than a name for [the state in which war has 
desisted]. Therefore, one who can effect war can, of course, effect peace.” 


“Exactly!” 
The Heretic Questioner smiled widely. 


“T don’t know the true name of [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness]! It must be a Constellation 
who hasn’t become famous yet!” 


It was unknown. 

‘If the Constellation isn’t famous, does it mean that it is weak, or is that an advantage?’ 
As I was locked in anguish, Shiny vibrated. 

[Shiny wants to ask if he knows about the ‘Guardian Goddess.’ ] 

‘Shiny... You were the one who told me to focus on the meeting...’ 

[Shiny is advising on a very important issue! ] 

“Why are you like this...’ 


[Shiny declares she isn’t being selfish at all and that this is to determine how accurate the Heretic 
Questioner’s information is! ] 


Hm. 

“T... It’s a little off-topic, but do you know about the [Guardian Goddess]?” 
“Oho.” 

The Heretic Questioner grinned. 


“The [Guardian Goddess] is Hwiya’s descriptor! As her name suggests, her areas of control are mainly 
[Protection] and [Immortality]! She is a very powerful deity, but my Ten Thousand Temple skill says 
she lost her strength because of a certain event.” 


[Shiny sparkles, saying that this person is genuine and can be trusted! ] 
“Gongja. Why is your sword suddenly doing that? It’s hurting my eyes.” 


“Just a moment. I’1l wrap it up...” 


[Shiny screams for the warrior to stop.] 


Anyway, while I received confirmation that the Heretic Questioner’s information was correct, Raviel 
tapped her chin with her fan. 


“Tt’ll be difficult... Each enemy is of a different type. Are there a total of three enemies?” 
“Tt’ll be even more difficult since each apostle might borrow different levels of power!” 
“Even so, we can see the broad strokes. Thank you for sharing your information.” 

“Aha, saving this world will help our Tower! It’s efficient to help you!” 

“Ts that so?” 


“Yes! And my other skill, [Sacred Technique], can borrow the powers of any god I know the true name 
of! Combined with everyone’s strengths, we will find a way!” 


Our strength. 

Raviel and I looked at each other. Then, we opened our mouths at the same time. 
“Tt’s love.” 

“That will be love.” 


There would be plenty of people who are better at fighting than us, and there would be people who are 
smarter than we are, but we were confident in one thing. Our love was greater than anyone else’s. 


“ ..Huh?” 
The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. 


“Tt’s weird, Death King. When I see the two of you being lovey-dovey, the area around my heart feels 
tingly and numb. I never felt something like this before, so what could it be?” 


“Tt’s a heart attack.” 
“T also heard a message that my immersion rate got higher! How should I interpret this?” 
“No... For now, please be careful with the immersion rate.” 


If the Lady of the Golden Silk swallowed the Heretic Questioner before the war, we would be 
hamstrung. 


Regarding what we said earlier, Raviel and I were on the same page. She said, 
“The ‘love’ we mentioned has a meaning other than the general definition.” 
“What is that?” 

“T’m sorry, but I can’t share. Let’s say it’s a secret weapon.” 


“Umm, but I can’t take it into account when we’re plotting...” 


“That’s all right. Let’s discuss basic tactics and steps instead. As I am powerful in this world, I can 
arrange for security forces to be anywhere in the wedding hall. For example, I can borrow the 
emperor’s special operatives...” 


“Oho. How skilled are those operatives...” 
Like that, Raviel and the Heretic Questioner sat across each other and continued to talk. 
‘This will work.’ 


The sight of the once-love rivals—though one of their personalities had obviously been swapped— 
talking determinedly to fight together filled me with optimism. 


‘This will definitely work!’ 

Bae Hu-ryeong entered my vision like a bucket of cold water. 

-Gongja. Don’t be an idiot. Being invaded by three apostles is no easy thing. 
‘How bad will it be?’ 

-Think of it as about 1.5 times the strength of Preta on the 12th floor. 

What a novel unit of measurement. 


‘Preta was a Constellation. The invaders now are apostles. Wouldn’t apostles be weaker than a 
Constellation?’ 


-She was the lowest-level Constellation. In terms of your Tower ranks, she was like a D-rank 
Constellation. 


’12th-floor Preta was?’ 

-Yes, 12th-floor Preta was. 

Bae Hu-ryeong continued to pick his ears. 

-Well, I’m not worried since it’s you. No, I should say that I am not worried since it’s ‘you two.’ 
Bae Hu-ryeong glanced at Raviel. 


Since he spent a long time beside me, he must have guessed what the ‘secret weapon’ Raviel mentioned 
was. 


It was the same for me too. Thus, I didn’t think that this invasion couldn’t be overcome. 
But. 

-But Zombie, don’t you want to clear this stage with zero casualties? 

“Yes, that’s right.’ 


-You’ll have to think hard, then. Your hubby and that smartie-pants can take care of tactics, but you 
should develop your personal fighting ability. 


Bae Hu-ryeong looked down at me with his arms crossed. 


-Hmm. Thinking about it, you’re also D-rank, right? You don’t intend to be that rank forever, do you? 
Of course I didn’t. 

5. 

Ten days flew by like an arrow. 

“Tt’s finally your wedding day!” 

In the empire, weddings were held in the evenings. 


A marriage was the combination of the sun and the moon of the family. The evening, when the two 
celestial bodies met in the sky, was becoming of a marriage. The clearer and redder the sunset, the 
better it was for a wedding, and today was such a day. 


“You look so splendid today, Duke Consort!” 
I felt another strange feeling, surrounded by some servants. 


Up to five servants stuck to me like beetles to lead me around. They kept saying, “How can you be so 
beautiful?” “Her Excellency is so lucky!” and other silly things. My mind was overstimulated. 


“Well, thank you all very much. You don’t have to fuss like this...” 
“No, it’s no trouble!” the servants replied firmly. 


“At least for today, the Duke Consort should be the most amazing groom in the nation! Frugality and 
humbleness are virtues, but you cannot act like that now! Today, the only virtue is beauty!” 


Oh, I’ve felt this once before... 


It was the same as when the Black Dragon Guildmaster and the other guild masters went wild about me 
getting a photoshoot... 


Of course, there were also differences from that time. 
“Congratulations on your wedding, Duke Consort.” 


An old gentleman with a cool beard greeted me in the dressing room. I was confused because I didn’t 
know who he was. Seeing my bafflement, the old gentleman smiled wryly. 


“T am your foster father. I have a small position in running the imperial household. I heard a lot about 
you from the new Duchess of Ivansia.” 


“Ah...” 
Oh, god. I was wondering who he was, and he was my father whom I was meeting for the first time! 
“N-nice to meet you. Um. That’s, it’s...” 


“You can call me Father. Don’t worry. I know that you won’t be able to see me as your father in your 
heart. I won’t disturb the duchy by making use of my connection to you.” 


The old man bowed his back very politely. 


“T am going to retire after this wedding. Your husband was very considerate of me. Hoho. I won’t need 
to worry about my days in retirement.” 


A sigh slipped out from my mouth. How hard did Raviel work for today? 
I spoke a word that I had never said in my life. 

“ ..Father.” 

“Yes, the moon of Ivansia?” 


“T don’t know politics, and I have no connections to high society, so I don’t know about the conditions 
in society. So I want to ask: What do the people of the empire say about this marriage?” 


“Simply put, it has been highly unconventional,” the man said gently. 


“The marriage of someone from the Ivansia ducal family is equivalent to a royal marriage. Naturally, it 
is challenging to prepare for such an event on short notice. Moreover, Her Excellency broke the 
engagement with His Highness the Prince and succeeded as her family head...” 


At that moment, the old gentleman closed his mouth. It was because the outside of the dressing room 
became very noisy. We could hear the murmurs of the guests. 


“ Anyway, it would have been impossible if the Silver Lily Duchess had not persuaded His Majesty 
the Emperor.” 


The old man stroked his beard and beamed brightly. 


“Duke Consort. Your husband is truly a capable person. Her loyalty to His Majesty is an irreplaceable 
boon for the empire. Though I may only act as your father for today... If I may say something.” 


That very moment, the gentleman’s eyes narrowed. 


Simultaneously, a strong spirit emanated from the body of the old man that was almost comparable to 
the Sword Saint. 


“Considering your husband also requested my presence in my ‘other position’ and the security 
arrangements of the wedding hall, it seems that today’s marriage will not go very smoothly.” 


The grand chamberlain of the imperial family. 


The moment the commander of His Majesty’s special operatives said so, the commotion outside the 
dressing room turned into screams. 


-Zombie. Get ready. 

I looked out the window. 
-They’re here. 

Bae Hu-ryeong was right. 


[The apostle of “The Ox that Harvests Ruins’ has manifested. ] 


[The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ has manifested. ] 

[The apostle of ‘The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ has manifested. ] 

Two celestial bodies, the sun and the moon, mixed in the red sky. 

As the glow of the setting sun gave way, the enemies we had been awaiting appeared. 


NAS 


[1]: The word used is 4%!, aka “mind”, but the hanja behind it means Passion God. Considering that 
Psyche is the wife to Cupid/Eros, this seemed appropriate. 


[2]: This isn’t a reference to the Star Wars franchise, which is ““~E}?{2%” in Korean (a transliteration 
of the English title). It’s more like a war between planets or heavenly bodies in this sense. 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Silver Lily Duchess with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 
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6. 

The wedding hall was thrown into chaos. 

“Kyaaah!” 

“Good Lord, w-what is...” 

In the sunsetting horizon, there was a fissure. 


The red sky shattered like a glass window. Blood dripped through the cracks. I reinforced my eyesight 
with aura and looked up at the sky. 


[The apostle of ‘The Ox that Harvests Ruins’ has manifested. ] 

There was a girl with a huge hammer. 

[The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ has manifested. ] 
There was also a general on a pegasus that was flapping its wings. 

[The apostle of ‘The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ has manifested. ] 
Young children danced strangely, holding hands. 

“W-what...” 


The wedding guests looked at everything in shock. The cracking red sky alone was an unbelievable 
sight, and with the unidentified beings coming out of the cracks, they couldn’t pull themselves together. 


Except for three people. 
“They’ve arrived.” 


Raviel, the Heretic Questioner, and I were ready to fight back. Among us, Raviel was the one who had 
the power to command others. 


“Special ops, assemble and protect the guests! Imperial Spirit Troop, gather the civilians! My vassals, 
evacuate the guests!” 


My bride and duchess of the empire, Raviel, yelled at the bewildered guests—specifically, her vassals. 
People’s shoulders flinched. 


She was rallying the troops. 


Strangely, when Raviel called them out, they magically came out of their daze. There was no better 
person than the head of the second noblest family in the empire to use that “magic.” 


“Blue Lion Knights, form your ranks!” 


“Your Excellency, just what are those—” 


“Save your questions. Stay alert and observe the enemies. You are the protectors and leaders of the 
empire. If you’re going to act up in front of me, relinquish your titles! Understood?” 


“U-understood!” 


Raviel organized the hall in an instant. Even the soldiers and nobles who were not under her command 
obeyed her orders. 


They felt something, instinctively. They didn’t understand why the sunset in the sky was shattered nor 
why some unknown apostles appeared, but they knew if they followed Raviel Ivansia’s voice, they 
could get through this situation. 


“Can you figure out their abilities?” 
Raviel asked the Heretic Questioner after rattling off a series of instructions. 
“Yes! Just a moment!” 


The Heretic Questioner made some hand signs. A white light flared from his hands. The light stretched 
out into the sky like a beam, and in an instant, it passed over the apostles from the other worlds. 


“Mm. Analysis complete! First of all, that lady with the giant hammer over there—” 


However, the Heretic Questioner couldn’t finish his words. Did she interpret the beam as a challenge? 
The apostle wielding the hammer jumped from the sky. 


Her blonde hair fluttered as she slammed the ground with the huge iron hammer. 
Booooom! 
The ground was literally upturned. Screams echoed. 


The wind pressure of the strike alone caused a tornado to form. The red and white flowers that had 
been imported from the southern part of the empire for the wedding were whisked messily into the air. 
Amid the hundreds of flowers, blooming and scattered, the apostle’s eyes burned red. 


-Raviel Ivansia! 

Her eyes and voice were somewhat familiar. 

-I won't give you a thing! 

Shockingly, the apostle looked exactly like the Lady of the Golden Silk. 
“L-lady of the Golden Silk...?” 

“Why does she look like that?” 


The guests chittered suspiciously. The Lady of the Golden Silk was a celebrity, too, even if she wasn’t 
as famous as my husband. It was natural that many people recognized her face. Some of them 
astoundedly looked back and forth between the apostle and the Heretic Questioner. 


“Hmm.” 


The Heretic Questioner quietly muttered, “This isn’t good.” 
“That’s probably the noumenon of the Lady of the Golden Silk.”[1] 
“Noumenon?” 


“Put simply, it’s like the devil is grasping onto her soul. Instead of borrowing the power of the 
Constellation, she’s giving it the entirety of her abilities, appearance, and memories! Aha. That lady 
probably had a wish she really wanted to fulfill, no matter the cost. Interesting...” 


The recipient of the Heretic Questioner’s interest was swinging her hammer. 
Whooosh! 


People were blown away by the wind pressure of the hammer. However, the knights who had learned 
martial arts endured with clenched teeth. They were still confused, but they had realized one thing. The 
woman who resembled the Lady of the Golden Silk was not their ally. 


“S-stop her!” 
“Protect the guests!” 
“Obey the duchess’s commands!” 


The emergence of a clear ‘enemy’ rallied our forces. The strongest warriors of the empire, whom 
Raviel had invited as guests and security for this day, rushed forth with their swords raised. Their 
movements were refined. It was an advanced pincer attack. 


The Golden Silk scoffed. 

-Whatever. You all follow Raviel Ivansia’s directions, anyway. 
Dozens of warriors attacked at once. 

-I’[l destroy everything before I give anything up to her. 


Dozens of blades carrying Auras rained down simultaneously, but twang...! The blades bounced off the 
Golden Silk’s skin. 


“What...?!” 


Dumbfounded cries scattered the place. The Golden Silk was not injured a bit. Some warriors pressed 
on, unfazed. They swung their swords again, but it was no use. Every sword was blocked by the clothes 
the Golden Silk was wearing. Auras could only singe the Golden Silk’s clothes. 


-Ox that Harvests Ruins! 
The Golden Silk struck with the hammer. 
-Give me your blessing! 


Squish! Crushed under the hammer, one fighter burst like a watermelon. Blood splattered. Before the 
blood could even fall to the ground, the Golden Silk swung her hammer again. 


“W-wait—!” 


Another head was smashed by the hammer. Plop! Blood spouted, again and again. The slaughter 
continued relentlessly. In the midst of their colleagues’ deaths, warriors desperately tried to attack the 
Golden Silk’s blind spots, but not a single knife pierced her skin. 


“Everyone, be careful!” 
the Heretic Questioner shouted. 


“She bears one of Mutia’s blessings, [The Invulnerable Body]! She cannot be wounded. Aha. 
Technically, the effect [reduces 99.9% of physical harm to the holder]!” 


A body that cannot be wounded. 


“You won’t be able to damage her significantly unless your strike can tear down a mountain’s peak! 
Good luck!” 


-Raviel Ivansiaaaa!! 


The fighters were bewildered. Among them was the old gentleman who would be my adoptive father 
for today only, the imperial grand chamberlain and commander of the special operatives. 


The old man, who held the position of the strongest in the empire, spoke as if it were absurd. 
“Tear down a mountain peak? Who could do such a ridiculous thing>?” 
“You’re right. It’s really too much. But if we can’t do it, we’ll all die!” 


The Heretic Questioner laughed prettily. If someone were to capture that smile in a picture, one might 
forget that people were being demolished by a hammer at the same time. That crazy psychopath. 


“That one alone is a monster,” Raviel sighed, “but the other ones are also coming down.” 
’ 


My husband was right. That apostle, who may have been the spirit or body of the Golden Silk, was just 
one of the enemies we had to fight. Maybe she was even the easiest enemy we had to deal with. 


-Unfortunate ones. 
A ruddy sunset. 
The general on the pegasus descended slowly with his back to the sky. 


-You can blame that pitiful girl. Blame the one who lived in the first life of that girl, and blame that 
young man. They are the reason you will be trampled under our hooves. You all should be sad. 


The general looked at the Golden Silk, the Heretic Questioner, and, lastly, me. I couldn’t see his face 
because he was wearing a thick helmet. 


-Soldiers of the Warhorse. 
The general raised his flag high. A red glow permeated from the flag. 
-Awaken. 


That moment, translucent specters were summoned by the general. Dozens, hundreds, thousands. 
Maybe tens of thousands of ghosts. 


-Guoooh... 
-Guuh, uuuuhhh... 
Everyone was speechless. 


Even when the Golden Silk swung her hammer and people were torn apart like paper, the wedding 
guests were still rattled. The fighters resisted. They attacked. However, the ten-thousand strong army 
that appeared in the bright red sky were on a different level. 


“R-run away...” someone muttered hoarsely. 

“Run!” 

Others echoed those words. 

-Charge. 

But with just one word, the general stopped their murmurs and shouts. 
-Guoooh! 

-Kigik, kigeeek! 


Countless ghosts surged forth. They were wearing ancient armor like soldiers of old, but the tips of 
their spears were not worn. Puk! The back of a guest who had been trying to escape was pierced. 


“S-spare me!” 
“Aaaaah!” 
A massacre. 


The guests collapsed, bleeding. Their spilled blood painted the white flowers red. What was supposed 
to be the most glamorous wedding hall in the empire turned into the most gruesome hell. 


“.. Heretic Questioner.” 

I opened my mouth. My voice was extremely cold. 

“What is that apostle’s power?” 

“T just finished the analysis. Hmm. One of Mahos’s blessings, [The Sanctuary Battlefield], is active.” 


The Heretic Questioner made more hand seals and spoke. Just as the character window was visible only 
to me, it seemed the Heretic Questioner was looking at words that only he could see. 


“[The Sanctuary Battlefield] is an area-of-effect blessing. It influences the whole field. The effect is 
amazing. It [affixes the summoned being’s ability to its prime]! Each of those ghosts is an elite among 
elite soldier. They are the souls of the warriors who followed Mahos!” 


“_..We don’t have enough.” 


Raviel put down her fan. 


“The difference in our numbers is too great. Mutia’s apostle has the ability to never lose in a 1-on-1 
battle, and Mahos’s apostle has an advantage in a melee. This is a dilemma.” 


-Lu. 

Then. 

-Lu, lu lu, la. La. 

The third and last apostle began to move. 
-La. 

-Lu lu, la. La la. Lu. 

-Lu lu lu. La la. La. La. 


The apostles who looked like children were singing. The song fell from the sky and reverberated to the 
ground. The children danced in a circle dance like they were doing a traditional folk dance, and the 
faster they danced, the stronger the song became. 


-La. 
-Lu, la. La La. 
Flop. 


The guests who were being chased by the ghosts suddenly collapsed. It wasn’t just one or two of them, 
either. Flop, flop. Like a marionette with cut strings, people lost their consciousnesses and dropped on 
the spot. 


“Oh.” 


The Heretic Questioner quickly made some hand signs. A light spilled from his hand and covered 
Raviel and me. 


“Aha, this is really not good! Mm. It’s a psychological attack. Those who are exposed to the song are 
forcibly pushed into [their happiest memory]. You can’t resist it unless you’re mentally strong enough!” 


The apostle who had a hammer and was immune to physical attacks. 
The apostle of the Warhorse who specialized in fighting with an army. 
The apostle of happiness who breached people’s minds. 

“ ..Really. Each one is terrible.” 


“Yes! We could deal with an apostle who specializes in 1-on-1 battles. We could also deal with an 
army. If mental attacks are the problem, we can have a small elite group that is mentally strong. But we 
need to face all three attacks at once, aha. It’s very difficult!” 


The Heretic Questioner smiled brilliantly. 


“Death King.” 

EGE: 

“Can I count on you to win?” 

The wedding hall had already withered with the sunset. 

In the sky, songs continued to be sung. On the ground, the dead slaughtered the living. 
And lastly— 

Rip! 

The head of the special ops commander, who resisted until the end, was crushed. 


The Golden Silk, the apostle with the hammer, stared at us ferociously as she stomped on the old man’s 
head. 


-Raviel Ivansia! 


Raviel was wearing a black dress. At first glance, it looked more like a mourning dress than a wedding 
dress. However, this was etiquette in the empire. 


The person who would become the master of the family after marriage would wear black. The one who 
wouldn’t wore white. So, Raviel wore a black dress, and I wore a white tuxedo. 


“Gongja.” 

Raviel tured to look at me. 

“T should have told you earlier.” 
“Yes?” 

“That tuxedo suits you very well.” 


I smiled. The apostles of the Constellations continued to invade this world. All of our guests had been 
annihilated. Nevertheless, at this moment, Raviel praised my wedding outfit. It meant that she would 
not accept this ending as ‘the’ end. 


That was right. 

We would never give up on our wedding. 

“Raviel, you’re the most beautiful being in the universe.” 
I took my bride’s hand. I could feel her soft lace gloves. 


Boom! 


I heard a heavy footstep. The Golden Silk was probably running here. Soon, a hammer would crush us. 
Feeling the very core of the world shaking, I said, 


“We made a promise that I would never kill myself without your permission. That even if I had to die, I 
would only accept it if I had done my best.” 


“That’s right.” 

“Please give me permission to die now.” 

Raviel smiled. 

“Granted.” 

One word. One word from my beloved made me invincible. 

-Raviel Ivansiaaaa! 

The moment the Golden Silk swung her hammer, I wrapped myself around Raviel. 
So that I would die earlier than her, even if it was only by a millisecond. 


Raviel recognized my intent and quietly allowed me to hold her. We grasped our hands together tightly. 
Soon, a giant hammer hit me. 


[You have died. ] 

Death that was the same as always. 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being reenacted. ] 
The same sight as always. 

[You are regressing to 24 hours ago. ] 

But. 

It wasn’t the same regression as always. 

“Gongja.” 


When I opened my eyes, Raviel was there, holding my hand. We realized as soon as our eyes met that 
we didn’t have to explain what had happened. That we were sharing the same time. 


And just like the moment before our deaths, we were still holding hands. 
She and I were no longer solitary, lonely regressors. 

“Let’s make a plan.” 

Because we were two, we were invincible. 


NAS 


[1]: The word used for noumenon is =A]. It can also mean the main part of a body. 


[TN]: For more info on the waifu drama, scroll up in the #sss-class Discord channel and search for “T’ll 
chat for a bit”! I went into quite a bit of detail explaining the Korean words and context and speculated 
why the author made this decision. If you do discuss this drama in the comments, please do so 


respectfully. 
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1. 

-Oh, God. 

-Help me. 

A girl prayed, and her wish came true. 

And. 

-Oh, God. 

-Help us. 


The boy who had stood by the girl as her childhood friend and butler prayed, and his wish also came 
true. 


2: 


“First, we have to rearrange the layout of the wedding hall,” Raviel murmured quietly. “Now that we 
know where the apostles will appear, we can focus on the special operatives and the warriors there.” 


I realized this while preparing for the wedding, but the bride and groom held enormous power. We 
could seat our wedding guests wherever we want. 


If we wanted to, we could have nobles who hated each other sit at the same table. Of course, it would 
ruin our reputation and people would curse us, but did that matter? Our first priority was defeating the 
other worlds’ apostles. 


‘It would have been much easier if I could have stolen their blessings...’ 


Unfortunately, my skill [I Want To Become Just Like You] couldn’t copy the blessing used by the 
Golden Silk. 


-Zombie, I told you. The Tower is ridiculously objective in some weird aspects. 
Bae Hu-ryeong looked excited, pleased that I couldn’t get a free lunch. 


-You’re already receiving several [blessings], right? It was the same when you fought Preta. Even now, 
you’ve got blessings from the Goddess of Beauty and the Goddess of Vitality or whatnot. 


“Yes. The blessings are treated distinctly from my skills.’ 


-Yup. Those, to be precise, are buff effects that the Constellation casts on you with their skill. How else 
would this work? If you want the blessing, go and get killed by the Constellations who are buffing the 
apostles. 


‘T get it already.’ 


I grumbled. The mechanism sounded like it was from a computer game, but what was before me was 
reality, not a game. 


And the Heretic Questioner made that reality clear. 


“Tf there’s an apostle who can use psychological attacks, the number of guests needs to be reduced by a 
lot! Especially if the apostle’s blessing is to recreate [one’s happy memories]!” 


The candle flames flared and lit up the face of the Heretic Questioner. 
It was the middle of the night. 


The three of us were brainstorming together in a dressing room. On the table were the layout of the 
wedding hall and the guest list. Raviel’s dressing room had been transformed into our secret war 
council chamber. 


“The most fatal poison in the world doesn’t cause pain. It makes people happy! There aren’t many 
people who can escape the poison of happiness showered by [The Evangelist of Everlasting 
Happiness]!” 


“_..The problem is this.” 
Raviel tapped the guest list with a long finger. 


“The fewer guests we have, the more difficult it will be to deal with [The Warhorse of the Eternal 
Plains]. This apostle can summon 10,000 soldiers. If you increase the guest list, we’ll suffer from 
psychological attacks, but if we reduce the list, we’ll be crushed by the gap in numbers.” 


“Hmm. That’s true. It’s complicated...” 

The two were locked in troubled thoughts. The candles burned. 
“Please leave it to me.” 

I opened my mouth. 

The two of them looked at me. 

“Do you have a good idea, Death King?” 

“Yes.” 


I nodded. Then, I explained my strategy. As I continued to speak, Raviel and the Heretic Questioner’s 
complexions gradually changed. 


“_.. Indeed.” 
Raviel looked at me in wonder. 
“My wife is well-connected. If we act as you say, there won’t be any problems.” 


Just as I didn’t need to exaggerate my admiration for her, Raviel did not hold back in praising me. I felt 
a little embarrassed. 


“But, there is a condition.” 


“What is it?” 
“Please allow me to wear black as well, Raviel.” 
Raviel closed her lips. 


In the empire, only the future head of the family could wear a black outfit on their wedding day. It 
wasn’t a color I could wear as the duke consort. However, I had to wear black. 


“Tt’s not because I want to be the master of the duchy. Just...” 


“No. You don’t need to make excuses. I know from a previous life that you aren’t someone who lusts 
for power.” 


Raviel shook her head. 


“T only hesitated because of the customs of the empire. But I won’t ignore my wife’s wishes because of 
some traditions. I’ll prepare your clothes.” 


“Thank you.” 


The three of us made eye contact and nodded. It was just a coincidence, but the moment we moved our 
heads, the candle on the table flickered. 


We’d finished all of our preparations. 

3. 

The evening approached. 

The empire’s top nobles began to enter the wedding hall. 


The wedding was announced and prepared in a month. It was happening extremely quickly, but no 
aristocrat had the guts to refuse an invitation to an Ivansia’s wedding. No matter how much they cursed 
Raviel internally, they had to smile on the outside. 


Authority was a powerful gangster. 
“ .. The layout of the hall is strange.” 


Even the cowed nobles had to tilt their heads when they entered the wedding hall. They could 
understand why the ceremony was being held outdoors and not inside a church. It would be difficult for 
a union between a noble and a commoner to be blessed. 


However. 
“Why are the fighters grouped in one spot?” 
The grand chamberlain, my adoptive father, entered the groom’s dressing room. 


“Furthermore, this arrangement... Excuse me, but it looks like you’re expecting a battle. People who 
can fight are in the front, and ordinary nobles are in the back.” 


“T don’t know what you mean,” I replied naturally, surrounded and dressed by the attendants. The old 
gentleman’s smile was swept away. 


“Tt seems that you’ve cast the dregs who will be bothersome in battle in the rear and placed the useful 
ones up front. Please excuse my disrespect.” 


“My husband must have a reason for everything.” 
“You’re also wearing a sword on your waist.” 


“Yes. I always enjoyed practicing and training in the martial arts. Should the person who will become 
the moon of Ivansia seem weak? And there might be a riot at the wedding. I have to be prepared.” 


“Indeed. You need to be prepared for the unexpected...” 
The old gentleman smiled bitterly. 


“T understand. Then, I shall tell my colleagues to be prepared for an unknown situation, [just in case]. 
Ah, right. This is probably why Her Excellency chose me as her wife’s adoptive father...” 


The old man bid me farewell and left the dressing room. He was probably going to go tell his followers 
in the special operatives to prepare for battle. 


This, too, was our desired response. 

“The more people who can stay calm when something unexpected happens, the better.’ 
Raviel was already mobilizing people behind the scenes. 

[The riffraff who are dissatisfied with this union will launch a terrorist attack.] 


Fake rumors like those were being disseminated. No one would believe it, but aristocrats were very 
mental beings. Just planting the idea of being alert would have a strong effect. 


“Kyaaah!” 

The effects were shown sooner than I expected. 

“They’ve come.’ 

I dismissed the attendants and hurried out of the dressing room. 


Simultaneously, voices that probably only the Heretic Questioner and I could hear in the world 
reverberated. 


[The apostle of “The Ox that Harvests Ruins’ has manifested. ] 
[The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ has manifested. ] 
[The apostle of ‘The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ has manifested. ] 


The same sunset I saw the previous day materialized. The sky cracked like a window, and three 
apostles appeared through the rift. 


“My God...” 


“Good Lord, what is...” 


The guests staggered to their feet. Like last time, they were shocked, but a closer look revealed that 
their postures had changed. The warriors instinctively huddled and grabbed the hilts of their swords, 
and the nobles who did not know how to fight glanced around, looking for a path of escape. 


And. 
“Heretic Questioner!” 
Above all, my own behavior had changed. 


“Yes, Death King!” replied the Heretic Questioner, who had been waiting in front of the dressing room. 
“From now on, I will ride on Death King’s back!” 


“Okay! ” 
“Sacred Technique, Divine Transmission!” 
’ 


The moment I first realized the Heretic Questioner was a psycho was when the Devil King of Fall Rain 
and the Guardian Goddess divided us with a test. The Heretic Questioner used sacred techniques then. 


Its effect is teleportation. 

-Huh? 

Our destination was the red expanse of the sky. 

-Wh-what? 

The apostle with the hammer. We were right behind the Lady of the Golden Silk. 


The Golden Silk looked at me in bewilderment. Clank! The Holy Sword I wielded and her hammer 
clashed. The gravity of the tall sky was crushing down on me. I cried, feeling my body plummeting 
down. 


“One more time!” 
“Ahaha! Yes! Sacred Technique, Divine Transmission!” 


the Heretic Questioner shouted back like he was enjoying himself. The next moment, we once again 
appeared behind the Golden Silk’s back. I struck my sword against her open back. 


-Ugh! 


The Golden Silk managed to stop my attack again. However, two unexpected ambushes were deadly. 
Her stance faltered. 


Whooosh! 


She had originally intended to simply descend from the sky, but with her broken stance, she began to 
fall. 


-I don’t know what kind of trick you’re pulling, but it’s no use! 


The Golden Silk shouted. The wind pressure from the fall messed up her golden hair. 


-My body is invincible! Nothing can hurt me now! I am invincible! The Ox that Harvests Ruins gave me 
a body that can never be scarred! 


“Did you give up your soul because you didn’t want to get hurt?!” 
-What do you care?! 
The Golden Silk yelled angrily. 


-Everyone only sees Raviel Ivansia! That annoying bitch! She was just born into a good family, and 
then she acts tough like she understands all the sorrows of the world! I’ll kill her! I’ll steal everything 
that bitch has! 


A filthy and disgusting desire. 


But I didn’t laugh at the Golden Silk. No matter how much one dressed it up, it was plain desire that 
guided human beings. I knew because I had been the same. 


But. 

“TI know many people in the world who are worse off than you, lady of the barony!” 
Thus, I had words that I could shout back. 

I gripped the hilt of the Holy Sword more tightly. 


“A person knows the pain he’s suffered! So when another screams in pain, he can imagine how lonely 
it feels and sympathize! It doesn’t matter who you are! I feel for everyone who screams in pain!” 


-Ha, don’t bullshit me! Who would live that kind of life?! 

The Golden Silk mocked me. The wind grew stronger. Falling through the sky, she stared me down. 
-You can’t hurt me anyway! My body is unyielding, unbreakable, and immortal! 

That was right. 


If she was someone who could change with just words, she would have already changed. Words were 
powerless. You needed force to help someone who was screaming. That was why the doctrine of 
shadows held their swords. 


“Shiny!” 

[Shiny responds to the warrior’s call.] 

“Change from the Idol Sword to the Compassion Sword!” 
As soon as I gave the order. 

[Yes, warrior. ] 


Black energy flowed from the Holy Sword. Gulp! The holy blade was soon contaminated with 
blackness that was like dirty water. 


My opponent’s abilities were powerful but simple. 
[She bears one of Mutia’s blessings, [The Invulnerable Body]! ] 
[She cannot be wounded. | 
But I had a way to break her. 
[My ability is pain. | 
The sword that I got in Master’s world. 
[The one who is cut by me feels pain. ] 
[ But I do not leave a scar on their body nor kill them. | 
[Suffering without injury is my ability. J 
The second ability of the Guardian Goddess. 
It was compassion. 
“Sylvia Evanail!” 
I cried out the real name of the Golden Silk and swung the sword. 
“T will kill you!” 
-Ha. 


The Golden Silk scoffed. She seemed to have no intention to avoid my blow. Her face was daring me to 
stab her somewhere. She had confidence in the blessing she had received. This absolute confidence was 
holding her up. 


-If you want to kill me, try... 

The Golden Silk couldn’t finish her sentence. 
Instead, she began to scream. 

-Aaaaaaaah!! 


The tip of my sword pierced through her heart. It left no scars. The blade simply went through the 
Golden Silk’s chest as if there was nothing there. There was no blood. 


-Kkgh, ha, eck?! 
But there was pain. 
-Aaaack! Aaaah!! 


A bloody scream tore the red sky. Falling like a shooting star, the Golden Silk cried in pain. Her voice 
spread past the wind and into the sunset. 


“Heretic Questioner!” 


We were falling from the sky. The ground was rapidly approaching. I stabbed the Golden SIIk’s heart 
one more time. 


And just before we fell to the ground— 
“Now! ” 
“Sacred Technique, Divine Transmission!” 


The Heretic Questioner yelled like he had been waiting. He repeated the sacred technique several 
times. Pop! Pop! With each teleportation, the speed of our fall gradually decreased. Finally, we landed 
safely on the ground. We escaped from crashing. 


However, the Golden Silk could not escape. 
Booooom! 


The ground shook as if a small meteorite had crashed. Dust rose up. Unlike last time, the Golden Silk’s 
descent became a plunge. Nobody had been hurt by her hammer. 


-Hick, hiik, kuk... This, ah...? 

There was only an apostle who convulsed in pain from a pierced heart. 
I fixed my grip on the sword. 

“Does it hurt?” 

Then, I slowly walked to the Golden Silk. 

“T guess it must.” 


Hearing my footsteps, the Golden Silk flinched. Sobbing and groaning, the Golden Silk shakingly 
stood up. 


-H-help! 


The Golden Silk didn’t hear me. She only begged for rescue. Toward the evening sky. Toward the 
puppets of the other Constellations. 


-We had an agreement! I-it was a contract! Mutia won‘ forgive you if you just watch! Your 
Constellation will be unhappy, too! 


-Hm. 
The general on the pegasus opened his mouth. 


-That’s strange. A Constellation... no, it’s not. Is it a fragment of a Constellation? I can’t guess where 
you found such an artifact, but— 


The general slowly raised his flag. 
-It doesn’t change that you are a disturbance I must subdue. Soldiers of the Warhorse. Awaken. 


Then, the summons made themselves known. 


-Guoooh! 


Hundreds and thousands of ghosts appeared. In the light of the red sunset, the ghosts looked like 
murderers covered in blood. Shocked screams erupted throughout the wedding venue. 


The other’s ability was prodigious. 
[The Sanctuary Battlefield is an area-of-effect blessing. It influences the whole field. J 
[The effect is amazing. It [affixes the summoned being’s ability to its prime]. ] 


[Each of those ghosts is an elite among elite soldier. They are the souls of the warriors who followed 
Mahos! J 


But I had a way to defeat it. 


“Gongja,” said Raviel, coming up behind me. When I looked back, Raviel was holding something in 
her hands. 


“Wear this.” 
It was a black cape. 


Raviel put the cape around me like a scarf. Soon, my white tuxedo was hidden under the black cape. 
And on the black expanse, the Ivansia coat of arms was embroidered with silver thread. 


Meanwhile, the ghostly army drew nearer and nearer. 
“D-Duchess Ivansia!” 


The wedding guests who doubled as warriors looked at Raviel in confusion. Compared to last time, 
they were better equipped and protected, but the march of the ghosts was horrifying. 


“What should we do? Give us an order...” 
“Shut up for now.” 


Raviel responded to them briefly and finished equipping me with the cape. Her attitude showed that she 
wasn’t worried about the ghostly legion. 


“Hmm.” 

She looked at my outfit and nodded. 

“The cape also suits you well.” 

“Thank you for granting my request. Still, I have to do this.” 
“T understand. Finish it the way you want.” 

“T will.” 


I smiled and turned around. 


A huge number of ghosts were running at us. 
[The Sanctuary Battlefield is an area-of-effect blessing. ] 
[It affixes the summoned being’s abilities to its prime. ] 
[It influences the whole field. J 

I slowly lifted the black sword. 

Then, I spoke. 

“Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation.” 

The shadow under my feet spread like twilight. 

[Your skill is being activated. ] 

Evening. 

The sky was red from the sunset, and the horizon was darkened by shadows. 

-What...! 


The general who spearheaded the charge on his pegasus stopped. The ghosts following him also 
stopped. The attack that had so confidently tried to overwhelm us was blocked by a shadow that buried 
the ground. 


“My lord.” 

One of the shadows opened her mouth. 
“Did you call me?” 

Preta knelt on one knee. 


Her appearance was different from usual. She wasn’t in the delicate form of Estelle. A dark red 
substance endlessly oozed from Preta’s body. This form was that of the [Devil King of Fall Rain], 
whom I had once fought. 


[It affixes the summoned being’s abilities to its prime. ] 
It wasn’t just Preta. 


Behind her stood warriors in dark robes. Each had a different face, origin, and life, but they were united 
under the color black. 


“We greet the Infernal Heavens’ Young Master!” 

They were those who proved my life. 

In the black cloak, I said, “Please fight for me.” 

The cult members who followed the doctrine of shadows bowed at once. 


“We accept Young Master’s orders!” 


The moment had come to start the war. 
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Shadows coated the ground. 


Each shadow wore a fluttering black robe. The shadows weren’t surprised at all by the army of 
phantoms that stood a distance away. After all, they had lived in a world overrun by Jiangshi and 
experienced death. 


It was impossible for them to fear ghosts. 


“You look very fine today, Young Master,” the Flame Ghost Demon said in a carefree tone. He was the 
first-ranked of the Demonic Sect’s Four Demon Lords, a cultist who competed against the Shaolin 
temple’s chief monk in the Great Battle of Good and Evil. 


“You’ve even put powder on your face. Just like a groom-to-be.” 
I nodded. “That’s right. I’m getting married.” 
“...What?” 


A thousand cult members turned their heads in unison. They were martial artists who had regained the 
abilities of their prime. Everyone must have been listening to me by augmenting their hearing with 
their internal energy. 


So that they could all hear me, I enunciated my words. “I am getting married today.” 
Silence fell. 


The cult members looked at each other. Then they looked back at me. They were trying to poke and see 
if I was serious or just joking. I responded to their query with a simple nod. 


“Y-Young Master is—” the Flame Ghost Demon opened his mouth. “Young Master is going to wed!” 
The Demonic Cultists freaked. 

“Our young master is tying the knot!” 

“The greatest follower of the Demonic path is getting married!” 


“Tt’s not just an engagement! It’s an actual marriage!” 


The cult members forgot about the ghost legion in front of them and began to rampage. They howled 
and roared. It was like they urgently had to announce my marriage to the world. 


“Who is your partner?!” 


“She’s over there.” I politely indicated toward Raviel with both hands. “The one over there with silver 
hair will be my husband.” 


Raviel was calming the imperial citizens who had fallen into confusion. 

As always, her profile was cool and dashing. 

The jaws of the cult members who followed my hand gesture and turned their heads fell to the ground. 
“She’s beautiful...” 

“L-lovely indeed.” 

“Our young master has good tastes.” 

“Young Master! What level of internal energy has Madam achieved?” 

Someone asked about her skill in martial arts, thinking she might not be strong. 

“Mm. My husband doesn’t know martial arts.” 


The cult members’ eyes opened wide. Whispers of discontent quickly spread through the hall. The 
cultists’ eyes rebelled, unable to accept this marriage. 


“But, she’s the person who will accompany you in the Demonic path...” 
“Isn’t it kind of, you know, if she doesn’t know any martial arts?” 

“Mm. Authority always comes from physical strength...” 

“The Blood Guard cannot accept this union!” 

I added, “I forgot to tell you. My partner is second only to the emperor in this land.” 
Then, the cultists quieted. 

“That’s a different story, then...” 

“Tt’s not like people have to learn martial arts. Right?” 

“Yup, authority comes from political strength...” 

“Congratulations on your wedding! Young Master!” 

These people were very innocent in many ways. 


However, not all of those present were part of the Demonic Cult. Preta, who was once called the Devil 
King of Fall Rain and feared by the world, had been dumbfounded as soon as I shared that I was 
getting married. 


“M-milord is getting married?” 
“Yea. It turned out like that.” 


“Tt doesn’t make sense. A nutjob like milord... Ah, no, I apologize. Does a human who wants to marry 
such a unique person as milord actually exist?” 


Preta, you... 


You keep saying milord this, milord that, when on the inside you think of me as a nutjob... 


I sighed as another scar was added to my heart. 
“She really exists, yes. We can talk in more detail at the reception. For now, focus on the battle.” 
“Uh, ah. Yes. I understand, milord. What kind of enemy is it...?” 


“They’re apostles from other worlds who have come to conquer this one.” Then, I added, “They’re also 
trying to wreck my wedding.” 


As soon as the words left my mouth, the cultists’ mood changed. 

“Oho.” 

The Blood Demon, head of the Blood Guard, touched the hilt of his sword. 

“Hmm...” 

The head of the Memorial Squadron, the Flame Ghost Demon, smirked. 

“They dare interrupt the wedding of the Demonic Sect’s young master.” 

Demon Lord Wolyeong, leader of the Shadow Corpse Squadron, brushed back his hair. 

“Ha. They’re mad.” 

The Sword Demon, leader of the Assassination Squad, twisted his neck up and down, left and right. 


Lastly, Preta pulled out her sword without a word. It was a magical sword that emitted dark red rays, 
the same sword that had killed me hundreds of times. 


“T see. I understand now. I thought that milord underwent another awakening that helped us gain the 
strength we had in our lives... But that’s not it. It’s a Constellation’s blessing. Those men are the pawns 
of a Constellation.” 


“That’s right.” 

“May I ask what Constellations these children are mooching off of?” 
“Mahos. Also known as the Warhorse of the Eternal Plains.” 

The tip of Preta’s mouth twisted. 

“They’re idiots who only know how to fight.” 

Her derision was reminiscent of the arrogance she had before she fell to me. 


The enemy numbered 10,000. We were only one thousand. However, the cult members chatted and 
readied their blades, and Preta slowly raised her sword. Our side had the advantage; nobody thought 
otherwise. 


None of us. 


“My lord, please give us our orders. What do you want me to do?” 


I gave the order. 

“Wipe them out.” 

Preta raised her demonic sword high. 

“As you wish.” 

First guard. 

A ray that was even redder than blood split the already red sky. 
-Guoooh! 


Power and dignity filled Preta’s strike, for she would allow nothing else. The ghosts who were caught 
in the red ray screamed and ceased to exist. 


Even the general who led the ghost legion was nearly beaten. 


-What, this is... No, it doesn’t make sense. A Constellation...? He’s not a Constellation himself, but he 
had one as a subordinate... 


While the general looked at me in astonishment— 

“Beat ’em up!” 

—the Demonic sect members burst into a wild roar. 

“They’re small fry! You don’t even have to say our sect’s chant!” 

“You fucking plebs think you can interfere with a marriage of the Demonic Sect?!” 


“The necks we snap today are our wedding gifts for the Young Master! Understand? Anyone who kills 
less than five will die by my hands today!” 


“Kuhaha! The Assassination Squad will get at least ten each!” 
“This is why unlearned idiots are...” 


Some raged, some howled, and some clicked their tongues. The legion of ghosts was still far away, but 
the distance meant nothing. A thousand shadows utilized the Lightness Skill to stride forward at once. 


-Huuh?! Stop them! 
The general shouted, flustered. 


The ghost legion definitely comprised elite soldiers. The ghosts lifted their shields and formed ranks at 
once, not having a single gap between them. With their spears raised up, they looked like a giant 
porcupine. But. 


“Fools.” Preta, the specter of Fall Rain, laughed at them. “The cannon fodder made themselves into 
targets.” 


A red ray ripped through the sky again. Ba-ba-bang! The tightly packed ghost legion was easily swept 
away. A gaping hole was poked in their formation. Other ghosts hurriedly tried to fill the gap. 


“Kahaha!” 
However, the cult members, with their honed fighting instincts, would never neglect an opening. 
“Tear them apart!” 


The cultists rushed in like beasts. The army of shadows and the army of ghosts clashed. Chwak! 
Chwaaak! The cultists spread their chi and slaughtered the ghosts. 


Unlike the Battle of Good and Evil, they didn’t bother shouting their rallying cry of “Baraya.” No one 
mentioned why, but I could guess the reason. This wasn’t a duel. It wasn’t a great war. 


It was simply a hunt. 
The cultists saw the ghost legion as mere beasts and slayed them. 
-Kigeeek! 


The ghost legion couldn’t refute their arrogant view. The legion’s ranks were destroyed by the cultists’ 
swords. Their shields and their spears fell apart. The cultists stabbed their swords through the cracks of 
the broken shields and grabbed the other end of the spears to pierce the ghosts. 


It was a massacre. 

-Units, regroup! 

The general raised his flag and yelled urgently. 

-Warriors, do not panic! There is no hurry! Heed your unit leaders’ commands... 
“Oi.” 

Plop. 

Someone nimbly jumped on top of the general’s flag. 

“Hiya.” 


Sword Demon. He was the first-ranked man among the Four Demon Lords and the one with the foulest 
mouth. The Sword Demon’s face was covered in the shade, his back against the evening sunset. 


“Bruh, you’re messing with our young master’s wedding?” 
-You— 
“Fucking bitch. Just drop dead.” 


Weapons flashed. One blow. Two. Three. Three strikes intertwined like a spider web. The first blow cut 
the general’s right arm, the second cut his chest, and the third shredded the flag. 


-C-cough... 


The apostle of the military god spat out blood. That only lasted a moment. The Sword Demon made a 
final strike to the throat from which the general vomited blood. The man’s scream was cut short as his 
head flew off. 


“Oof.” 
The Sword Demon jumped up the flagpole. He caught the general’s head as it soared through the air. 


“Aigo, I can’t drop this precious thing. Kaha. You see that, brats? I’m the Sword Demon, head of the 
Assasination Squad! Our squad takes the cake when it comes to the wedding gifts for our young 
master!” 


“Damn it.” 
“Why did that blockhead...” 


All over the battlefield, there were quiet exclaims of “fuck.” Did the Four Demon Lords feel some 
weird competitive spirit? The other cultists looked sour, saying that the Sword Demon stole a good 
prize. 


[The apostle of ‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ has died.] 
Srrk— 


The general’s head, which the Sword Demon had taken, turned into light and disappeared. And that 
wasn’t all. His beheaded body and the ghosts that followed the general disappeared like dust in an 
instant. The whole legion disappeared. 


“Huh? Huuuh?” 


The Sword Demon was bewildered. He looked at his right hand, which had suddenly become empty. 
After a moment, he looked blankly at me. 


“Uh... Uuh... It’s the thought that counts, right? Young Master?” 
I smirked. 

“Tt’s all right. I’ll cut you a break.” 

It was then. 

-Lu. La. 


The apostles of [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness], who still remained, began to sing. Lu. La. 
The children held hands and danced circles in the air. With every step in the sunset, more melody filled 
the sky. 


“Hmm.” 
“Uh ” 


The cultists frowned. Some tried to hurriedly fight the song with their chi, but they failed. When the 
apostle of [The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains] died, the area-wide effect also ended. 


“Ah...” 


Preta also moaned dejectedly. The black substance that covered her body soon drained away. Preta 
clicked her tongue and looked at the Sword Demon. 


“That stupid... He’s on our side, but he’s no help. I’m sorry, milord. If I was in my prime, I could fight 
against a psychological attack like... this weak, um... fight it... it...” 


Preta’s voice became slower as she went on because she had fallen asleep. Preta’s body swayed. 


It wasn’t just her. The cultists who ran madly through the battlefield a little while ago collapsed one by 
one. The wedding guests under Raviel’s command were the same. Humans were helpless to the lullaby 
sung by the apostles of dreams. 


“Please wait, Death King.” 

The Heretic Questioner made some hand signs. 

“T’ll create a field of immunity!” 

“No need.” 

I caught the Heretic Questioner’s hands to stop him. The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. 
“Death King? If we stay like this, even we’ll fall to the apostles’ song.” 

“Maybe so. But if I’m right, Raviel, you, and I will be fine. Though, I don’t know about the others.” 
“Hmm.” 

The Heretic Questioner smiled and dropped his hands. 

“Got it. If Death King says so, you must have a reason.” 

The sunset reached its apex. 

-Lu. La, la. 

-La, lulu. Lu. 


The sunset glowed red and shined on the children. Their shadows extended to the horizon. The 
shadows on the ground came closer and farther, smaller and larger, again and again. 


[It’s a psychological attack. J 
[ Those who are exposed to the song are forcibly pushed into their happiest memory. | 
The wedding hall became quiet. 


The cultists sat on the ground, sleeping as they leaned on each other’s shoulders. Some wedding guests 
were even lying down and sleeping. Was everyone trapped in their own happiness? 


“Hmm.” 
However, three people could still speak. 
“You were right.” 


The Heretic Questioner stroked his chin like he found it all interesting. He looked back and forth at 
Raviel and me. 


“The three of us are fine, just like Death King said. I do feel a little drowsy, but my body’s condition is 
normal. Aha. What kind of magic did you use this time, Death King?” 


There were others apart from the Heretic Questioner who were curious about the situation. The apostles 
of dreams slowly stopped their dance. The children tilted their heads and looked down at me. 


-You’re a weird human. 

-He won‘ fall asleep. Don’t you dream? 
-You don’t have any happy memories? 

I shook my head. 

“No.” 

I slowly looked around the wedding hall. 
“Tt’s not like that.” 


There, Preta was breathing quietly as she slept. Cultists dozed off, leaning back-to-back. A life that I 
took and lives that were evidence of my master. 


I had many reasons to be unhappy. 
Countless reasons. 


I had been burned to death, killed myself thousands of times, and witnessed my colleagues killing each 
other out of suspicion. There were even times when I had to die a dozen deaths just to take one step 
forward. A corpse had ripped out my throat, and I had to let go of someone who called me beautiful. 


Nobody would blame me if I said my life was a tragedy. 

“I’m the happiest right now.” 

But the person I loved was here. 

One reason to be happy was more precious to me than hundreds of reasons to be sad. 


“T don’t know if you know, but today is my wedding day. I don’t know about any other day, but for 
today, it’ll be hard to find someone happier than I am. You just chose the wrong date to invade this 
world.” 


I shrugged. 


“As for the Heretic Questioner... Well, either he’s never felt happiness or he’s simply happy every 
day.” 


“Ah. Indeed! That must be it. I’m definitely happy all the time! You’ve seen right through me, Death 
King.” 


The Heretic Questioner laughed and whispered, 


“Sacred Technique. Divine Transmission.” 


The next moment, we were transported to the apostles’ back. 


Unlike the other apostles, the apostles of [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness] had no skill in 
fighting. The apostles in the form of children did not fight back when they saw us. They just stared up 
at my face. 


-You’re a weird human. 

Mind set, I swung my sword. 

[The apostle of ‘The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ has died. ] 
Then, we returned to the ground with the sacred technique. 

We had subjugated all of the foreign beings who had invaded this world. 
Actually, not yet. 


I fixed my grip on the Holy Sword and looked back. An apostle with a large hammer stood in the 
distance. As her eyes met mine, she cowered back. 


-Sob, aah... Ah... 
I slowly opened my mouth. 


“This is your last chance to fight me. It’s your last chance to counter me and your last chance to resist. I 
will kill you and reap your soul.” 


-R-reap...? 

“You don’t need to understand now. You’!l know soon enough.” 
I pointed my sword at the apostle of the hammer. 

I called her true name. 

“Come at me, Sylvia Evanail.” 

The Golden Silk’s shoulders trembled. 
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-L-Lord Ox that Harvests Ruins... 

The Golden Silk prayed desperately. 

-A new... Please give me a new blessing! 


Human beings are limited when they are cornered. A person’s mind and thinking rapidly become 
constricted. So, humans can escape, or they can cling to someone. The Golden Silk was no different. 


-I-in return... That’s right. In return, I will dedicate my being to you! No, I will wreck this world, just as 
you desire! Ruins! Wreckage! Destruction! Mutia loves these things, right?! I’m good at it! Things like 
that! 


Tap. I took a step forward. 

-Hiik. 

The Golden Silk became more frantic when she heard my footsteps. She backpedaled. As she jumped 
back, she looked up at the bright red sky as if salvation would come for her even now. 

-I-I’m good at it! Lord Mutia! If it’s just smashing things, I’m really...! 

But there was no response. 

-This is— 

Prayer quickly soured to resentment. 

-This is a breach of our contract!! 

I stepped closer. 


-You gave me the power to forge a new destiny! But why?! Why is there some weird, crazy bitch in my 
body?! Give it back! Give me back my body! 


“Ah. You’re wrong,” the Heretic Questioner said happily. 


“If you’re talking about me, I’m sorry, but I’m physically male! So, your words are wrong! You need to 
say I’m a [crazy bastard], not a [crazy bitch], to be precise. Well, to speak more properly, you should 
say I am a [crazy person]! Healthy words are the root of a healthy mind, Miss Evanail!” 


-Asshole! 
The Lady of the Golden Silk, no, Sylvia Evanail yelled. 


-This is wrong! Yeah, it’s wrong! It’s a breach of contract... I was going to be an empress. I was going 
to rise to a better position than Raviel Ivansia. That’s what was supposed to happen! That’s my fate. 
The fate that I made! So... So, you’re breaking the contract... I— 


One more step. 

-Ugh! 

Only then did Sylvia Evanail turn her eyes from the sky. I was too close for her to keep ignoring me. 
-You monster! 


Sylvia Evanail swung her hammer. Clank! The hammer and the Holy Sword clashed. Sylvia Evanail 
smashed down the hammer without hesitation; I easily stepped away and countered. As we continued to 
fight, Sylvia Evanail became increasingly impatient. 


An impatient mind was easy to break. 

-Ah— 

I had been aiming for the opening created by Sylvia Evanail’s large swing. I cut through her wrist. 
-Aaaaaaaah!! 


Of course, there were no wounds. No bloodstains, not even a speck. There was no red color that 
testified to her pain, but Sylvia Evanail screamed like she was being torn apart. 


She lost her grip on the hammer. Thump! The hammer fell to the ground with a heavy thud. 
-Ah, ouch... Ahhh... 

I met Sylvia Evanail’s eyes. The dust from the hammer’s impact rose up to our knees. 
“Choose.” 

-Ch-choose...? 


“You’ve already lost your place in this world. Even if you run away like this, you’re no longer the 
[Lady of the Golden Silk]. You’re nothing more than a Constellation’s apostle.” 


“T’Il give you an opportunity.” 
Sylvia Evanail held her wrist and glared at me. 


“Tf you want to remain as a servant of the Constellation, do whatever you want. Run away. I’ll let you 
go. But if you have any lingering attachments to this world, if you want to stay here and do something 
else, give up your Constellation’s blessing.” 


-Why would I... 
“And die by my sword.” 
I pointed my sword at her. 


“You must have seen the battle just now. I can summon those who die by my hand with all their 
memories from life. Sylvia Evanail. If you surrender, I will summon you in this world so you can once 
again live as the [Lady of the Golden Silk].” 


“Of course, your life won’t be the same as before. Any acts against my lover, Raviel Ivansia, are 
forbidden. But that’s all. The rest, you can do as you wish. You can choose to marry the prince and live 
as you please.” 


-Why...? 
“Because you need to live again.” 


The sky was now mixing purple into the red. In the empire, weddings lasted from the moment the sky 
turned orange to the moment the sun disappeared. I guessed that we had less than 30 minutes left. 


-How... can I trust you? W-what if you treat me like a slave after summoning me? I won’t be able to 
rebel or resist. 


“Think about it.” 

I looked at Sylvia Evanail. 

“Why were the bodies of ‘you’ and ‘your butler’ chosen to be possessed?” 
-Huh? 


“You gave everything to a Constellation to make your wish come true. Your memory, your body— 
everything was given to your Constellation. That’s why there was a gap in this world where your place 
should have been.” 


Anybody could have taken her place. 

That was probably how the [Comer Librarian] had the Heretic Questioner and me possess these bodies. 
“Tt’s understandable why your spot was left empty.” 

However. 

“Have you ever thought about why your butler’s space was, too?” 

Sylvia Evanail raised her eyes sharply. 


“T don’t know the details, but I became the butler once. I was completely immersed in his life. What I 
realized then was that this man was purely and ardently devoted to you, Sylvia Evanail.” 


With that, I could infer what had happened. 
“T guarantee that you would never have been happy, even if you were the empress.” 
-What...? 


“You said so earlier. You don’t want to be the empress because you love the prince but because you 
want to be better than Raviel. Do you think your life would go smoothly if you became the empress 
that way?” 


I shook my head. 


“You’re quite capable but not as much as Raviel. Your family doesn’t have the power and dignity of the 
Ivansias. You don’t have Raviel’s ability to lead and command a crowd. After you become empress, 
people will never stop comparing you to Raviel and putting you down.” 


“For the rest of your life.” 

Let’s say this. 

Say that there was a butler. 

The butler watched his master suffer for her entire life. 

“The butler I know is a man who is willing to give up everything to save you.” 
The butler would have thought: 

[The Lady of the Golden Silk would have been happy if only she hadn’t been the empress. ] 
“This is what I believe.” 

-My butler... My butler regressed? 

“No.” 

The butler wasn’t a regressor. 


“You made a wish for yourself. But that wasn’t what the butler did. He made a wish for your sake. He 
didn’t want to redo his life. He only wanted you to go back.” 


-What do you mean...? 

“You. Do you remember your butler’s name?” 
-Huh? 

Sylvia Evanail frowned. 

-Of course. My butler’s name is... 

However. 

-...Huh? 


Sylvia Evanail couldn’t say his name. Her eyebrows furrowed even more. After a while, her frown 
dropped a bit. Sylvia Evanail’s gaze drifted into the air, flustered. 


-W-wait. This can’t be. Ah? ...Uh? Uhh...? 
I calmly watched Sylvia Evanail. 
That was right. 


In this world, the butler had never been called by name. 


Not even Sylvia Evanail called him by his name. He was her one and only butler and childhood friend, 
but she only called him ‘butler.’ There was no need to call him that when they were alone in her 
quarters. 


f Butler. J 


Raviel Ivansia also never called the butler by name. All the information in the empire was within her 
grasp, so she couldn’t be unaware of someone so close to the Lady of the Golden Silk. 


(Butler. J 
The one whom I possessed. 
The barony’s servant had his name erased from this world. 
Because he really dedicated everything to a Constellation. 
I also didn’t know his name, despite becoming completely immersed in his role. 
I couldn’t remember or recall it at all. 
Sylvia Evanail’s expression crumbled. 
-Then, what...? 
Just like a sturdy tower crumbling from the top. 
-Are you... saying that the butler is gone? 
“Yes.” 
Most likely. 
This world had regressed three times. 
First, Sylvia Evanail wished to a Constellation to return to her past. 
The Constellation who granted her wish was [The Ox that Harvests Ruins]. 
The Constellation who governed destruction and re-creation granted Sylvia Evanail another life. 
Sylvia Evanail beat Raviel in becoming the empress. 
Then, the ‘butler’ made a wish to another Constellation. 
The Constellation who granted his wish... I’m not sure who it was. 


The butler devoted all of himself to the Golden Silk, and as a result, the world returned to its former 
state, to the time before the Lady of the Golden Silk married the crown prince. To the past when 
nothing had been decided yet. 


Finally, Raviel caused a regression. 


The Constellation who granted her wish was a fragment of the [Guardian Goddess]. 


Because of this regression, the world was trapped in ten days, looping forever. 
And it finally caught up to now. 
“We can’t learn the butler’s name. Ever.” 


“What was the butler thinking as he served you his whole life? What was he thinking when he prayed 
for you to return, sacrificing his everything? We can never know. Because he’s gone.” 


But. 

“The butler would have wanted you to live a different life.” 
And that was why. 

“T want to grant the butler’s wish.” 


“Sylvia Evanail. In a time you don’t know, someone whose name you don’t know sacrificed himself for 
you. He loved you more than anyone and wanted to stay with you more than anyone, but he gave up 
everything.” 


That was the way in which a nameless butler loved her. 
“Live again.” 

It wasn’t too late yet. 

“Live again like he wanted you to.” 

Sylvia Evanail said nothing. 


Her hands trembled. She opened her mouth and closed it again, not saying a word. Her vocal cords 
were shaking. There, a life was twitching. A cursed life. How cruel was it that nonetheless, someone 
still wanted her to live? 


Sylvia Evanail slowly lowered her head. She no longer had the strength to face forward. 
Slowly, light began to escape from her whole body. 

She was renouncing the Constellation’s blessing. 

“All right.” 

I lifted my sword high. 

I cleared off the Sword of Compassion and called forth the Sword of Idols again. 

The scorching red sunset. 


The shadow of my sword on the ground was long. 


The shadow sword swung. 

[The apostle of “The Ox that Harvests Ruins’ has died.] 
The sun went down. 

All of the other worlds’ apostles had been subjugated. 
The beings that threatened this world disappeared. 
[Stage cleared. ] 

A voice rang out, announcing the news. 

It was likely that in this place, only the Heretic Questioner and I could hear it. 
[ Today. ] 

[The 25th floor Stage has been cleared. ] 

It was the voice of the Tower. 

[Announcing to everyone again. ] 

[Today, the 25th floor Stage has been cleared. ] 
[Calculating challengers. ] 

[Calculation complete. ] 

[The three challengers are being announced. ] 


People started to open their eyes. Preta. The Demonic Cult members. The wedding guests. One by one, 
the people who had been caught in a dream by the apostles’ song woke up. 


“Ahhh...” 

“What the hell...?” 

Words floated above them all. 
+ 

[Level of Contribution Rank] 
Rank 1. Death King 

Rank 2. Heretic Questioner 


Rank 3. N/A 


I looked at the text silently. 


Two people had entered this stage. 


The [Corner Librarian] had only sent in the Heretic Questioner and me. 
However, the Tower stated that there had been three challengers. 

‘N/A.’ 

The name of the third challenger, who shouldn’t have existed, did not appear. 
I stared up into the sky for a while. 

“Mm.” 


Raviel came to my side and held my hand. Our shoulders leaned against each other. Then, Raviel 
slowly looked around at our guests. 


“My wife will be the Duke Consort of Ivansia.” 

The guests who just woke up from their dreams blankly looked at Raviel and me. 
“Ts there anyone who is against this marriage?” 

No one could open their mouths. 


Some may have been unhappy with it. Surely, there were people who wanted to object. But that 
possibility was left in the past. 


The existence of alien worlds itself was awe-inspiring, and the guests had witnessed me defeating these 
alien beings. 


The guests silently submitted to Raviel’s words. 

“Good.” 

The person who had aimed for that and set today as our wedding day. 
Raviel, my bride, nodded deeply. 

“T pronounce my marriage to this man complete.” 
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Ds 

Stage cleared. 

It meant that this world, [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy], had officially become a part of our Tower. 
Hunters could now come and go from this world. 


However, they of course could not enter freely. They needed to be judged by the great guilds. For 
example, a regular Hunter needed a permit to enter the Aegim empire. 


What I mean is— 
Pop! 


Shortly after the stage clearing was announced, a white light flashed. Pop! Pop! Light burst from all 
over the wedding hall. It was the sight of Hunters being transported to the floor. 


“Death King! No, Kim Gongja! You!” 
As the lights faded, I saw some familiar faces. 
“How could you get married without consulting us?!” 


Some people could travel between floors without a permit. For example, the heads of the great guilds. 
One of them, the Rank 2 Hunter Black Dragon Master, was flushed red. 


“I’m against this wedding!!” 


“Death King is a Hunter representing our Tower! Obviously, the wedding should be held on the first 
floor of our Tower, the city of Babylon, not here! We have to broadcast it all over the world! It’s 
invalid! This wedding totally doesn’t count!” 


The Black Dragon Master wasn’t the only one with something to say. 
“Ahem. Hm. Death King.” 
The Rank 1 Hunter. The Sword Saint cleared his throat. 


“First of all, congratulations on clearing the stage. Truthfully... It was an extremely fast-paced 
romance. No, I know it’s rude to talk about this here, but as an old man, I’d like to say one thing—” 


“Don’t. ” 
“Mm ” 


The Sword Saint closed his mouth. These days, he seemed to be recovering from his boomer mindset. 


“There was an uproar while you were challenging this stage. Why in the world did you two fall in love? 
Despite everything, Death King, I stood firmly on your side. Only those who have experienced love at 
first sight can understand. You needn’t worry. I understand. Trust me, I’ll placate the Black Dragon 
Master.” 


Then, for some reason, the Crusader gruffly put her nose in the air. Her glance seemed to imply, ‘I 
understand everything about your love.’ I didn’t know what she meant. 


I turned to Raviel. 
“Hmm.” 


Raviel was expressionless. At first glance, that is. | could understand her seemingly expressionless look 
because I loved her. 


Raviel was... watching the Black Dragon Master and company with great interest. Her red eyes were 
overflowing with curiosity. 


“Gongja. My love.” 

“Yes, my love...?” 

“There seems to be a lot of people you need to introduce to me.” 
Yeah... 

It was a little late, but it was time for her to meet my family. 

6. 


I did think about having her meet everyone before the marriage, but the culture here was different. In 
the empire, it was common for families to be formally introduced to each other after their union. 


“Tsn’t it natural?” 
Raviel tilted her head. 


“Many family members live far away from the main residence. The wedding ceremony is what invites 
and gathers them together. On the night after the wedding ceremony, the families of the bride and 
groom finally greet each other.” 


“Oh... That’s certainly true.” 
I was immediately convinced. 


Well, yeah. Marriage was also a union between families. Hunters like us, who fled from the outside 
world, can’t really talk about family, but... The empire was different. There was a greater importance 
on the family than on the individual. 


And this wedding ceremony didn’t just symbolize a union of families. 
A marriage of nations. No, it was a marriage of worlds. 


Representing the empire was Raviel. Representing the Tower was me. Since it was our marriage. 


“Hoho...” 
The grand chamberlain, my adoptive father, maintained his wry smile. 


“T never imagined such an occasion... I’ve already sent so many messenger birds to the emperor today. 
I don’t know what to tell him now.” 


“Yes. This was unexpected for us as well,” 


said the Black Dragon Master. She was extremely calm, as if she hadn’t been agitated a few moments 
ago. The powerful people of the empire and the Tower sat side by side at a table, guarded against each 
other but both taken aback. 


“But rather than a misfortune, it was a stroke of luck. Lord Chamberlain, it is fortunate that our first 
meeting with you is during a wedding.” 


Then, they leaped over the wariness and embarrassment and continued to talk. 


“You’re saying that your people come from another world, correct? It’s a strange affair that is difficult 
enough to explain to His Majesty, let alone his subjects.” 


“Yes, you’re right. I understand well your empire’s situation.” 


The Black Dragon Master nodded. She seemed familiar with acting in a diplomatic capacity. She knew 
well how to walk the line between competency and politeness. 


“However, Lord Chamberlain must have seen the invasion of beings from other worlds. If a person 
denies the truth, then one day the truth will deny the person. I am concerned about that future.” 


“Mm. You speak truly.” 


“Thank you. Lord Chamberlain, what we must do from now is to reach a common understanding. For 
five years, ten, twenty, or perhaps even more...” 


Both sides spoke calmly. 


Raviel had control over the empire’s people, and I had the complete trust of the Tower’s top rankers. 
Our marriage was of great fortune for both sides. 


It’s normally difficult to physically gather people of power from opposite sides, but the wedding 
between Raviel and me took care of that arduous task from the get-go. Our negotiations couldn’t have 
had a better start than this. 


I was sitting in the seats of honor with Raviel. Reaching under the table, I held Raviel’s hand. Tightly. 
Raviel naturally intertwined her fingers with mine. 


That one gesture made me relax. The night was long. The stars were bright. The candlelight on the 
table flickered, and between the candles, people spoke. 


Suddenly, everything was beautiful. 


“Raviel.” 

“Speak.” 

A quiet whisper. 

“There are a few others I want to introduce to you.” 
“Other than those here?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then we should go see them.” 

Raviel stood up from her seat. 

The empire’s people immediately stopped talking. 


“The night is still long. Continue speaking with the others. I’m briefly leaving to meet my wife’s 
people.” 


No one could stop Raviel from leaving. As expected of the Duchess of Ivansia. If going when one 
wanted was proof of one’s power, then my husband had unparalleled power here. 


I took Raviel to where the Demonic Cult members were sitting. 
“Oh. Young Master! You’re a newlywed now!” 


The Sword Demon raised his glass and laughed gleefully. All of the cult members were drunk from the 
alcohol served at the wedding. When they saw me, they tried to stand up to greet us, but I waved my 
hand. The cultists then bowed in their seated positions. 


“Congratulations!” 

“Many blessings to you, Young Master!” 

“The alcohol here tastes unique and delicious!” 
“Long live the Demonic Cult!” 

“Phew! You two really look good together!” 


The wedding hall became noisy at once. It couldn’t be helped with a thousand Demonic Cult members 
causing a ruckus. I smiled wryly. 


“Sword Demon. Come here.” 
“Ves?” 


The Sword Demon blinked, still holding a wine glass. He looked dopey, like he didn’t expect to be 
called out by me. The drunk cultists around him howled in laughter. 


“Look at that! I knew he’d get scolded by the young master one day!” 


“He forgets to speak politely whenever the young master calls. Fool.” 
“Kick his ass, Young Master!” 
“Uh... Uuuhbh...” 


The Sword Demon put down his glass and hesitantly approached us. His brashness from when he 
beheaded the general of the ghost legion had completely disappeared. He shrank in on himself like a 
child who had done something wrong. 


“S-sorry. Young Master. I never had much learning, so I don’t know how to speak politely very well. 
But in my mind, I still look up to Young Master...” 


The Sword Demon who laid out many excuses. 
I put my hand on his shoulder. 

“Raviel.” 

Then, I said to my bride, 

“This is the Sword Demon.” 


“He’s a subordinate of my master. My master was the head of a group called the Demonic Sect. She 
selected four outstanding people from among the cult and called them the Four Demon Lords. The 
Sword Demon is one of them.” 


“Oho.” 
Raviel glanced at the Sword Demon. The Sword Demon squirmed. 


“A simple man. Your speech is rough, and your attitude is poor. My wife’s master must not have judged 
a person for their speech or attitude. Since she found you from a rough and poor place, you must be 
someone precious and noble.” 


“T am Raviel Ivansia. I am a duchess of the empire and the spouse of the one you call Young Master. I 
hope we’|l get along well.” 


“Y-yes. Let’s... get along.” 

I turned my head. 

“Demon Lord Wolyeong.” 

“Come here.” 

Someone stood up from the center of the group. He bowed his head politely. 


“Yes, Young Master.” 


A strange silence settled over the night air. The small talk that had been happening while they drank 
had died down. I called each of the Four Demon Lords, one by one, and each time, the demon lord was 
very polite. 


Then, I called the next person I wanted to introduce. 
“Preta.” 

“.,. Yes, milord.” 

“Come here.” 

“Yes.” 


Preta, who had been mixed among the cultists, stood up. Perhaps she had been waiting for my 
summons as she had tidied her outfit. 


“This child’s name is... Preta,” 
I said. 


“Preta was originally born as a nameless monster. She was a doppelganger. She could imitate whatever 
she ate. Preta ate beasts such as frogs and snakes at first, but accidentally, she came to eat humans. 
Then...” 


Preta quietly kept her head down. Sometimes, her shoulders would shake a little. The strange silence 
persisted. 


In introducing their lives, I also introduced mine. 

One person told another about his life. Softly. Under the night sky. It was a sacred act in itself. 
“And... Ah. Right.” 

I unfastened the Holy Sword from my waist holster. 

“This is Shiny.” 

“Shiny?” 


“Yes. She had a more lofty name at first. She was tricked by a bad man and was sealed into a sword. 
Her real name, the [Guardian Goddess], seemed like a waste, so I just nicknamed her Shiny. Since, you 
know, she’s shiny... Very shiny...” 


“T see.” 
Raviel laughed a little. 


“My wife’s naming sense is rather severe. Merciless. If it were me, I would at least have called her 
Hui.”[1] 


[Shiny swears allegiance to the warrior’s partner! | 


Shiny was quick to change loyalties. 


“Mm.” 

And. 

“You can’t see him here... but I have a friend.” 
Bae Hu-ryeong. 


“Raviel, you may never see him. You can’t meet him either... My friend’s circumstances are a bit 
peculiar. He can’t show himself to others.” 


My partner. 


“His way of speaking is totally vulgar, yeah. It’s about 30 times worse than the Sword Demon. But he’s 
really strong. Incredibly strong... He was the first to teach me the sword, and he taught me to use aura 
as well.” 


“Oho. He’s an important person.” 

Bae Hu-ryeong was silent. 

He was wearing a shabby martial arts uniform. His arms were folded. 

Instead of running his mouth as usual, Bae Hu-ryeong silently looked at Raviel and me. 
“_,.Without this friend, I don’t think I could have endured my time alone.” 

“Ts that so?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then, I must express my gratitude to that friend.” 

Raviel bowed her head. 

To the empty space in which she could see nothing. 


“Meeting Gongja made me happy. If this friend hadn’t helped Gongja, my happiness would never have 
come to be. Thank you for everything you’ve done for Gongja so he could be here now.” 


Bae Hu-ryeong slowly opened his mouth. 

-Yeah. Please take care of this crazy kid. 

I spoke for him. 

“If that friend heard Raviel’s words, he would have said to take care of me because I’m nuts.” 
“You have a wonderful friend.” 

I took a deep breath. 

“Raviel.” 


This. 


“This is my everything.” 

Everything I love. 

Everyone who opened and entered the door to my heart. 
My family. 

Raviel held my hand firmly. 

“My love.” 

“Yes.” 

“Let’s dance.” 


There was an intense passion in Raviel’s eyes. I hesitated. However, when Raviel looked at me like 
this, wanting to do something with me, I couldn’t say no. 


“T’ve never danced properly before.” 
“There must be something of the butler’s memories remaining. Please refer to them.” 
“What if I accidentally step on your foot? I’ ll kill myself.” 


Instead of answering, Raviel moved. She bent down and took off her black shoes. A moment later, she 
stepped barefoot onto the grass and dirt of the lawn. 


White feet. 

She only took off her shoes, but she seemed as light as the wind. 

“Come here.” 

I hesitantly took off my white shoes and socks. Raviel immediately took my hand and led me away. 
One step. Two steps. 


Raviel stepped on the petals that fell on the lawn on her tiptoes. The white petals of the magnolias and 
cherry blossoms became whiter with every step. 


Nobody made a sound. No music flowed. There wasn’t even a chandelier like the one that decorated 
the ballroom, only moonlight that fell like frost in the flower garden. 


A ball for just the two of us. 
“...5ee?” 


I smiled as I followed Raviel’s steps. 


“1’m a mess. I already stepped on your foot three times. Dancing really isn’t my thing. Are you going to 
kill me with shame?” 


“Tt’s fine. I just need to step on your feet that many times.” 


As soon as she said so, Raviel stepped on my foot. Her weight smoothly came onto mine. Raviel 
laughed playfully. 


“Look. We’re even.” 
Here was a smile that she only showed to me in this world. My red jewel. My heart. My music. 
The chandelier of the moon cast our shadows on the ground. 


Our dance wasn’t about stepping on each other’s feet. It was about not letting go of our hands until the 
end, even if we did step on the other’s foot. No matter what misfortune happened, we laughed a little 
and looked at each other’s faces. 


I belonged to Raviel alone. 
Raviel was mine alone. 


That was right. We danced. Every spot the moonlight reached was Raviel’s and my ballroom. So long 
as there were two of us, any world could be our stage. 


On this day, we became married. 
Our next story would begin on a stage a little higher than the last. 
[1]: Hui still means shining, but it has nicer connotations (bright, glorious). 


To report errors and issues or simp over the Silver Lily Duchess with me, contact me through Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 
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It had been two weeks since I introduced my family to Raviel. A lot had happened since then. We met 
with the emperor and made several secret treaties between the empire and the Tower. However, putting 
aside this turbulent history— 


I first did what I had to do. 

Because I still had an epilogue to complete. 

“Shiny.” 

[Shiny replies, Yes, warrior. ] 

In Raviel’s and my bedroom, a sword rested on the large bed. 
“Eat up.” 

The thing that had once torn away my lover’s heart. 

The sword that locked up this world in an eternal 10-day cycle. 
The Prayer Sword. 

My Holy Sword spat out white light toward that wicked thing. 
[The Guardian Goddess absorbs a piece of herself. ] 


White light touched the Prayer Sword. Shake! Immediately, a red aura arose from the Prayer Sword. 
The bloody red mist shot out from the blade like it was trying to fight back the white light that 
threatened to devour it. 


[The Prayer Sword is horrified. ] 
[The Idol Sword tries to persuade her sister. ] 


The white light and red fog tussled. However, the mist was a little thicker. As the red was about to 
overpower the white, another color spilled out of the Holy Sword. 


[The Compassion Sword also tries to persuade her sister. ] 
Black wastewater. The second fragment of the Holy Sword that I collected joined the fight. 


The tables turned. The white light swallowed the mist, as did the black water. The red mist was 
overtaken in an instant. 


[The Prayer Sword is shocked by the betrayal of her sisters. ] 


[The Prayer Sword says that she cannot serve a master other than Lefanta Aegim. ] 


I opened my mouth. 
“Do you know why Lefanta Aegim is killing Constellations?” 
The red mist paused. 


The mist did not have eyes, but I felt like we were facing off as I stared at the mist. There was a cool 
tension between us. 


“At first, I didn’t get it at all. I only understood after my experiences in this world. Those who are 
called Constellations try to invade and take over other worlds and rule those places depending on their 
personal preferences with no consideration to the natives’ opinions.” 


His method was different, but it was the same for the [Corner Librarian]. 
The Librarian didn’t wish to rule the world but to observe the characters. 


He designated the people who were living their lives as [characters]. He was a voyeur to their stories. 
And, same as the other Constellations, the Librarian watched over the worlds to suit his taste. 


In a word— 
“Tt’s public harm.” 
It was violence. 


“Lefanta Aegim was once an emperor. He must have thought deeply. ‘Rather than coveting the 
Constellations’ powers, I would rather kill them.’ I think that was his plan. This world probably had a 
Constellation too, but Lefanta Aegim killed them.” 


“But your original wielder made a mistake.” 
I drew the tip of the sword. 


“When a Constellation dies in a world, another is born. Look at it! On the continent where the 
‘Guardian Goddess’ was sealed, the ‘Devil King of Fall Rain’ appeared. In this world, the ‘Silver- 
Plated Heart’ arose. Frankly, your master isn’t solving problems. He’s causing bigger ones!” 


[Lefanta Aegim is...] 
“If I’m wrong, tell me no.” 
The sword wrapped in the scarlet mist was silent. 


“Maybe I don’t have as much experience as your master. Sure. Your master may have suffered a great 
deal, known a lot more than me, and, after much thought and effort, taken on the work of being the 
Constellation Killer. But I can tell you something for certain.” 


I spoke sincerely. 


“If you’ve done something wrong, you need to take responsibility for it until the end.” 


“There’s a world that was put into an eternal winter because your master deigned to kill a Constellation. 
The people of that world were dishonored as they became moving corpses... Even if Lefanta Aegim 
acted with noble intentions, that can’t be forgiven. Take responsibility.” 


Then. 

The red mist accumulated in one place. After a while, the mist took on a human shape. 
A child whose whole body was stained with blood. 

[My name is Prayer. ] 

The sword in the form of a red child opened her mouth. 

[My original role is to listen to people’s prayers. | 


[Lefanta Aegim had made a wish. ‘I will kill all the Constellations so that nobody will ever be 
manipulated by them again.’ His prayer is noble. It is significant. It is immense. So I entrusted my 
existence to Lefanta Aegim. ] 


[What prayer do you have, human? ] 
I looked down at the child. 
“To not run away from anything.” 


Then, I continued, “I won’t turn away from what happens before me. I won’t make excuses. I’ll take 
responsibility for what I say and do. I won’t look over things that are wrong and claim that’s just how 
the world works. As long as I live and my sword can cut.” 


[Ah...] 

The red child looked up into the air. 

[The road to hell is always paved with good intentions. ] 

[All I can do is bless your good intentions and join you in hell. ] 
It was a deep lament. 

[My ability is to test. ] 


[Those whose hearts are pierced by me will be tested on their wishes. Were their wishes sincere? Would 
they sacrifice everything for their wish?] 


[My cursed ability is to make others give up their wishes. ] 
The child became a red mist again and dissipated. 

[Our new master. ] 

[May you prosper in hell for eternity. ] 

Srrk— 


The mist was sucked into the Holy Sword. 


[The existence of the Guardian Goddess has become more pronounced. | 
Finally, I exhaled the breath I was holding. 
“Hoo.” 


With this, I was pretty much done with what I had to do before moving to the next stage. The empire 
and the Tower still had much to discuss, but... That was in the realm of politics. My wife was more 
active in this area than I was.[1] 


“Ts it over?” 


When I came out of the bedroom, Raviel was waiting at the door. One of her maids was accompanying 
her. 


“Yes, Raviel. It’s all done. No Constellations or fragments can bother this world anymore, at least not 
for a while.” 


“Three apostles allied to attack us, but they failed miserably. Don’t worry. Not even fools will invade 
here after seeing your work.” 


The maid standing next to Raviel made an unpleasant expression. It was natural. The maid who was 
accompanying Raviel was none other than the Lady of the Golden Silk, one of the invaders. 


“~..It sounds like you’re saying this for me to hear, Your Excellency. Am I mistaken?” muttered the 
Lady of the Golden Silk. To the others, she was the [young lady who was possessed by a cunning devil 
and attacked this world with a hammer]. She was made out to be a victim, not a perpetrator. 


However, the rumor that she had been possessed by a devil tarnished her honor, so she ended up 
serving Raviel to cleanse her name for the time being. It must have been painful for the Lady of the 
Golden Silk, who wanted to marry the prince, to act this way. 


Well, the Lady of the Golden Silk also seemed to be seriously contemplating marriage now. 


“Your ears are sharp. I did speak for you to hear. Continue regretting your foolishness. Once you’ve 
repented enough, I will use my connections with the church to restore your reputation. Until then, keep 
your mouth shut and work for us.” 


“Ugh...” 


The Lady of the Golden Silk, wearing a maid uniform, bit her lip. I felt sorry, but she could never rebel 
against us. She would immediately disappear if I stopped using the [Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation]. 


This was the ending I reached. 
Looking at the scene, I slowly opened my mouth. 
“I’m going to the next stage now, Raviel.” 


“Mm. I guess you must.” 


Raviel’s eyes met mine. 


“T would like to follow you to visit another world, but the empire needs me. Just as I have my work, 
you have your own. Do as you will, Gongja, and come back to me. If you feel tired and want to be 
comforted, come back anytime. I’ll be here.” 


“Yes. But...” 
After thinking a bit, I spoke. 


“Uh, the 20th floor of the Tower is my land. I want to build a house for the two of us there. That is, if 
you want it, Raviel.” 


“Oho? Indeed. Will that become our family home in the future? In a new home, instead of being the 
Duchess of Ivansia, I can just be your companion.” 


Raviel smiled. 
She read my mind like it was natural. 
“T’1l look forward to it.” 


Raviel took out a handkerchief from her bosom. A silver thread was embroidered over the white cloth. 
She opened my hand and softly put the handkerchief in it. 


This was... 


“This is the handkerchief I usually carry with me. My perfume has been placed on it semi-permanently 
using the power of magic.” 


“Perfume?” 

“Tt’s that one.” 

Raviel stood on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear. 
“The lily scent I used when you first fell for me.” 


“Whenever you try to calm yourself, you touch the hilt of your dagger. It’s a horrid habit. Stop it. 
Instead, whenever you’re upset, smell the scent on my handkerchief.” 


Aaah. 


“Gongja. Staying as you are shouldn’t be an unhappy thing. It isn’t painful. I wish it wasn’t. Your love 
and memories of me. I want happiness to help you stay yourself. Will you grant my wish?” 


or Ae 
I swallowed the swelling, choking feeling in my heart. 
“Yes. I promise I will, Raviel.” 


“T love you.” 


“T love you.” 

My lips met with Raviel’s. I hoped this moment would last forever. But soon, our shadows parted ways. 
“—_Transmit,” I said. 

Light covered my sight. 

2: 

When I next blinked, I was already in the Grand Library. 

I saw the Hunters who had been waiting for me, having returned to the library in advance. 

“Come here, Death King.” 


Their representative, the Black Dragon Master, opened her mouth. I could tell that her mood was off as 
soon as I saw her. Her words may have been friendly, but there was a crease in her eyebrows. 


“Um. Is something wrong?” 

“Tt would be nice if I could tell you nothing was wrong, but...” 
The Black Dragon Master sighed. 

“Yeah. Something happened. It’s quite serious, too.” 


Then again, something was weird here. Only top rankers were around, including the Black Dragon 
Master. Normally, other Hunters like the Alchemist would be around. 


“Wait a moment. Where are the other Hunters?” 


“They were shooed away because there’s something we need to talk about between us. What we say 
now is of a secretive nature. Well, our conversation will also be broadcast live to the Tower, but...” 


The Black Dragon Master’s voice grew quieter and quieter. Ominously. 
“Just what in the world is going on?” 
“Aha.” 


The person who answered was not the Black Dragon Master but the Heretic Questioner. He had taken 
off the dress he wore on the last stage and was wearing his normal priest garbs. 


{? 


“To sum it up quickly, it’s like this. Death King! You’ve been too successful 
“What?” 


“Think about it. In [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon], you showed off your humble and noble 
side toward your master! Your appreciation of the martial arts and devotion to your sect members made 
countless Hunters’ hearts thump. After [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] was cleared, 
thousands of martial artists from the outside world entered the Tower every day for a while!” 


The Crusader took over and said, “Someone spread the live broadcast in the Tower to the outside 
world. Well, we actually allowed it to happen. Death King, your success is fantastic for advertising. 
There was no reason to refuse.” 


“But even so.” The Count held her fan. “We may have been just a tad bit too easygoing.” 
“Too easygoing...?” I asked. 
“Your character. No, the impact of your status as an [icon].” 


What the heck? I looked at my colleagues, unable to understand their logic. Everyone looked so 
serious. The Heretic Questioner, who was always smiling even in serious situations, responded: 


“113,654 people.” 

“What?” 

“That’s the number of people who entered our Tower yesterday alone!” 
I couldn’t understand the Heretic Questioner’s words. 

After a while, I realized that he said ‘yesterday alone.’ 

“Yesterday, in just one day?” 


“Yes! About that many people enter the Tower when there is war outside or a country is destroyed. But 
no wars have occurred recently except for small-scale, local battles! Ahaha. No country fell, either! 
Even though it was [peaceful], the amount of entries to the Tower increased!” 


“This is a flyer from the outside world.” 

The Count handed me a flyer. 

My face was painted like a presidential election poster. 
Below it, the following sentences were written. 

ee 

The King of Death shall be our king! 

Head over to Utopia! 

+ 

I slowly opened my mouth. 

“The King of Death can’t be...?” 


“Of course, it’s your title. It’s referring to Death King. This sort of flyer is being distributed in 
countless areas. Just so you don’t misunderstand, we’re definitely not behind this. People from the 
outside world are making these on their own.” 


I didn’t know how to react. 
“T don’t know if you’ve guessed it from the flyer, but...” 
The Crusader smiled wryly. 


“These days, flyers are rarely used for advertisement. You understand, Death King? You only use flyers 
when you want to reach people who don’t use the internet.” 


“ ,.What do you mean?” 


“People who live in areas without good internet access. Poor people in poor countries. Areas of 
conflict. War zones. A myriad of poor people and refugees are entering the tower. They’re flocking to 
the Tower of Babel, abandoning their [countries] and [citizenship], leaving behind their [lives] in the 
outside world.” 


Like we had done, the Crusader said. 
“Hmm.” 
The Venomous Snake crossed his arms. 


“Those people. They’re wearing black hats and shirts as they enter the Tower. Saying that they want to 
enter the Demonic Sect... To be more precise, they just saw you and came in.” 


“Tt’s not just the poor and the refugees,” said the Black Dragon Master. 


“People with great assets came in as well. Scientists, sociologists, and professors who come along, 
saying [I will help create a new society in the Tower].” 


“Kim Gongja.” 
The masters of the great guilds looked at me. 


“You didn’t just conquer the stages. Not from the outside world’s perspective. People everywhere want 
a hero. The courage to face challenges. Respect for humans. A commitment to love. As it goes, nothing 
excites people more than a virtuous hero who puts his life at stake.” 


The Black Dragon Master pulled out her smartphone and showed me her screen. 
“You have become our banner.” 

On the screen was the hologram that always floated at the center square in Babylon. 
+ 

Rank 1. Sword Saint 

Rank 2. Death King 

Rank 3. Black Dragon Master 

Rank 4. Heretic Questioner 


Rank 5. Count 


Rank 6. Venomous Snake 

Rank 7. Babel’s Linguist 

Rank 8. Kwangyeok Messenger 

Rank 9. Crusader 

+ 

Second place in the Hunter rankings. 

That was the new position the Tower put me at. 
My heart was beating like crazy. 

“Death King.” 


The Black Dragon Master took back her phone and looked straight at me. She was serious. More than 
ever before. 


“Are you ready to become our king?” 


nas 


[1]: Adding to the saga of the waifu drama, the term used here is Of}, which is what you use to refer to 
your own wife. 2! (what Raviel and others in her empire call Gongja) is more formal/sophisticated. 


[TN]: For more info on the waifu drama, scroll up in the #sss-class Discord channel and search for “T’ll 
chat for a bit”! I went into quite a bit of detail, and I thought it was interesting, at least. 


To report errors and issues or head over to Utopia with us, join our Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 
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King. 

“UB? 

The tip of my lips rose up. People instinctively smile when they encounter something unexpected. 


I looked around. Black Dragon Master, Heretic Questioner, Venomous Snake, Crusader, and Count. I 
met their eyes, one after the other. 


“... You’re joking, right?” 
“Of course,” said the Black Dragon Master. 


I wanted her to continue and say, “Of course I’m joking.” But the words that came from her lips were 
the complete opposite of my expectations. 


“Of course, we can’t make a new monarchy right now. Death King, you may not know this, but we’ve 
devoted our heart and soul into the Tower’s current system... We struggled through many failures and 
setbacks for this.” 


“We’re each trying to work the ideals of anarchy in our own ways. Aha. The ‘guilds’ in the Tower are 
actually a kind of combination...” 


“That’s enough. Talking about that won’t help Death King.” 
The Crusader cut off the Heretic Questioner. 


“The king is a mere symbol. However, symbols have real power. Kim Gongja. You already have real 
power. A hundred thousand people entered the Tower in one day after seeing your name and believing 
in your character.” 


“Not even the Black Dragon Master has accomplished this before. You’re the first. There’s no 
precedent for any Hunter having this kind of power!” 


It was only then when I realized the Crusader was more worked up than usual. 


The Crusader was always calm and poised. The only time she raised her voice was during the [12th 
Floor Incident], which nobody remembered now. She had only acted like this when everyone was 
suspicious of each other and trying to kill each other. 


But the Crusader was excited now. 


It wasn’t just her. 


Other than the Heretic Questioner, all of the great guild leaders were strangely heated. They were 
struggling to keep their excitement in check, but I could see their bare emotions in their gazes. 


“We wouldn’t have been able to handle this population boom before. Food had been scarce. But the 
way we are now, we have enough land and trade routes... It will be difficult, but we can meet the 
demand for food.” 


“Above all, we have [experience],” said the Count. 


“I’m not bragging, but all of the guildmasters here have experienced turmoil. The Crusader is a nomad 
from a ruined nation. The Black Dragon Master is an orphan from a country ravaged by a civil war, and 
the Heretic Questioner and the Venomous Snake have been living with mafia and gangs since they were 
young. I was born in the poorest village in the world. Everyone here is an ‘expert of troubled times.’ ” 


“That’s right,” affirmed the Black Dragon Master. “In this world, only we can deal with this crisis. No 
country, no nation in the outside world can do it. But [we] can! We’ve overcome things worse than 
this!” 


I gulped. I could clearly feel the guildmasters’ excitement. 


They had abandoned the old world and fled to the new world. And though they reached the peak of this 
new world, the guildmasters hadn’t given up on their desire to build a new society. 


“Death King. We can do it.” 
A dream. 


“Let’s do what no country in the outside world could do. Somewhere that’s a bit better. Let’s make a 
world where the people who were kicked away by the outside world can breathe and live a little!” 


An ideal. 

“We know well what a fallen society is like. So, we can make one that won’t fall.” 
The Crusader, who fled from a country in South America. 

“We know what divides people and causes wars. So, we can prevent civil wars.” 
The Black Dragon Master, who survived bloody conflicts in the Black Sea. 

“We know what violence is. So we can make use of violence.” 

The Heretic Questioner, raised by the mafia in eastern Europe. 

The Venomous Snake, who grew up in the Triads in central China. 

“We know what it means to be poor, so we can overcome poverty.” 

The Count, who was born in a trashy town in India. 

“Let’s show them, Death King,” said the Black Dragon Master. 


“Let’s show the people that we can create a slightly better world!” 


Then, I realized. 
It was me who had changed the guildmasters. 


This never happened in the previous world. In the world where the Flame Emperor was ranked first... 
The Tower was just a tower. 


A refuge for the hopeless. 
A paradise for criminals and death row prisoners. 


I had never seen the Black Dragon Master’s sparkling eyes as she talked about a [new world]. Not ina 
magazine picture. Not in any video interviews. 


The Black Dragon always had cold eyes. 

But she changed because of me. 

My heart pounded. 

“Please.” 

The world that Master dreamed of. 

“Please tell me what I have to do.” 

I could change the world. 

“ ,..Sure. Yeah. I thought you would ask that.” 

The Black Dragon Master smiled gently. Her gaze portrayed her faith in me. 


“Continue acting as you are. That’s the most important thing. Getting used to politics is something we 
can teach you step by step.” 


“Ahaha. If you look at it sideways, it’s like we’re monopolizing the real power while Death King plays 
a figurehead!” 


“ ..Well, I won’t deny that. But I also want to hand over this position to someone else as soon as | can. 
Do you know how many violent crimes happen each day?” 


“Oh, there are frequent crimes under the name of religion! In the last ten days, 21 terror attacks have 
been prevented before they occurred!” 


“Let’s stop talking about this. It’ll just make us miserable...” 
Hm. 

The most important thing is for me to stay as myself. 

‘If so.’ 


I looked around. 


“Library director-nim! Librarian! Where are you?” 


My voice echoed through the huge library. Then, a small shadow peeped his head from behind a 
bookshelf the size of a house. It had been a while since I saw the Constellation [The Corner Librarian]. 


“Jeez, what are you doing back there? Get over here.” 
“B-but... I mean...” 
The Librarian’s lips trembled. 


“How can an insignificant creature like I dare to show myself before the esteemed Death King? Your 
eyes will be dirtied. Please treat me like I don’t exist, as if I’m a speck of dust floating in the library...” 


“Ah, don’t act so crazy. Just come here.” 

“Uh. Um. Uhh...” 

The Librarian floated helplessly. His long sleeves were fluttering like the ears of a sad Maltese puppy. 
“Speak, please...” 

“Please take out a book for our next stage.” 

“Which Apocalypse do you want?” 

“A fairy tale.” 


The Librarian shut his mouth tightly. Unconcerned, I said, “Among the Apocalypses offered to us, 
there’s only one fairy tale. Please hand it over.” 


“ ..Hmm. Indeed, there’s a strange connection.” 


The Librarian’s expression changed. His eyes were half open, trembling with appreciation as they often 
did when he saw me. 


“All right. Here is the Apocalypse you talked about.” 


One of the books floating around the Librarian flew to him. When the Librarian opened the cover, 
information about the Apocalypse showed up. 


A: 
[Me and Our Scapegoat] 
Genre: Fairy Tale 
Difficulty level: A-Class 
Player Limit: 2 or more 


The Serialization is currently suspended. 


Introduction: This world’s humanity had succeeded in creating a Utopia. But a special power source 
was required to maintain the Utopia. The power source needed were the screams of suffering from an 
innocent child who has committed no crimes. Though it was a pity, for the perfect happiness of 17 
million people, 1 innocent should bear with it, right? Thanks to meticulously developed torture 
techniques and life-saving treatments, about five years’ worth of screams were able to be extracted 
from each child. Such efficiency! 


Reason for Discontinuation: 118,000 years had passed since the creation of Utopia. Eventually, all of 
the innocent children were used up. The Utopia, which lost its power source, came to an end. 


+ 
‘Right.’ 

This was the Apocalypse. 

I had been keeping it in mind since I first saw it. 

“Everyone, I’d like to choose this Apocalypse for our next stage.” 
“Huh?” 

The guildmasters looked around . 

The Black Dragon Master tilted her head. 


“A fairy tale? Sorry, Death King, but that fairy tale world won’t give us resources or more territory. The 
difficulty is also A-class... Do we have to challenge it?” 


“Yes, we do.” 
I looked into the Black Dragon Master’s eyes. 


“Up until now, we’ve been picking the Apocalypses based on how useful the worlds will be to the 
Tower. The martial arts archives in [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] will strengthen the 
Tower’s fighting power. Exchanges with the science fiction world will greatly improve our scientific 
power.” 


The Apocalypses we’ve challenged so far were as follows: 

4 

21st floor: The Great Library of All Things 

22nd floor: Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon (Genre: Martial Arts, Fusion) 
23rd floor: Saga of the Iron Knights in Space (Genre: Sci-Fi) 

24th Floor: Dawn Mountain Cabin Journal (Genre: Mystery, History) 

25th floor: The Tale of Sormwyn Academy (Genre: Romance) 

26th Floor: Festival City Apocalypse (Genre: Sports) 


27th floor: Bakery Street Epic (Genre: Cooking, Business Management) 


+ 


I stayed in the empire for half a month after completing [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]. During that 
time, the other Hunters cleared the 26th and 27th floors. All Hunters with titles were working hard to 
clear the stages. 


Now, the 28th, 29th, and 30th floors were left. 
‘But.’ 


I had my own plans. If things happened as I wanted... This 28th floor would basically be our last 
Apocalypse. 


After ruminating on that plan, I opened my mouth. 


“Tt isn’t necessarily just technology and resources that are useful. Heretic Inquisitor, you said that the 
Tower’s population is growing by nearly 100,000 people a day.” 


“Yes,” 
“What we need now is a focal point. It’s unity.” 
The Heretic Questioner blinked. 


“T agree, but isn’t that why we’re supporting you? You’re the focal point of the Tower. We’Il provide 
you with a suitable position soon! We can make you a great position like [Guild Alliance Leader] or 
[Counsel Leader]!” 


I shook my head. 
Guild Alliance Leader. 


Some people might be charmed by the title. On the outside, it would look like I had the most authority 
in the Tower. 


“Such tricks won’t do.” 
“Oh? Why do you say it’s a trick?” 


“Everyone here, not just me, needs to garner the people’s support. I’m not really the one who controls 
the Tower right now. It’s all of you. Only when you all gain the people’s support will the Tower unite as 


The library became quiet. 
Then, the Heretic Questioner smiled. 


“You have a point. But did you know? Death King, we have original sin. We’ve done tremendous 
things to stop the chaos in the Tower. And we continue to do them. It’s a shame, but we have absolutely 
no moral legitimacy!” 


“_..The Heretic Questioner is right,” muttered the Black Dragon Master. “We’ve done too much to act 
as symbols.” 


“Tt’s all right if you act well from now on. Please, act well.” 


“We’re a team. I can’t solve religious issues like the Heretic Questioner. I can’t deal with gang troubles 
like the Venomous Snake, either. I can’t match you in politics, economics, or security. I’m not being 
humble. It’s the truth.” 


However. 
“T never betray you. You can trust me.” 
I was confident I could bring these talented people together. 


“Tf there is a problem between you, I will mediate. If you need to talk, I’ll create a place for 
conversation. Trust me. Let’s become one team.” 


The guildmasters were silent. 
I held up the fairy tale, [Me and Our Scapegoat]. 


“As you said, this Apocalypse doesn’t have a great resource within it. There isn’t any fertile land, 
either. But there is an [unacceptable sacrifice] in here. Everyone. We cannot tolerate this sort of 
sacrifice. Let’s show the world what kind of people we are by targeting this world.” 


That was right. 
This was a declaration of intent. 
A declaration that would show how we would manage the Tower. 


We would not tum a blind eye to someone being sacrificed. We would face them. And if the difficulties 
couldn’t be resolved, we would break through, head-on. 


We would show the world that we were such people. 

“That’s how we can gain trust and ask the inhabitants of the Tower to believe in us.” 
“T see. A trust in the administration.” 

“Yes.” 

I looked at the guildmasters one by one. 


“Fortunately, this Apocalypse allows two or more players. Black Dragon Master. Heretic Questioner. 
Count. Venomous Snake. Crusader...” 


The most brilliant, all-star group in this Tower. 


My colleagues. 


“Please fight by my side.” 


All of us would participate in this Apocalypse. 
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After hearing my request, my colleagues didn’t say anything for a long time. Maybe they were looking 
back at the lives they led. Their days that were stained with purges. 


“_.. You’re asking us to take the harder path, really.” 
After a long period of silence, the Black Dragon Master opened her mouth. 
Her voice was nearly lamentful. 


“People can become skillful with practice. If they try, they can become a moral person too. They can 
become powerful by working hard. But it’s nearly impossible for someone to be competent, moral, and 
powerful. It’s simply too hard... It’s truly a difficult path.” 


“Someone told me that the road to hell is paved with good intentions.” 
I held out my hand to the guildmasters. 
“Tf so, the road to heaven must be paved with countless sins.” 


There would be countless people who become jealous of us. There would also be many who make 
trouble for fun. People who want power would fight, and those who come to agitate the Tower’s 
inhabitants would appear. 


Such people existed. 
Many of them. 
Evil is both common and strong. 


“But that isn’t a reason for us to give up. Let’s show a slightly better world to the people who have 
forsaken the outside world to come here.” 


I pushed out my hand again. It wasn’t so that we could shake hands. 
It was a pose for multiple people to join their hands at once. 


Like a sports team cheering together before a game, I quietly extended my right hand toward the 
guildmasters. 


“Aha.” 


While the Black Dragon Master hesitated, the Heretic Questioner reached out his hand first. Touch. The 
Heretic Questioner’s palm joined the back of my hand. 


“T don’t mind! It’s appealing if the ones in charge have moral legitimacy. And Death King is the only 
one who can gild us with morality. It’1l be a waste to miss this opportunity!” 


“Ahem.” 
The Venomous Snake put his hand on top. 


“I’m now the successor to the Righteous Sect. The old man is always nagging me to think about the 
sect’s mindset or whatever when he sees me. Well, I guess I’ ll participate out of respect for my master 
who’s staying behind.” 


“Mm.” 

The Crusader laid her hand on top. 

“I’ve been using my skill since before this conversation began.” 
Lie detection. 


“Nobody here has let false words escape their mouths. And more than that, Kim Gongja. I know that 
you ran through [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] and [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy] with 
an upright heart.” 


“T believe in your truthful attitude, I believe in your true love, and above all else, in your character. All 
revolutions fail. But I will at least devote my life and soul to make our revolution be remembered as the 
most spectacular failure.” 


“Mhm.” 
The Count extended her hand. 


“T can’t keep up with the romantics’ tale. But whatever. I’m just following the crowd. I don’t want my 
precious stocks to fall. Let’s do our best, everyone.” 


Lastly. 
The Black Dragon Master hesitatingly put her hand on top. 


“_,.] can’t promise you much. I can’t guarantee our success. I can’t throw away the tools I’ve used so 
far. But... All right.” 


Black eyes swept over us. 

“Tf we fail. If someone among us must die... I will be the first to do so. I’ll promise you that.” 
“Then I’ll also make you a promise.” 

I smiled. 

“T won’t let anybody here die. No matter where. No matter when.” 

“You’re making an absurd promise, you...” 


The Black Dragon Master smiled bitterly. However, she did not take back her hand. 


The six of us. 

Our hands were gathered. 

“Mm. Very well!” 

The Librarian smiled as he swam through the air. 


“Death King. Black Dragon Master. Heretic Questioner. Count. Venomous Snake. Crusader. I designate 
these six as characters of [Me and Our Scapegoat]! When you open your eyes, you’!l be in a world that 
met its discontinuation at its height. Be careful. It’s very different from the Apocalypses you’ve 
encountered so far!” 


The Librarian opened the book. Poof! Light flowed from the pages of the Apocalypse and onto our 
overlapping hands. 


“The difficulty of this Apocalypse is A-Class!” 
The light wrapped around us. 


“Unlike last time, I can’t bestow many blessings upon you. The Constellation of this Apocalypse is 
alive. Alive and reigning over the world. You will enter as a sort of invading army in this Apocalypse. 
Naturally, the Constellation will be hostile.” 

The Librarian laughed lightly. 

“Death King, the Constellation will treat you, especially, as a foe!” 
‘A foe!’ 


Before I could understand what the Librarian meant, our vision was completely covered with light. 
Actually, I didn’t have to try to understand what the Librarian’s words meant. 


As the world turned white, before we even opened our eyes to greet the new world— 
[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness detects invaders. ] 

A cutting voice flickered through our brains. 

The voice continued like a tidal wave or an urgent siren, ringing one after the other. 
[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness issues you a warning. ] 

[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness intends to eradicate the invaders. ] 

[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness declares war on you! | 

Me and Our Scapegoat. 

[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness abhors you. ] 

This fairy tale was ruled by the Constellation who invaded Raviel’s world. 

3. 


In a story with a hero and a demon king, the demon king is always careless. 


The demon king never reveals his full power at the start. He sends off the weaklings to fight the hero. 
The hero, who is weak at the start of the story, grows by defeating increasingly strong opponents. 


Until the hero finally confronts the demon king. 

-I’ve been waiting. 

The Constellation of this fairy tale was different. 

-How dare you oppose my master! 

This Constellation bared its venomous teeth to us from the beginning. 
The first in our party to detect the crisis was my Holy Sword. 

[Shiny detects the presence of her sister sword! ] 


The hilt of the sword shivered at my waist as if to announce the crisis. Though our visions weren’t clear 
yet, Shiny hastily shouted. 


[Shiny confirms that the properties of “The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness’ matches the properties 
of the ‘Sacrifice Sword’! ] 


[The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness is the fourth sister sword left by Lefanta Aegim, ‘Sacrifice’!] 
As soon as Shiny’s warning finished, my eyesight returned. 
A blue sky. 


Our party was falling through the sky. We had been floating shortly after being put into this world, so 
we hadn’t realized it. However, our bodies were quickly dragged down by gravity. 


Whoooosh! 
The wind brushing our foreheads. Blood rushing to our heads. We were plummeting down. 
“Mm! ” 


At that moment, the Heretic Questioner grabbed my forearm. The wind was pushing our party apart, 
but he had caught me in a moment. The Heretic Questioner squeezed my waist tightly with his legs. 
Then, he made a hand sign. 


1 


“Death King, hold my right foot! Don’t ever let go! Sacred Technique, Transmission 


I clung onto the Heretic Questioner’s right foot as he had instructed. The next moment, the Heretic 
Questioner had moved to the Black Dragon Master’s side. 


“Black Dragon Master!” 
“Yes! Hold out your leg!” 
The Black Dragon Master grabbed the Heretic Questioner’s left foot like it was obvious. 


“Aha.” The Heretic Questioner’s laughter mixed into the wind. I thought that the sound of his laughter 
made the gravity that threatened to crush us feel lighter. 


“Sacred Technique, Transmission!” 


The Heretic Questioner, in turn, brought in the Count, the Crusader, and the Venomous Snake. We 
clung onto the Heretic Questioner like baby pigs to a mama pig. In this situation, the Venomous Snake 
seemed very upset and yelled, 


“Hey! Why am I the last one?!” 


“Tt’s because you’re the most useless one here! Chen Mu-mun master! Our power won’t be affected 
y 
even if you’re gone!” 


{? 


“You shitty priest 


With five people clinging to him, the Heretic Questioner couldn’t make his hand signs. He had no 
space. He had no time. Even now, the ground was getting closer and closer. 


“Good job, kid!” 

However, the Black Dragon Master shouted as if she had only been waiting for all of us to be gathered. 
“Everyone, say you consent to my skill! Quick! Hurry!” 

“Yes!” “T agree!” “Got it!” “I agree.” “Fuck, sure!” 

“Teleport!” 


Six people moved together. An instantaneous teleportation. Unlike the Heretic Questioner, who had to 
form hand signs, the Black Dragon Master’s skill could be activated with just contact. 


It was the skill she had used to oppose the [Devil King of Fall Rain]. 
Thus, we safely landed on the ground. 

-I won’ let you go! 

But the ground was not safe at all. 

-Sing, my apostles! 

Ten thousand. Maybe a hundred thousand. Maybe millions. 


In the horizon stood those in the shape of ‘children.’ Each of them was the same as the Apostle who 
invaded Raviel’s world. Possibly millions of children surrounded us in layers. 


-La. 

And they sang. 
-La. La. 

-Lu. Lala. 

-La. 


A million a capella tunes, all at once. A hundred thousand low notes, a hundred thousand high notes, 
and a hundred thousand whistles overlapped. The children danced in a circle like they were happy. 
With each step, the ground reverberated. 


Boom. Thud. Boom. 
-La. 
This was the A-Class difficulty Apocalypse. 


A world that saw us as the enemy, was not careless, and tried to destroy us with all its might from the 
very beginning. 


“Keugh!” 


The party hurriedly pulled up their auras. However, it wasn’t enough. We were facing an all-out attack 
less than a minute after being transmitted to this Apocalypse. A wave of happy dreams, difficult to 
handle with just one’s aura, violently struck us. 


“Count!” shouted the Heretic Questioner. “Give me money!” 
“Damn it, my bank account is going to break...!” 

“Yes! It’ll be better than breaking your head!” 

“A 15 percent interest! Compounding!” 

“T won’t take it unless it’s free!” 

“What? That’s ridicul—” 

“Nisha!” the Crusader yelled. 


At first, I didn’t know what ‘Nisha’ was referring to. I realized it when I saw the Crusader’s gaze, 
directed at the Count. Nisha was the Count’s real name. 


“Shut up and take out your wallet! I'll kill you!” 
“Ugh. Damn it! Withdraw, boundless!” 


The Count took out a pouch. The pouch had a snail pattern on it. She undid the gold ribbon to open the 
pouch and flipped it upside down. Clink, clink! Countless gold coins spilled onto the floor. 


“Change owner! Heretic Questioner!” 

“Ahaha, thank you!” 

The Heretic Questioner quickly made a hand sign. 
“Sacred Technique, Devotion!” 


A light burst from his hands. The white light encased the pile of gold coins, which became dust and 
disappeared. In its stead, the aura around us became unbelievably strengthened. 


“Sacred Transfer: Aura reinforcement and mental attack immunity! Reinforcement targets: Count, 
Heretic Questioner, Death King, Black Dragon Master, Crusader, Venomous Snake. Reinforcement 
time: Uncertain. Gold will grab our hands. Technique complete!” 


“Heeeeooooaaaah! Hiagh! My money!” 


The Count screamed. Gold coins continued to pour out of her pouch, and as soon as they did, they 
became light and evaporated without a trace. She seemed so shocked that cat ears popped out of her 
head. 


“My money! Nya! My lifeblood! My money, which is more precious than blood!” 
“Aha. Should I donate my blood?” 


“T don’t need it! If I go bankrupt, the Tower will also go bankrupt! You got it?! If you don’t want to eat 
dog food for breakfast tomorrow, go and attack already!” 


Falling from the sky. A million songs. We succeeded in escaping the incessant crises. 
Only now could we look at the main culprit who attacked our party. 


-Isk. Do you have enough skill to devour Idol, Compassion, and Prayer? Attempting to hide the senses 
and attack...! 


The Constellation floated in the air. 


Like the Prayer Sword, it was red all over. However, it was slightly darker than the Prayer Sword. The 
little child covered in dark red blood trembled in the air. 


-But it’s no use! Leader of the traitors! My loyalty to Lefanta Aegim shall never break. I will kill you 
and ensure you don’t get in my master’s path! 


Sure enough. 

I grabbed the hilt of the Holy Sword and pulled it out. 

‘Raviel became a Constellation by stabbing her heart with a fragment of [The Guardian Goddess].’ 
This meant that even a fragment had the ability to make a Constellation. 

If so, then it would be possible for the fragment itself to become [a new Constellation]. 


The Sacrifice Sword evolved from being a fragment of [The Guardian Goddess] to [The Evangelist of 
Eternal Happiness]. 


-Apostles! Eliminate them! 
And the Sacrifice Sword was still loyal to Lefanta Aegim. 


Unlike her sisters who had been helplessly absorbed by me, the Sacrifice Sword had been amassing her 
power. She had ambushed me as if she had been expecting me to come. That was what had happened 
thus far. 


I glared straight ahead, gripping the Holy Sword. 
Literally hundreds of thousands of troops thronged on all sides. 


Instead of yelling, the apostles sang, and instead of stabbing us, they danced. However, their songs 
were more threatening than any shout, their dance deadlier than any spear or blade. 


Our forces were six people. 

The enemy was innumerable. 

“Count-nim.” 

“What is it?!” 

“You still have a lot left in your wallet, right?” 
This was the best moment for me to act. 
“What?” 

“Please shoot this stage up big time.” 

As the Count blinked, I quietly chanted. 
“Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation.” 
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1. 

My favorite skill. The exact ability of the Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation is this: 
is 

[Hundred Ghosts Reincarnation] 

Rank: SSS 


Effects: You can summon those whom you’ve killed yourself. The dead cannot use their abilities from 
when they were alive. However, the dead can keep their memories and appearances from their lives if 
you so desire. If not, they will just be summoned as monsters. 


><However, you can only summon them once a week. 

+ 

There was an important segment here. 

The part that said [The dead can keep their memories and appearances from their life if I so desire]. 


In other words, if I didn’t want them to, the dead would be summoned as monsters without their 
memories and former appearances. 


Just like now. 
-Guoooh! 


My shadows fanned out. White bones sprouted from the shadows that were laid out like linoleum 
floors. Five thousand skeletons. It had been a while, but I wasn’t pleased to see them. Weren’t they 
proof of my deaths? 


‘But I need these guys now.’ 

The apostles of [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness] swarmed, singing a song. 
-La. Lula, lu. 

-Lala. 


The tune they were singing was a song that buried listeners in their happy memories. It was an attack 
difficult for even warriors with mental training to resist. The members of the Demonic Sect had also 
fallen quickly at the wedding hall. 


However. 


-Guooooh! 


The skeletons howled, unaffected as usual. 


The charge was composed of only five thousand skeletons. They fiercely ran at the millions of enemies. 
It wasn’t because the skeletons were particularly brave or resistant against mental attacks. 


-Aha. I see. 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke from my side. 

-The mental attack doesn’t work because they have no ‘memories.’ 
That was right. 


The songs of the apostles of The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness were certainly powerful. 
However, this power only affected people with memories. To the summoned beings with no memories 
at all, the songs were no different than ordinary songs. 


-La... 
-Kigigik! Kiek! 
And ordinary songs caused no damage. 


The skeletons slaughtered the apostles. With daggers, teeth, and skeleton hands, they were stabbed, 
bitten, and scratched. Each time, the apostles were swept away. In terms of physical strength, the 
apostles were totally incomparable. 


-Euk. 


The Constellation who watched the battle from above bit her lips. Songs were roaring from all sides, 
but every word the Constellation spoke pierced my ears. The sound was probably transmitted directly 
to my head. 


-This useless rebellion...! You’Il be overpowered by numbers anyway! 
I admitted it easily. 
“You’re right. That certainly will happen.” 


Even if the apostles had no physical attacking power, the numbers were what they were. There was a 
fearsome force in sheer quantity. That was why [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness] ambushed 
us with such confidence. 


“But you’ve already taught us how to fight you.” 
-What? 
She must have read my lips since the Constellation reacted. 


“The numbers are a secondary issue. Every army has its weakness. The moment I learned that you 
don’t know pain and only spread happiness—” 


The skeletons were being overwhelmed by the crowd. However, they had not been defeated yet. They 
would last for a short time, one or two minutes at the least. And that short time was just the moment we 
needed. 


“the way to destroy you was revealed.” 

I held the Holy Sword tightly. 

“Black Dragon Master.” 

“Speak loudly! I can’t hear you well because of the song!” 
“All right. Please launch the mirrors.” 


I amplified the volume of my voice with aura. The Black Dragon Master stepped up beside me. She 
heard my request and had already put up six mirrors around us. 


“Done. But what do you want me to do with the mirrors?” 


“Do you remember when you and I fought [The Devil King of Fall Rain]? When the Devil King shot 
the beams, you weakened their strength by reflecting them on mirrors several times. At the same time, 
you strengthened our attacks. We’|l fight the same way.” 


The Black Dragon Master understood my aim. 


“You want to shoot your aura like a beam? That’s fine, but do you have confidence that you can 
generate a lot like [The Devil King of Fall Rain] did? If it’s not strong enough, it won’t matter if the 
attack is reflected in my mirror.” 


“Don’t worry about the strength. Please just spread it as widely as you can.” 
“T don’t know what you’re thinking, but... All right. Let’s try it.” 


The mirrors soared into the air. North, south, east, west. When light shone on a mirror, it was 
immediately reflected onto the other mirrors, covering the field. 


‘This will be enough.’ 


I nodded. Then, I poured my aura on the hilt of the sword. Whoosh! Aura, red like blood, blazed as it 
climbed up the blade. 


“Though I can’t push ahead with sheer force like Preta or split the world with enlightenment like 
Master.’ 


If these apostles were my enemies. 
If these guys were my allies. 
I could fully use an unparalleled skill. 
[If I swing my sword only out of hunger, what will happen? J 
Because this was the martial arts I inherited from her. 


[ You will be able to cut a man who has never starved in one blow. | 


[ Therefore, you can fight half of the Righteous Sect members with one maneuver. J 
The apostles who ‘know only happiness’ could never rival me. 
I swung my sword at the mirror lifted by the Black Dragon Master. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
First form. 
Sword of Starvation. 
The enemy forces ruptured. 


The hunger of the infernal heavens spewed through the red aura. The demonic art bounced off of the 
mirrors. Once, twice, thrice, four times, five times, six. With each bounce, the red aura sectioned the 
field in halves. 


Chwaaaak! 


My attack was very weak compared to the Devil King’s. Compared to Master’s, it was unbelievably 
laughable. However, nonetheless, the apostles of happiness perished even if the red aura barely grazed 
past them. 


Flinch. The Constellation looked down at the battlefield in astonishment. 


Of course she was dumbfounded. Thousands, maybe tens of thousands of apostles had literally 
evaporated with a single blow. The plain had been infested with apostles mere moments ago, but the 
places where the red aura scratched were barren. 


“Black Dragon Master! Get ready for the next wave!” 

Of course, I had no intention of being satisfied with one attack. 

“Please keep rotating the mirrors!” 

“What in the world... I see. That Constellation’s pawns and your martial arts are complete opposites!” 


Despite her surprise, the Black Dragon Master skillfully adjusted the positions of the mirrors. She 
realized that my attack would destroy the enemies with just a touch, regardless of my output. 


Therefore, it was important to spread the attack out as much as possible. 
“Don’t mind me and keep attacking! Death King! I’ll take care of the mirrors!” 


The mirrors flashed about in the air. The Black Dragon Master was someone who took immediate 
action after determining what was important. 


Chwaaaak! 


I believed in the Black Dragon Master’s words and struck again. I was just using a familiar art to me, 
but tens of thousands of enemy troops were wiped out. Ranks two and three. The Black Dragon Master 
and my combo attack one-sidedly ravaged the Constellation’s forces. 


“Ahaha! Amazing! It’s really amazing!” 


The Heretic Questioner was performing a sacred technique to shield us from the enemy’s mental 
attacks. 


“F-finish it as soon as you can! Two of my emergency funds have already been depleted!” 
The Count poured out her astronomical assets to back up the Heretic Questioner. 
“Venomous Snake! The enemies have a gap there! Deal with it!” 

The Crusader oversaw the whole battlefield and gave orders in real time. 

“Okay! Damn, the Demonic Sect is stealing all the glory!” 

The enemies that couldn’t be stopped by the skeletons were taken care of by the Venomous Snake. 
“We can do it.’ 

Just six people. 

‘If we work together, we’re invincible!’ 

However, the six of us overpowered the military of a whole world. 

‘Look.’ 


The inhabitants of the Tower would be gathered in the square now, watching our military force. Those 
present would broadcast or record this scene to show the outside world. 


The sight of just six people defeating a million apostles. 
‘Look!’ 

Go wild. 

Witness that nothing is impossible in the Tower. 

Watch carefully: The world doesn’t pressure us; we pressure it. 
And have hope. 

-You— 

The Constellation’s face wrinkled. 


-You vicious outsiders! What right do you have to invade the utopia I created?! There is no misfortune 
in this world! No unhappy memories exist! 


The Constellation swung her hand. A scene like a hologram floated in the sky, reflecting the images of 
the apostles who lived in this world. 


-Lala. 
-Lu. 


The apostles did not live in houses. They didn’t have to build a city. For them, there was no such thing 
as hunger. They didn’t need to dig up resources from the ground to continue living. The apostles sang 
happily anytime, anywhere, in the form of children. 


-Kyaaaah! 

However. 

In the heart of this world was an innocent child, stabbed by a sword. 
-Aaaagh! Euh, aah! Aaaack! 


How the innocent child’s scream became power, I didn’t know. The sword in the child’s chest was 
probably forging the rules of this world. 


-The world I’ve constructed is far more stable than your worthless dump! 
The Constellation shouted over the child’s screams. 


-Don'’t you dare show your hypocrisy to me, invaders! I followed Lefanta Aegim to countless worlds. 
The screams never stopped in any of them. Hundreds of thousands! Millions! Tens of millions! 
Hundreds of millions! 


The sword named ‘Sacrifice’ lamented. 


-Meanwhile, only one in my world. Only one! With one scapegoat, my apostles live a life without 
knowing pain. I have committed one sin, but you turn away from hundreds of millions of sins. What 
justification do you trash have to destroy my world?!! 


I understood. 


The Constellation must have set this up after repeated thoughts and agonizing. And, she must have 
done so with good intentions. 


If the road to hell is paved with good intentions, this was the hell that [The Evangelist of Everlasting 
Happiness] chose. 


‘This world is just an extreme example.’ 


The challenges that I, that we face while running the Tower would be no different. When food is scarce. 
When resources run out. As the people responsible for the Tower, we will have to sacrifice someone. 


-Ha! 
The Constellation laughed at my silence. 


-You still have enough of a conscience not to say your drivel. If you can’t answer, leave! I will never 
recognize you as a new master! 


“No. I have a response.” 
I took a step forward. 


-A response? Ha. What kind of response can someone like you give? 


It would be easy to recite the argument that sacrifice is still wrong. 


However, an argument was not meant to be said. It must be lived through with one’s body. Only when 
one can take responsibility for what one says, when one can actualize the argument, is it valid. 


I did not forget this point. 

“T will kill you all.” 

-What? 

“T will kill you all and make you into ghosts.” 
The Constellation did not seem to understand me. 
-What are you talking about now... 


“All who die by my sword are collected as ghosts. If I want, I can summon them with all the memories 
they had in life. I’ be killing all of you, then summoning you to live in this world again.” 


I raised the Holy Sword. 


“You want to live happily ever after. I’ll let you. A life in which you don’t suffer, don’t remember 
suffering, and just sing like you do now. I’ll make it real.” 


“The ghosts don’t even need to eat to live. I will give you the world that you want.” 
It was simple. 

I would kill millions of apostles. 

After killing them, I could summon them back to this world. 

I would bring back their memories from when they were alive. 

Nothing would change. 

“T’m not talking to you alone.” 

The inhabitants of the Tower who were watching our party at this moment. 

To the innumerable people watching, I made a proclamation. 


“There are evil people who cannot be reformed. There are sinners who cannot change their minds. 
There are some souls who want to live again but cannot. From now on, I will execute them with my 
own hands.” 


-FExecute...? 


“T’II kill them and bring them back with my skill. They will be banished to my shadow, and I will 
shoulder them forever.” 


Suddenly. 

The song that had echoed on the horizon stopped. 

The song had shaken the sky and the ground, so when it stopped, the world became eerily silent. 
The Constellation looked at me with incredulous eyes. 

-Lies... All the wicked and all the souls. A mere mortal cannot... 


“Evangelist. The utopia that you boasted about creating here? I can do the same. But in my world, I 
don’t even need a single innocent child’s scream.” 


Before entering this Apocalypse, the Black Dragon Master had asked me. 
Am I ready to become a king? 

“Tt’s simple.” 

That was right. 

If all worlds were hell, I just needed to become a slightly larger hell. 
“My hell is more right than your hell.” 

This was the royal road that I chose.[1] 
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The Constellation was silent. [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness], whose entire body was 
covered in blood, quietly bit her lips. Her eyes were shaking, not with the ripples of the surface but 
with the shifting of deep ocean currents. The Constellation remained silent for a long time. 


“_..Death King.” 


Following suit, the apostles had also stopped moving. The battlefield that had been raging nonstop 
from the beginning halted for a few moments. During this time, the Crusader approached me. 


“You say you’ll execute the wicked and the sinners. What do you mean by that?” 


From behind her, our other colleagues were also directing their gazes at me. Speculating. Dumbstruck. 
Or shocked. Eyes filled with different emotions stared at me. 


“I’m being serious.” 
I accepted their gazes calmly. 


“T know that you all have purged people while managing the Tower. This practice must continue in the 
dark even now.” 


“T can’t tell you that your methods so far have been wrong or that you have to fix them. I don’t have the 
confidence nor skills to run the Tower better than you do. However, if you absolutely need to kill 
someone in the future, just bring them to me.” 


“Oh?” 


The Heretic Questioner tilted his head. He tilted his head once to the left and once to the right. After the 
two bobs, he smiled brightly with understanding. 


“T see! No, why didn’t we think of this until now? It’s a really good idea, Death King!” 
The Black Dragon Master wrinkled her brows. 
“What are you talking about?” 


“Think about it. Death King’s skill doesn’t just summon someone. It can give them their memories 
from life! Therefore, we can use Death King as a [moving prison]!” 


The sound of the Heretic Questioner’s distinctive laughter echoed throughout the silent plain. 


“No need for food! No resources consumed! Say that Death King reaps a serial killer. If Death King 
orders him to [never commit murder again], the killer is forever prohibited from killing!” 


The Black Dragon Master’s eyes slowly grew bigger. As did those of the Count and the Crusader. 
Despite their shock, they quickly calculated the advantages outlined by the Heretic Questioner. 


“Using Death King’s skills as a prison will...” 


“Yes! Ahaha. The criminals will be fairly terrified. And isn’t the cadence of it just beautiful? Death 
King. As a king who literally jails and rules over those who must die, there’s no better epithet for him!” 


“As the owner of Sangryun, I want to offer you my opinion.” 
The Count pulled out her fan and tapped on her lower lip. 


“Tt’s not bad. As you may know, the Tower has a significantly higher crime rate than the outside world. 
Our prisons are chronically overcrowded, and the cost of maintenance is high.” 


“That’s right. As the master of the Ten Thousand Temple, I also agree!” 
The Heretic Questioner grinned. An impromptu meeting of the greatest guilds’ leaders was being held. 


“The purpose of a prison is to [contain criminals] and [prevent further offenses]. However, no matter 
how excellent a corrections program is, it’s hard to stop all recidivism. A human mind is as complex as 
it is beautiful. But the four kings can completely prevent recidivism!” 


The Crusader hesitated. 


“T... don’t know. I admit that it’s efficient. But I’m still doubtful. Isn’t it too much of a burden for a 
single person to carry?” 


“Death King already lodges two thousand people from the martial arts world, the Righteous Sect, and 
the Demonict Sect! He probably has people we don’t know of inside, too! If he already has two 
thousand people, any number above that means nothing.” 


“~..No. Pll withhold my judgment.” 


Meanwhile, the Black Dragon Master was staring at my face. Several emotions were swirling in her 
black eyes. 


“Will you really be all right?” 


I felt that she felt sorry. The Black Dragon Master was feeling some sense of responsibility. The 
responsibility for bringing me into their world. 


“Tt’s all right,” I said with conviction. 


I was grateful. She was taking responsibility even though I jumped into this world of my own volition. 
The Black Dragon Master was a kind and honorable person. Someday, I would hear her real name. 


I turned my head to look up at the Constellation. 


“What will you do?” 


“If you want to keep fighting us, I won’t stop you. But the outcome is decided. I’ll absorb this utopia 
you’re so proud of.” 


The Constellation, which had been silent for a long time, opened her mouth. 


-....am not only a fragment of [The Guardian Goddess] but also [The Evangelist of Everlasting 
Happiness] with a million apostles. If you take me, all of my apostles will follow. I must ask, is there 
any guarantee that you will not use my apostles as your personal army and use them for wickedness? 


“T won’t use them,” I bluntly asserted. 


“Even when you invaded Raviel’s world, I summoned only the members of the Demonic Sect. As I 
killed the Righteous Sect, I could have summoned them too, but I did not. It would be against their 
morals. Those people can never obey the orders of the Demonic Sect’s young master.” 


“Whether it be one million or ten million, I’ll let your apostles live happily in this world as they have 
been doing until now.” 


The Constellation slowly lowered her head. 

When overpowered by force and logic, a person finally speaks the words bound in their heart. 
The Constellation shaped like a child quietly murmured. 

-Ahh, Master Lefanta Aegim... 

The Constellation’s body began to dissipate. 

-To meet you once again... 


Blood fell from the sky. The blood hit the ground, pooled together, and eventually coagulated to the 
form of a sword. The sword had no mouth, so the Constellation could not finish her last words. 


[The Sacrifice Sword awaits for you to dispose of her and speaks. ] 
However, the Tower passed on what the sword wanted to say. 

[My name is Sacrifice. ] 

[You can translate someone’s agony to another’s happiness. ] 

[The nobler and purer the sufferer is, the greater the resulting happiness. ] 
I walked toward the sword planted in the ground. 

Then, I raised my Holy Sword and struck the blood-stained sword. 

[The Guardian Goddess absorbs a piece of herself. ] 

The sword split apart. 


[The existence of the Guardian Goddess has become more pronounced. | 


Simultaneously, the apostles surrounding us melted down. A million children who had been covering 
the whole horizon crumbled apart. The children’s eyes were smiling even as they were destroyed. 


Shaaa— 

As the apostles collapsed, red water flowed and the horizon quickly tured bright red. 
[Stage cleared. ] 

[Today, the 28th floor Stage has been cleared. ] 

A shallow sea of blood. 

The Black Dragon Master looked down vacantly at the blood that rose up to her calves. 


“ ..Really, all you need to clear a stage is information. You can easily break something if you know its 
weaknesses. I was preparing to run when we fell right in the middle of the enemy. But this quickly...” 


“Huh? What? What just happened?” 


The Venomous Snake, who had been dealing with the apostles beside my skeletons, was baffled. He 
was the only one among us who did not listen to what I was saying and solely did what he had to. 


“Why are these guys suddenly turning into red paint? Huh?” 
The Crusader sighed. 

“Tt’s nice to see that you never change, Venomous Snake...” 
“_,.What’s this now? You... Did you fall in love with me?” 


“Ahaha. That’d be fun, but sadly, no. The vice leader of the Civil Militia has been dating someone for a 
long time!” 


The Venomous Snake’s single eye widened. 
“What? Really? Who?” 
“Tt’s hard to say. You should find out for yourself!” 


No one informed the Venomous Snake of anything else. Looking at the atmosphere, it seemed everyone 
else knew and that it was an open secret. I was curious and wanted to open the character window, but I 
stopped myself because it would be too great a violation of privacy. 


“Hey, hey. You finished in magnificent time!” 
The Count came up to me and patted me on my back. 


“T was resigned to pouring money down the bottomless pit for at least a day! As expected of Death 
King. Do you remember who the first person to notice you was when you were just a rookie?” 


The Count was pleased that we had safely gotten out of the ambush. I didn’t want to rain on her parade, 
but I didn’t intend to rest like this. From the beginning, this stage was just a stepping stone. 


“T apologize, Count. We’re not done yet.” 


“Hmm? What do you mean? There was an announcement that the 28th floor was cleared.” 
“Yes. We’re done with the 28th floor.” 

I nodded. 

“But I plan to break all the way through to the 30th floor today.” 


With those words, the Black Dragon Master, who was looking blankly at the sea of blood, the 
Venomous Snake, who had been doggedly asking the Crusader about who she was dating, and the 
Heretic Questioner, who appeared to have been thinking about the future, all turned to me in unison. 


“Today? Within the day?” 


The Black Dragon Master was surprised. Her tone wasn’t doubting whether that was possible. The 
Black Dragon Master no longer doubted my ability. Rather, she was worried about my condition. 


“Death King, no, Kim Gongja. You’ve been working too hard recently. You haven’t taken a day off 
after you entered [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy]!” 


‘Ah.’ 
That would seem to be the case from the Black Dragon Master’s perspective. 


Raviel and I mucked about and played around as much as we wanted on our honeymoon, but that was 
an inside joke between Raviel and me. From other people’s perspectives, I’ve actually been dashing 
nonstop. 


“Even if it’s for a short while, take a break. Humans are animals that can be worn down by stress. If 
you don’t plan out your working hours and rest time, you’ll end up collapsing. I’m serious. You may 
not know it since you’re still young, but...” 


I smiled. 

It was actually lovely how she worried sincerely for others. 
“You’re right. I have been overdoing it a bit.” 

“Right? So, take a break from clearing stages for a while...” 
“That’s why I'll finish everything today and take a break.” 
The Black Dragon Master rubbed her forehead. 

“You’re not listening at all! Get some rest! Please!” 


“Black Dragon Master. The population of the Tower is increasing by 100,000 each day. Even if 99 
percent of them are good people, it means one out of a hundred is a criminal. That means there are 
1,000 more criminals in the Tower every day.” 


“If 10 criminals gather, it’s a gang. If 100 criminals gather, it’s a mafia. When 1,000 people gather, it’s 
a criminal syndicate. Even now, one criminal army gathers each day, and we can’t continue attacking 
Apocalypses forever.” 


I spoke calmly. 


“Even if it’s by one day, we have to finish this quickly and return to running the Tower. This is for us, 
for the current inhabitants, and for the newcomers.” 


“If you say that...” 

The Black Dragon Master bit her lips. 

“If you put it that way, how can I argue...” 

“Don’t worry.” 

I smiled and held out my fist to the Black Dragon Master. 


“When I rest, I’ll rest really well. Nobody else can rest as well as I do, probably. You’ II be surprised if 
you come across me while I rest with Raviel.” 


“T don’t want to see newlyweds acting lovey-dovey, you know...?” 


“If you’re really bothered about it, please help me prepare a ring later. I need to give Raviel a ring, but 
I’m not good at this sort of thing.” 


“Haa...” 
The Black Dragon Master sighed deeply, still clutching her forehead. 


“Fine... You need to give her the prettiest ring in the world. Really. How did I end up working with a 
child like this...” 


“I’m forever grateful to you.” 


“Drop it. In terms of being grateful... No, let’s not talk about this. It’s embarrassing when other people 
can see. I realized this when you started dating in Sormwyn, but do you really have no shame...?” 


Even as she complained, the Black Dragon Master acquiesced to my proposal. 


She and other leaders of the Tower knew the truth. It would be dangerous if they didn’t return to the 
front lines of administration. They weren’t just Hunters who cleared floors; they were also the 
managers who governed the Tower. 


They had to finish their days in the library. 
“Transmit.” 
Pop! 


After some time, we each returned to the library, where Hunters were gathered. They had just watched 
the livestream of us six overpowering a million apostles. Was that why they only looked at us quietly, 
from a distance? 


There was an overwhelming gap. 
The authority of the top rankers was thus placed on a solid foundation. 
‘Okay. Good.’ 


This was the atmosphere I wanted. We proved our rankings not through power but skill. We also proved 
that we were a united team. For a while, at least, they wouldn’t scheme anything troublesome. 


“Hmm.” 
There was another being who was watching us. 
The owner of the Great Library, the Corner Librarian, stared at us with his chin on his hand. 


“Welcome back. Congratulations. I thought that the stage would be more difficult, but your synergy 
surpassed my expectations. I didn’t think you could conquer a world with a reigning Constellation so 
quickly.” 


Unlike his congratulatory words, the Librarian’s face was impassive. 
‘Of course it is.’ 
[The Corner Librarian] was an intense lover of stories. 


He loved seeing characters’ hardships, trials and unexpected obstacles, and their unexpected solutions. 
Overwhelming victory or defeat didn’t suit the Librarian’s taste. 


I knew just how to lure the Librarian. 
‘Character window.’ 

Characters appeared before my eyes. 
+ 

Name: Corner Librarian 
Favorability: 98 


Favorite Genres: [Fusion], [Romance], [Mystery], [Adventure], [Horror], [History], [War], [Sports], 
[SF], [Myth], [Fairy Tales]... 


Disliked Genres: N/A 

Favorite Characters: [Character], [Constellation Killer], [Death King] 
Hated Characters: N/A 

Favorite Plot: [Story] 

Hated Plot: [Serial Discontinuation] 


Psychological State: ‘Indeed, the Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness was a terrible match for the 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. She wasn’t lucky. Tsk, tsk. Foolish thing. She would have been able to 


fight a bit more if she predicted the disadvantage and asked for reinforcements from other 
Constellations.’ 


+ 
I nodded. 

‘It’s there.’ 

My name was added to the Librarian’s list of favorite characters. 

Next to the [Constellation Killer], which had been there before, [Death King] was added. 


As the Librarian himself admitted, the [Constellation Killer] was the character he loved the most. The 
fact that my name was there beside his meant that I was almost as beloved. 


“Librarian.” 
“Yes. What will you choose for the next Apocalypse?” 
The Librarian fluttered his sleeves and smiled. 


“If you want, I can recommend something personally. The fairy tale ended so quickly, so how about a 
myth this time? It’s long and dangerous, but that’s how unspeakably great the rewards are. Or...”” 


“The character you love most is Lefanta Aegim.” 
I cut off the Librarian’s words. 
“How do I compare to him?” 


“Hmm? That’s, of course... It’s almost shameful to rank you two. The Constellation Killer and you are 
complete opposites in nature!” 


The Librarian stroked his chin. 


“Um, what should I say? If the Constellation Killer is like a man who bears all the misfortunes of the 
world... Death King, you’re like chocolate ice cream! It’s black on the outside, so you think it’Il taste 
bitter, but it’s really sweet when you try it!” 


Setting aside whether that analogy was appropriate... 
“T’ve chosen our next apocalypse.” 

“Which is it?” 

“The Epic of Lefanta Aegim.” 

The Librarian faltered. 


“You showed it to me when we went to the snowy mountain by ourselves after [The Chronicles of the 
Heavenly Demon] were cleared.” 


At that time, floating before the corpse of a giant dragon, the Librarian had said that it was his dream to 
be killed by Lefanta Aegim. With that, he showed the old leather-bound book that he had read dozens 
or hundreds of times like it was something precious. 


[The Epic of Lefanta Aegim]. 

Even now, the book was probably hidden by the Librarian’s chest. 
“Death King...?” 

The Librarian raised the corner of his mouth. 

“Yes.” 


“T know that you see the Constellation Killer as a rival, but [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim] isn’t an 
Apocalypse...? I can only send you to Apocalypses, worlds that have come to an unfortunate state of 
suspension.” 


The tip of his lips was trembling. 


“[The Epic of Lefanta Aegim] is still continuing. I can never intervene in it. I cannot accept your 
request—” 


“But.” 

I stared directly at the Librarian. 

“Don’t you want to see it?” 

“Didn’t you say so? To you, the Constellation Killer is the greatest character. And I come close to him.” 
The master of the Great Library of All Things. 

The Constellation who loved books more than anyone. 

That was why I threw him an ‘irresistible temptation’ for a bibliomaniac. 

“A scene where your favorite characters are together. Don’t you want to see it?” 

The genre of the next stage I chose was a crossover. 
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A cruel fate awaited those who were bewitched by stories. 


I wasn’t talking about people who simply enjoyed them. I was talking about those who were bewitched. 
Crazed. They fell deeply again and again, and eventually, they gave up half of their lives to stories. 


For them, reality was nothing but a world that could not be a story. There were no dramatic plot twists. 
No shocking endings. People were just people who could not be reborn as [characters]. 


Reality was a disappointment. 
Humans were contemptible. 
And above all else, they worshipped stories. 


Disappointment, contempt, and worship made up the true identity of ‘those who were bewitched by 
stories.’ That was why they became fanatical when a story unfolded in real life and cheered when real 
people were reborn as characters. 


They hadn’t actually lost the heat in their hearts. 

They were just waiting for the right moment. 

The final boss of all readers was standing before me now. 
“L-Lefanta Aegim and... your crossover?” 

This individual loved stories so much that he built a library himself. 
“For certain, that’s... an attractive offer.” 


The library he built was so large and magnificent that it covered a whole world and was called the 
Great Library of All Things, for it contained the thoughts of all creation. 


“However, I can only offer you Apocalypses. It is an inviolable rule for me. All stories have the right to 
end autonomously, so rashly intervening is...” 


His lips were quivering now. 
“He’s wavering.’ 


I was certain. In the end, the Librarian would be persuaded. No practical logic could convince the 
Librarian. 


But the words [Don’t you want to see it?], referring to the story, could tempt the Librarian down to hell. 


“Ah. You can just drop it if you don’t want to see it.” 


It was an irresistible offer. 


“T was just making an indulgent suggestion. I could make a scene where your two favorite characters 
interact. But if you don’t want it, I won’t force you.” 


“But you actually want to see it, don’t you?” 


The Librarian’s complexion changed visibly. His emotions were transparent. Suffering. Agonizing. 
Craving for a decadent dessert, a crossover that would never transpire organically. 
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Eventually, the Librarian opened his mouth. 
“T signed a contract with the Tower.” 

The breath coming from his lips was hot. 


“Not all Constellations make contracts with the Tower. Only the Constellation who sign contracts can 
enter. We’re tenants, basically. In exchange for renting a floor of the Tower, I have a restriction.” 


“What is the restriction?” 

“To provide humans only Apocalypses...” 

The Librarian flailed his hand. 

Each time his hand sliced the air, the books that orbited around him fell to the floor. 

“An Apocalypse can mean many things, but The Epic of Lefanta Aegim is not one of them.” 


These books had the same function as being the Librarian’s guards. When Hunters attacked him the 
other day, the Librarian used the power of the books to subdue them. 


“A contract is a contract... I cannot violate it as I please. The Tower, the Master of the Tower, will be 
furious. I do not want to anger the Tower Master. Mm. Traditionally, aren’t tenants at the mercy of their 
landlords...>?” 


In other words. 

The Librarian was stripping himself of his weapons. 

“J-just for reference...” 

Dozens of books were dropped. Neutralizing all the powers he held, the Librarian looked at me. 
“T actually don’t have much power on my own...” 


“Tt’s not just me. Many Constellations are like that. We have special powers, but surprisingly, we’re not 
that good at fighting. Without a book, I become but a simple, fragile reader. Well. So... You get it, don’t 
you, Gongja...?” 


I did. I understood completely. 
“Yes. You can’t break the contract.” 


I strode toward the Librarian. The distance narrowed. The librarian was primly holding his sleeves 
together. With a tense expression, he looked up at me. 


“Unless it’s an unavoidable situation.” 

I grabbed the Librarian by his neck and lifted him up. 

It was easy. [The Corner Librarian] didn’t weigh much. 

Though his clothes were long and thick, there was no resistance when I lifted him up. 
“Ohi? 

The Librarian exhaled. 

“Please be gentle when you take [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim].” 

“Ah...” 


The trembling of the Librarian’s lips increased. Intimidation and coercion. Though he was the master of 
a world and a Constellation, the Librarian did not fight back at all. 


“How rude... I have shown you endless kindness until now. I trusted you. To think you would betray 
me like this...! Aaah. I’m hurt. This is why so many stories warn against trusting a human...” 


This guy was terrible at acting. 

I smirked and squeezed his throat a little harder. The Librarian whined. 
“Give it to me.” 

“Tf you don’t, I’ll kill you. Pervert.” 


The Librarian’s face, looking up at me, began to become shadowed. We were acting. But the Librarian 
felt the sincerity in my voice. 


It was natural. 
If we wanted to trick the Tower, the intimidation had to be somewhat realistic. 
“P-pervert? Gongja, don’t you think you’re being too harsh...?” 


“What else do you call someone who collects a person’s hair and nails? Furthermore, you said that your 
lifelong dream is to die by Lefanta Aegim’s hand. Your wish... Is it normal to want to be killed by the 
character you love the most?” 


The Librarian shut up. 


“Ah, speaking of. If I think about it, I’m also a character you love.” 


The edges of my lips curved up. 

“How about it? You don’t need to wait. I can make your wish come true now.” 
“Now...?” 

“Do you want to die here by my hand?” 


The Librarian flinched, and his shoulders curled in. He spasmed as if he were struck by lightning. Envy 
and desire oozed from his upturned eyes. Little by little, very slowly, the Librarian pulled something 
from his bosom with a trembling hand. 


[The Epic of Lefanta Aegim]. 


It was an old, worn book that had been read hundreds of times and stained by his hands. It was the most 
cherished book that the Librarian had in his infinite collection, the one that he carried on him. 


“T will give it to you...” 
The Librarian presented me the treasure he valued over his own life. 
“Well done.” 


I didn’t let go of his neck as I grabbed [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim] with one hand. “Ah,” said the 
Librarian, parting his lips. His face was a mess now. Ecstasy and self-loathing were blurred together. 
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“Oho.” 


Was it impossible to read anything about a book not authorized by the Librarian? This was new 
information. 


I looked down at the Librarian with interest. 
“T can’t see it, though? It’s unreadable.” 


“W-well, you can only see the Apocalypses because I allow it... Normally, all the books here are 
forbidden texts. Humans cannot just read them...” 


“Then explain it with your mouth. Firsthand.” 


The Librarian could not refuse. It was the character he said he loved most. The Librarian started sharing 
Lefanta Aegim’s history on his own accord. 


“Lefanta Aegim is... The Constellation Killer is from the same region as you.” 
“What?” 


“He was born in the same world, same area, and as the same race as you. Not just that, but you have the 
same family name.” 


Then, the Librarian said something completely expected. He lowered his gaze and murmured, “The 
surname Aegim was something the Constellation Killer made himself. It’s a simple compound word. 
Though, he used the language from England instead of the one from where you were born.” 


England? Was it English? 

Since it’s ‘Ae’ and ‘gim’— 

“ ,.Does it mean ‘I’ and ‘Kim’?”[1] 
“Correct.” 

Oh, my god. 


“Didn’t I tell you? Once is a coincidence. Twice is a connection. But the third time is an inevitability. 
The fates of you and the Constellation Killer have intersected at various points, so it can be said that the 
relationship between you two is inevitable.” 


My eyes widened at the unexpected background of the Constellation Killer. 
‘He’s from Korea?’ 


The only person I’ve met so far from there was the thug with the disgustingly cool ponytail. But the 
Constellation Killer came from the same place. 


‘Does this mean I’m the only sane person from Korea?’ 
I was starting to doubt the integrity of other people from Korea when the Librarian spoke again. 
“The Constellation Killer was summoned to another world as a child,” said the Librarian. 


“At the time, the Constellation Killer was just a high school student. Of course, he was extremely 
confused when he was summoned. However, he awakened an ability in the summoned world and 
persevered through the perilous world.” 


“...Wait. Just a moment.” 
I was seized by a strange feeling of familiarity. Didn’t I know this plot? 
“A high school student being summoned to another world. That’s totally...” 


“Correct.” 


The Librarian nodded slightly. 


“The genre of [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim] is [High School Student Messes Around in an Isekai]. For 
short, just [Isekai Student]. Though the Constellation Killer is too old to be called a high school student 
now...” [2] 


My jaw dropped. Isekai? 

“That term was as extinct as a dinosaur when I heard it as a child.’ 
Could it be? 

Was the Constellation Killer, Lefanta Aegim, an old fossil? 


“Of course, it would be unfair to say that he simply messed around. The Constellation Killer suffered 
countless hardships before he became the first emperor of the Aegim Empire...” 


Whenever the Librarian recited the story of Lefanta Aegim, his voice turned into a glowing light that 
entered [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim]. 


The light permeated the book, soaking into it, and settled into readable words in the epic. 
-A long time ago. 

-There were people who lived on top of the corpse of the ancient Dragon Emperor. 

“The Constellation Killer... set foot on the 20th floor that you now own.” 

-They wished for a hero. 

-Because there were no heroes among them. 

“That’s where he began his journey that would pierce through the world.” 

-They prayed to God. 

-God granted their wish. 

“Tt was a journey to found a country...” 


Then, the Librarian looked down at the book, which began to emit a white light like the other 
Apocalypses, as if he were afraid. 


“And now, the Constellation Killer is on the 50th floor.” 
The 50th floor. 
The Constellation Killer was at the place Bae Hu-ryeong had talked about. 


“Here... there’s a problem. You have not yet reached the 50th floor yet. You haven’t gotten out of the 
[beginners’ area] yet. And the 50th floor is higher up; it’s a special place... It is strictly, seriously 
forbidden to send beginners to the 50th floor.” 


His words surprised those who had been listening with bated breaths. 


“Everything below the 50th floor is the beginners’ area?” 


“But we’ve worked so hard to get here...” 
I wasn’t surprised. 


I knew for a while that the floors before the 10th floor were a tutorial. I also heard from Bae Hu-ryeong 
that we would be competing with Hunters from other worlds starting on the 50th floor. 


‘In other words, it means that not having to compete with Hunters from other worlds until the 50th 
floor is a measure to protect beginners.’ 


Thinking that, I asked, “When you say forbidden, do you mean you cannot send me to the 50th floor 
under any circumstances?” 


The Librarian’s face crumpled again. 

“That’s... No. The one who sends you... If the floor administrator pays the price, it’s possible.” 
“Then, it doesn’t matter. Aren’t you going to pay the price?” 

“A-at least...” 

The Librarian was close to tears. 

“At least limit the people to just one, Kim Gongja, please...” 

“ ..All right.” 

Even if the Librarian didn’t make such a desperate plea, I had intended to face Lefanta Aegim alone. 
“Send me to the 50th floor.” 

The Librarian closed his eyes tight. 

“...Don’t regret it.” 

“I’m going so that I won’t regret it.” 


The Librarian gave up after hearing my resolute reply. His jittering hand smoothed over the cover of 
[The Epic of Lefanta Aegim]. Then, he whispered in a frail voice. 


“Death King. I designate you as a character of [The Epic of Lefanta Aegim]...” 
At that moment. 

[Warning! ] 

[Abnormal access has been detected. ] 

[A penalty will be given to ‘The Corner Librarian.’ ] 


A vicious voice slammed into the inside of my head. The Librarian flinched. I probably wasn’t the only 
one hearing the voice. However, the Librarian didn’t stop talking, even as he shuddered. 


“T exercise my power.” 


[Repeating the warning. ] 


[A penalty will be given to ‘The Corner Librarian.’ ] 

The Librarian exhaled. 

“T don’t care. Go, Death King... And show me the image of you with the Constellation Killer.” 
Fwooosh! 

White light blinded me. 

[Abnormal access has been detected. | 

As my vision continued to turn white, the warnings continued to ring. 
[Warning! ] 

[The blessing given to you by the Goddess of Beauty is suspended. ] 

[You can no longer observe others’ favorability rating! ] 

[The blessing given to you by the Goddess of Vitality is suspended. ] 

[You can no longer observe others’ psychological states! ] 

Then. 

[A resident of the ‘Tower’ that has not been given a name enters the 50th floor. ] 
On a stage where nobody from my world has gone before. 

I took my first steps on the ’50th floor’ of the Tower. 


NAS 


[1]: This might be a little confusing, but basically, Lefanta Aegim’s original last name is “Kim” (Z). 7 
is a consonant that is sort of a mix of the “k” and “g” sounds. The “Ae” of Aegim is pronounced 
“Aye,” or the English first person pronoun “I.” In other words, Aegim means “I, Kim.” 


[2]: The term “isekai” is used here since that’s what most readers would be familiar with, even though 
it’s Japanese. The “Isekai Student” genre is referring to a subset of the isekai genre that deals with high 
school students. If you’re curious, the name of this genre in Korean is 0|21 (igokkeng). 


To report errors and issues or head over to Utopia with us, join our Discord: 
https://discord.gg/woopread 
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Kim @ remembered the day he first fell into another world. 

-Congratulations. 

-You have been chosen as the warrior who will save this world. 

A dazzlingly beautiful woman smiled at him. Bewildered, Kim m looked at the angel before him. 


Though he had seen many celebrities on the news and in videos, he was only [a normal high school 
student]. It was the first time he ever met someone beautiful enough to brighten up her surroundings 
with a slight smile. He could only stutter in her presence. 


-E-excuse me? Angel-nim? Where is this? 


-You don’t need to rush. Warrior-nim, I am [The Guardian Goddess]. This is the name of the 
Constellation who will protect you and guide your future days. You may not know a lot right now, but 
you will learn many things. 


So she was a goddess, not an angel. 

Kim @ felt dazed. 

-I was definitely on the school rooftop just now...? 
-You were being bullied at school. 

The goddess serenely put her hands together. 


-Young humans are sometimes like beasts in that they practice pure evil in complete ignorance. 
Unfortunately, warrior-nim became their prey, and you fell because you could not endure it. 


-Fell... 

-Yes. To be specific, you fell to your death. 

Kim @ only remembered after hearing the goddess’s words. 
The school rooftop. 


The iron door to the rooftop was tightly locked. He felt like he was being challenged when he saw that 
the doorknob was secured with chains. So, Kim ™ opened the window of the 5th floor classroom and 
got out. He climbed a pipe onto the roof. 


It was a crazy thing to do. 


However, Kim m felt alive for the first time since his birth when he clung to the pipe and crawled up. 


‘It’s funny.’ 


It was the first time in his life that he climbed out a window and scaled a pipe—the first time he had 
climbed onto the school rooftop. He never felt anything like this when he was struggling to survive. 


He felt alive because he was facing death. 

The sky he saw from the rooftop was red. 

Kim @ felt thankful that the sky turned red once a day. 

For the first time, he thanked the heavens. 

The red sky was a little friendlier than the blue sky. He wanted to break his body against the kind color. 
‘Tf I fall...’ 

Kim @ looked down at the ground. The schoolyard basked in the sunset like the Sahara. 

‘I heard that after I fall—as soon as I jump—l’ll regret jumping.’ 


Kim @ took off his indoor shoes and placed them down neatly on the floor. The soles of his shoes were 
blackened with permanent marker. He had not scribbled it on himself. 


‘Will I regret it, too?’ 


The schoolyard became loud. Maybe someone saw him. The students who had been kicking around 
soccer balls before their nighttime study gathered together, pointing to the rooftop from below. There 
were several familiar faces among them. 


Kim @ quietly moved his thumb. Press. He sent a text message that he had written in advance on his 
mobile. Thirty-seven students would receive his last testament. 


+ 
The one who murdered me was you. 

Don’t forget. 

You killed me. 
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Shortly after, a notification popped up, showing that the text had been sent. 
It was done. 

It was refreshing. 


Kim @ threw his phone. The cell phone fell in an instant to the schoolyard. It was broken. The students 
below became frightened by the sight of the broken phone. One person’s face paled, someone whom he 
had sent the text to. 


‘I hope your life is ruined, too. Permanently.’ 


Kim @ plunged into the red, sandy desert. 

He thought that falling was just like failing to fly. 

-I am the Guardian Goddess. 

Then, he ended up here. 

-I have many powers. Idol, compassion, prayer, sacrifice, and salvation. 
Kim m@ remembered the day he first fell into another world. 

-If you borrow my strength, warrior-nim, you can do anything and become anything. 
A dazzlingly beautiful woman smiled at him. 

-What do you wish to become, warrior-nim? 

2; 

[You have entered the 50th floor through an unusual route. ] 

When I opened my eyes, a voice entered my head. 

[The blessing from ‘The Corner Librarian’ will be removed. ] 

[Beginner protectionary measures will be suspended. ] 

[Beginner benefits will be temporarily revoked. ] 

I smiled wryly. 

‘Just hearing the warning makes me tremble.’ 

I looked around. 

The first things I noticed were the spires that rose up into the sky. 


Five towers twisted and stood in the distance, like a giant’s fingers reaching into the air. It was weird 
that they weren’t collapsing right now. 


-Wow. It’s been a damn long time since I’ve been here. Probably over 150 years? 


Fortunately, I had someone with me to be my guide. The Sword Emperor. He had once climbed up to 
the 99th floor of the Tower, so of course he had been on the 50th floor before. 


-But not a single thing has changed. 
Rather than looking fond, Bae Hu-ryeong looked around at the 50th floor like he was already sick of it. 
“What are those spires?” 


-They’re Magic Towers. Some guys have been stuck here for over a thousand years. Instead of climbing 
the Tower, they just settle down and live on the 50th floor... 


A thousand years. 


-Anyway, don’t go near them for now. If you can, don’t even look at them. 


“Why?” 


-Because they’!l automatically detect your gaze if you look at them for more than 23 seconds. The 
number 23 in the world they lived in has the same meaning as 18 in your world, Zombie. ‘You fucker, 
what are you looking at?’ is what that alarm system means. Keh, can’t you just tell what their 
personalities are like?[1] 


I quickly looked away from the towers. What the heck? The alarm triggers just because you look at it 
for a certain time? 


-Oh, right. They used to have six towers, y’know? But I knocked one of them down. They’Il probably 
freak if they learn I’ve come back as a ghost. They’Il mobilize everyone and chase you to hell, so make 
sure to keep quiet. 


“_..Now that I look at you, you’re not a guide but a troll. Dammit. I should have known it would be like 
this.” 


It was then. 

[Your body is starting to erode from the void poison. ] 

[Currently, your erosion is Lv.1.] 

I was startled. 

“What’s void poison? It’s saying that my body’s eroding right now?” 
-Oh, yeah. That exists. Man, now it feels like I’m back in the Tower. 
Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged as if it wasn’t a big deal. 


-It’s just an omnipresent poison that flows all over the 50th floor. Who was it, again? Anyway, there 
was a bastard who acted as the manager of the 50th floor, and he used to fool around with the Hunters 
he liked. Then, the Midnight War of Liberation or something broke out and he got offed. 


“So?” 


-While he was dying, he cursed the world since he couldn’t die peacefully, and that curse remained as 
poison. 


I blinked. 
“Uh, that’s totally...” 


-Yup. You remember the zombie virus that spread when the Constellation of the Murim world died? 
Think of this as a stronger version. 


“What?” 
I was dumbfounded. 


“People live here, even though it’s all over the atmosphere? And for a thousand years? Are they nuts?” 


-Yeah, they’re nuts. But the guys who get up here have some basic abilities, whether it’s aura, magic, 
skills, or even a Constellation’s blessing. What are you doing, Zombie? Hurry up and use your aura as 
protection. 


I did as Bae Hu-ryeong instructed and drew on my aura. After enveloping my whole body with the red 
aura, I especially made sure to strengthen my lungs. I sighed for a moment, turning my head to look at 
Bae Hu-ryeong. 


“What happens if you don’t protect yourself? What then?” 
-Uh... 


Bae Hu-ryeong uncharacteristically hesitated. His eyebrows furrowed, and his face seemed to reflect 
that he was considering what to say. 


-You get a very... peculiar appearance and state of mind... 

“Kieeeeek!” 

-Oh, lucky. There’s one now. 

I turned around. 

A toad-like monster was curled up. 

“Kioeeek!” 

However, the problem was that I didn’t know any toads with approximately 36 legs or shark teeth. 
Also, the monster looked to weigh about two tons. 

“What the heck is that?!” 


-Who knows? He was probably a person much like you. A human who ate, shat, and talked shit like you 
do. Well, maybe 20 years ago. 


While Bae Huo-ryeong was leisurely speaking, boing! A two-ton monster toad leaped forward. 
Anybody could tell that it was rushing toward me. I was taken aback, but I focused my aura on my feet 
and jumped far away. 


Ba-ba-bang! 


The ground shook. The boom was a little too brisk to say that it was the toad’s fault. The ground had 
caved in, forming what looked like a small crater. 


“Ah, fuck.” 


I pulled out the Holy Sword and used the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. Chwak! The blade wrapped 
in red aura sliced through the monster toad’s waist. 


Did I kill it? 
-Ah. 


Bae Hu-ryeong said suddenly. 


-Sorry, Kim Zombie. I didn’t warn you earlier, but... From the 50th floor, it’s literally a world of 
demons. There will be a lot of times you’ll get screwed if you act according to your old common sense. 


“What are you trying to say?” 


That moment, something sprang out from the sliced cross-sections of the monster toad. It was a leg that 
looked like a tentacle. Instantly, dozens of tentacles fell out, bringing the toad back to its feet. 


“Kieeeek!” 

“Kiyoook!” 

This time, there was not one but two. 
-Yeah. Stuff like that. 

“What the hell?” 


-If you’re scared, keep staring at the Magic Towers. If you stare for more than 23 seconds, they’Il talk 
to you. ‘Who the fuck’s looking at us?’ and such. Then, if you ask them to save you, wizards on brooms 
will come to the rescue. What do you think? Aren’t they nice? 


I wasn’t just imagining it; Bae Hu-ryeong had been grinning for a while. And if Bae Hu-ryeong was 
grinning, there was a very high probability that he was messing with me. 


In other words. 
“_,.What’s the cost of being saved?” 


-Heh, you’ve got some brains. How did you know? They’Il make you sign a soul-draining contract that 
takes 12 years of your life as collateral. Zombie, you have SSS-class skills, so you’ll get a lot of love 
from them. How envious! 


Frick... 

“Y-you over there! Hurry and run away!” 

I heard a voice calling urgently behind my back. 
“This way! Run over here! Quickly!” 


When I turned around, three old men in shabby cloaks were beckoning. Their clothes were caked with 
filth like they were homeless, but their eyes revealed profound wisdom. The voice was also so 
desperate that I almost went to them without thinking. 


-Heh. 


However, I couldn’t do that because of Bae Hu-ryeong’s mug staring at me, which made my mind 
pause. My feet stopped on instinct. 


Instead of running to the old men, I sent my aura at them. 
“This way!” 


“Run this way!” 


“Quickly!” 


As soon as my attack approached them, something terrifying happened. Jump! Something surged from 
the ground where the old men were standing. 


It was a hedgehog-like... ‘something.’ 

“Y-you over there! 

Hurry and run away!” 

“This way!” 

But instead of spines on its back, there were three old men. 
“This is insane...” 


In short, they weren’t actually old men at all. The monster’s back was just a lure to draw people in and 
eat them. 


-Hey, hey. As expected of Kim Zombie. You’re naive, but you know how to use your head. What kind of 
place is this? Thinking rationally, would there be old people helping you for no reason? Hmm? 


“Kieeeeek!” 
“Run this way!” 
“Kiyooook!” 
“Quickly!” 


A monster toad and a monster hedgehog ran at me simultaneously. Dozens of tentacles wriggled on the 
toad’s skin, and three old men sang a chorus on the hedgehog’s back. 


This sight was totally going to sully my mind. 
“Is everything like this here?!” 


-There are a few ‘exceptions,’ but it’s mostly like this. Welcome to the Demon World, where cosmic 
horrors dance, crow-tit. Now do you see how normal and sensible a Hunter I am? 


“This isn’t the time...!” 

I wasn’t sure if it was fortunate or not, but— 

“—Duck your head, stranger.” 

The [exception] that Bae Hu-ryeong mentioned suddenly appeared. 
“T will cut.” 


A voice that used aura to directly enter your head. It was the telepathy skill, Sound Transmission. I 
quickly ducked my head as the voice decreed. At that moment, the sound of wind being cut and a 
horrifying attack passed over my head. 


Chwaaaak! 


Two monster toads were bisected at once. 

Remembering the sight of the toad’s regeneration, I panickedly yelled. 
“No, if you cut it, it splits and regenerates...!” 

I stopped talking. The monster toads did not move and stayed cut. 
In other words, they were dead. 

‘What? Does it only regenerate once before it dies normally?’ 
-Mm, no~ It regenerates many times~ 

‘Then, why did they die?’ 

-That happened because... 

Someone else explained it before Bae Hu-ryeong could. 

“To kill [one that dies in half],” 

The Sound Transmission user was speaking. 

“As its name suggests, it must be split to exact [halves].” 
Bewildered, I glanced at the corpses. 


As he said, the monster toads were split in exact halves down the center of their bodies. Somehow, that 
caused them to die permanently. 


“Next.” 

The Sound Transmission user immediately pointed his sword at the monster hedgehog. 

He swung. 

Kwaang...! 

Explosions sounded each time. 

Despite the fearsome aura, the monster hedgehog took the hits like they were insignificant. 
‘It’s like the Lady of the Golden Silk when she had the blessing...’ 


The monster hedgehog rushed forth like it was taking no damage, but the Sound Transmission user 
continued to strike blow after blow. 


“This way,” 

Boom...! 

The cries of the old man on the left were buried by the explosive slash. 
“Run,” 


Boom...! 


The cries of the old man on the right were buried by an explosive slash. 
“Come here,” 

Boom...! 

The cries of the old man in the center were buried in the blast of the cut. 
“A lamenter’s noumenon is in its lament.” 


The moment the sound of the old men’s cries were buried in the explosions, the hedgehog fell apart like 
sand. 


“So you must kill it by burying its sound.” 

Two types of monsters were neutralized in the blink of an eye. 
Extensive knowledge of the prey and the overwhelming power to utilize that knowledge. 
‘A Hunter...’ 

I blankly looked at the Hunter, the Sound Transmission user. 
Bae Hu-ryeong grumbled. 

-Man, that bastard. He’s not even that old. 

The silver-haired youth I saw in Shiny’s trauma. 

“Lefanta Aegim...” 

The Constellation Killer. 

Lefanta Aegim tilted his head as he put away his sword. 

“Do you know me?” 

Bright blue eyes like newborn stars turned toward me. 

[1]: 18 sounds like a curse word in Korean. 
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I was speechless for a moment when I saw Lefanta Aegim’s eyes. 
“Why does he have eyes like that?’ 


I’ve met all sorts of people so far. I met someone who swung a sword bleaker than a snowfield. I met 
someone who had a heart colder than a white lily. However, it was the first time I met someone with 
eyes like the man before me. 


A blank white sheet of paper. 


No emotions—no memories at all were reflected in his pupils. There were no fragments or even traces 
of emotion. 


Ue”? 
[Shiny feels moved from meeting again after so long! ] 
Sensing my hesitation over how to answer, the Holy Sword reacted. 


[However, Shiny still doesn’t understand why her former owner betrayed her. She wonders if she 
should be angry before getting excited! ] 


“_,. You have quite a unique sword.” 


Lefanta Aegim looked down at my sword belt. The Holy Sword rattled, fiercely conveying her 
thoughts. Lefanta Aegim’s impassive gaze had a hint of curiosity within it. 


“Ts it a magic sword? Or perhaps an ego sword... You should hide the fact you have unique items as 
much as you can here, stranger. There are many hyenas who seek to take the skills and equipment of 
newbies who enter the 50th floor.” 


‘Huh?’ 
I was suspicious. 


It was weird. Lefanta Aegim was talking like it was the first time he had seen [The Guardian Goddess]. 
If the young man in front of me really was the Constellation Killer, there was no way he wouldn’t 
remember who this Holy Sword was. 


“Excuse me. Do you not recognize this sword?” 
y 


I took off the Holy Sword from my belt and showed it to Lefanta Aegim. When I pulled it out from its 
scabbard a little, a bright light glowed from the blade. 


“Mim ” 


Nonetheless. 


Lefanta Aegim faced the light of the Holy Sword, the manifestation of the Constellation that was once 
like his arms and legs, and... frowned, like he knew nothing. 


“T don’t know it.” 
His statue-like face tilted to the side. 


“Tt seems like the item has some sort of relation to me. But I don’t remember... No, it would be 
insensible for it to expect me to recall any connections I once had.” 


“What?” 

Then, Lefanta Aegim told me something I did not expect. 

“T have amnesia. Stranger, I cannot remember anything that happened more than a week ago.” 
The man’s expression was composed. 
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“Tt’s dangerous to keep talking in this wasteland. Follow me. I know an alehouse that’s comparatively 
safer.” 


Saying that, Lefanta Aegim guided me there. Since it was my first time on the 50th floor, I obediently 
followed his lead. 


“Oi...” 
“Look there. It’s the Constellation Killer.” 


We passed some Hunters on the way to the alehouse. They were probably the greatest Hunters of their 
worlds. But even they took a step back and shuddered when they saw the Constellation Killer. 


“What kind of shit is that maniac going to do now...?” 

“Will the spiders from the Magic Towers behave today?” 

“Shh. I don’t want to get involved with him...” 

It wasn’t just Hunters who were whispering. 

[‘The Lone Seeker of Truth’ is interested in this existence they have never seen before. ] 

[‘The Eye Living in the Labyrinth’ shows wariness toward the Constellation Killer’s companion. ] 
[‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ recognizes you. ] 

[‘The Lotus Reflected on the Water’ observes you. ] 

Numerous Constellations. 


I hadn’t met many Constellations so far. No Constellation contacted me unless they were the ruler of a 
floor. But it seemed to be different on the 50th floor. Constellations I had never heard of revealed their 
presences. 


“.,. Annoying.” 


Lefanta Aegim also seemed to sense the Constellations’ messages. 


He muttered, “Get lost, all of you. If a Constellation stays and keeps bothering me, I’ll hunt and kill 
your apostle starting today. You can keep loafing if you want war. This is your last warning.” 


As Lefanta Aegim finished talking, the messages from the Constellations abruptly stopped. The 
constricting air around us became a bit lighter. 


“Tt’s noisier than usual. Haa...” 

Lefanta Aegim briefly sighed and looked at me. 

“Some of them seem interested in you. Stranger, did you do something to the Constellations?” 
“Yeah. I killed an apostle of [The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains] before.” 

“,..Mahos’s apostle?” 


Lefanta Aegim’s tone changed. He took out an old notebook, read something, then crooked his 
eyebrows in apparent surprise. 


“You’re better than you look. All of the apostles of Mahos are, without exception, outstanding in battle. 
They also have troublesome blessings. He must have been a difficult opponent... How did you kill 
him?” 


“T have something to say about that.” 
We entered the alehouse. 


The ‘comparatively safer’ alehouse Lefanta Aegim spoke of was an outdoor establishment. Frankly put, 
there were no walls. There were just some tables and a bar placed outside. It was open on all sides, but 
funnily enough, a door stood by itself. 


“ .. This is the safe alehouse?” 
“Your vision isn’t blocked by walls.” 
Lefanta Aegim candidly explained the merits of the tavern. 


“Whenever you are ambushed, you can run. There is no risk of being surrounded and trapped inside the 
building. It does make it easier to be shot, though. Bartender, give me my usual.” 


“Oi. You know that the place became open-air after you blew the building away...?” 
The bald bartender cursed under his breath. Lefanta Aegim sat at a table, blasé. 
“Sorry. I don’t recall.” 


“Hey, youngster. I don’t know what’s up, but don’t get involved with that madman. Over 600 huntsmen 
around here are trying to kill him. Keep your distance unless you have a death wish.” 


Lefanta Aegim took out his notebook again. 


“To be precise, there are 1127. However, only three Hunters can actually threaten me. One of them 
disappeared 154 years ago, and there’s been no word since. Technically, the stranger is safer with me 
than without.” 


“You nutcase...” 

The bald bartender looked fed up. 

In any case, it seemed that the Constellation Killer was famous on the 50th floor for being a nutjob. 
“So, what did you want to say to me?” 

“_,. Knowing you have amnesia, it’s a bit difficult to say now.” 

I slowly told him about what had happened. 


The Aegim Empire that he founded nearly perished. The cause of that perishing would have been 
because he sealed [The Guardian Goddess], allowing [The Devil King of Fall Rain] a chance to sprout. 


Because of his actions, [The Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] was destroyed and [The Tale of 
Sormwyn Academy] had also been put at risk... 


I told him everything. 


Lefanta Aegim carefully listened to my voice while drinking a mysterious red drink. His expression 
remained the same the whole time. Occasionally, he would take out his notebook and check something. 
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Lefanta Aegim nodded. 

“T hear your story. And verifying it against my diary, I think most of it is true.” 
“A diary?” 

“Tt stores my memories.” 

Lefanta Aegim showed me his notebook. 

Inside was a lot of cramped handwriting. 


“Tt may look like a normal notebook, but it’s a holy relic of a Constellation called [The Great Puppy]. It 
has infinite pages and a convenient search function. I write down what I do every day. Thanks to that, I 
do not lose my life despite my amnesia.” 


“As you said,” he bluntly stated, “it’s been written that I built a nation called the Aegim Empire in the 
past.” 


He spoke like it was someone else’s story. 


“There, I sealed the Constellation [Guardian Goddess], who had accompanied me my whole life. [The 
Chronicles of the Heavenly Demon] you referenced is similar to the world recorded on page 236. [The 
Yellow Dragon of Dynasty Lake] was killed there. The world of [The Tale of Sormwyn Academy] is 
similar to the one written on page 3215.” 


“The heirloom that was a fragment of a goddess... You said the Sacrifice Sword was passed down? 
True, I did sleep with a woman in that world. Raviel Ivansia, the woman you met, is most likely a 
distant descendant from her and me. You said she had the same silver hair as me... I’m certain. How 
curious.” 


Something... 
“You may have learned of my past with a skill like [Exposing the Dark Past] or [Historian].” 
Something was off. 


“But I don’t have a past to read. There is no possibility that you’ve stolen and read this relic. It’s 
written in a code that only I know. Therefore, stranger, I will accept your testimonies as the truth.” 


I came to hold this man accountable for his sins. 


His petty principles caused innocent people to be hurt. I would boldly point to the countless people he 
had sacrificed. 


But what was this? 

“So.” 

How can I hold him accountable for something he doesn’t even remember? 
“What kind of reward do you want?” 

Anger soared in my heart. 

“What reward?” 

“A reward for pointing out my mistakes.” 

“_,.Are you aware of what you did wrong?” 


“Of course,” said the Constellation Killer. “My mistakes come down to two things. First, I did not think 
of the possibility that new Constellations would be born if a Constellation disappeared in a world. 
Second, I neglected the fact that a dead Constellation could place a curse on the world.” 


Taste 
“Ts that all?” 


“T did not intend for other Constellations to invade a world after the death of a Constellation. But no 
matter how many worlds a Constellation rules over, it all ends when I kill it. Reducing the number of 
Constellations is not a mistake. Therefore, my errors include only the two mentioned earlier.” 


After he finished talking, the Constellation Killer took out a pen and wrote something in his notebook. 


“T recorded them. I will not make the same mistakes in the future. Tell me what you want as an 
expression of my gratitude for this advice.” 


Advice. 

Gratitude, he said. 

“The common folk who lived in the land of rivers and lakes turned into Jiangshi and died.” 
Twitch. 

The Holy Sword, which had been listening to my conversation in its scabbard, trembled once. 
The fury from my heart was echoed in my voice. 


“One of them was an old man who, even as he was dying, made his grave on a boat because he didn’t 
want to trouble others. There was a young child who took care of her peers as they all struggled to 
survive.” 


“Each and every one of them met a terrible death. Let me ask you, Constellation Killer. What do you 
think of them?” 


“Nothing,” said Lefanta Aegim. “As I said, it was my blunder for not taking care of the aftermath of the 
Constellation’s death. But mistakes happen. As I said, the only thing I can do is give a reward for 
pointing out those mistakes.” 


“Ha.” 

The red aura around my body became a little darker. 

“Then, if I asked you to die here as my reward, would you?” 

“That’s a reward I cannot give you.” 

The silver-haired man shook his head. 

“T have a duty to exterminate all Constellations. I mustn’t stop until I fulfill that duty.” 
He sounded more like machine than man. Shiny’s form shuddered. 
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“That’s quite the tremendous task. Why is it that you shoulder such an obligation?” 
“TI cannot give you an answer.” 

“T expected as much. Why? Do you think I won’t understand that noble duty?” 

“T cannot answer that, either.” 


“Oh, of course.” 


I stared coldly at the Constellation Killer. 


“Then, can you at least answer this? Why are you using a Constellation’s relic when you claim you 
have to destroy all Constellations? Your words don’t match your actions.” 


“That’s something I can answer. I intend to destroy it after all Constellations are exterminated.” 


“You learned from the case of the Devil King of Fall Rain that a Constellation can rise in a world 
where the previous Constellation died. What will you do about that?” 


“T have an idea for that.” 

“What is it?” 

“T cannot say.” 

The Constellation Killer looked inside his diary. 

“This tangent has gone on for too long. Let’s go back to the main topic.” 
“This is the main topic for me.” 

“Not for me. Tell me what you want as the reward.” 

Reward. 


“T cannot die as you asked me to before. Because my duty is not finished, I cannot give you my death 
as a reward.” 


He was probably reading the words on the first page of his diary. 
“Nor can I quit. If I relinquish my duty, I will be nothing.” 

The first page he wrote before he lost all of his memories. 

“So tell me what else you want. I’ll give it to you.” 

That was right. 

Not many things in the world could be resolved with a conversation. 


I reached for my dagger, but I stopped my hand mid-way. Instead, I took out the handkerchief that I 
kept near my heart. I briefly buried my nose into the handkerchief that carried Raviel’s blue scent. 


Hm. 
“ .. All right.” 
My anger subsided. 


I thought quickly. How could I hunt the Hunter in front of me, a Hunter whose strength I couldn’t 
fathom? 


My brain soon came up with an answer. 


“Then, please listen to a single request.” 

It was simple. 

This wasn’t the first time I hunted a Hunter stronger than me. 

“What is it?” 

“While I am on the 50th floor, please keep me safe no matter what happens.” 
I tucked away the handkerchief. 


“I’m not just asking for you to protect my life. Please thoroughly protect my body and mind from harm. 
Of course, tricking or forcing me out the 50th floor is forbidden.” 


“_,.. You’re requesting me to personally guard you?” 

“Something like that.” 

The Constellation Killer thought over it. 

He grabbed a fountain pen and rhythmically tapped it on the table. 


“T do not know what you’ re thinking. From hearing your story so far, I can tell that you are a very 
righteous person. Not only that, but you also have power and ingenuity. The offer just now does not 
agree with your personality.” 


“Aha. Are you saying you can’t grant my request?” 
I sneered. 


“You can’t die. You can’t abandon your duty. And now, you can’t even protect me on the 50th floor? 
You’re quite something. Then, what kind of reward can you give me?” 


“’..’m merely concerned about the traps that lurk in your request.” 

“Tf there is a trap, so what? You seem confident in your ability. Overcome it with your skills.” 
Lefanta Aegim intently stared at his diary. 

“All right.” 

He moved his fountain pen. Scritch, scratch. His writing seeped into the diary. 


“T will write your proposal on the first page. Until the end of my existence, your proposal will be the 
logic that drives my thoughts and actions.” 


Okay. 
I caught him. 
‘Sword Emperor.’ 


I looked back at Bae Hu-ryeong. 


-Yeah? 

“You said that you knocked down a Magic Tower 150 years ago.’ 

The backdrop that stood out as soon as I fell in this place. 

Pointing to the spires that stretched to the gray sky, Bae Hu-ryeong had spoken. 
[They used to have six towers, y’know? J 
[But I knocked one of them down. | 
[ They’ ll probably freak if they learn I’ve come back as a ghost. | 

Bae Hu-ryeong nodded. 


-I did. There are a lot of things in life I think I’ve done very well, and that’s one of the top six things 
I’ve done. 


‘What did you say when you were destroying it? Do you remember?’ 
-Ooh. ‘Course! I remember every syllable. 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered. 


-How are you, fucktards? You gotta air out the place sometime. People can‘t live all cooped up. C’mon, 
I’m ina good mood! I’Il remodel it for free today! Hehe. 


Bae Hu-ryeong suddenly tilted his head as he recalled his past glory. 
-But why? What are you gonna do? 

I turned my gaze toward a spire. 

Right on. 

Impassively. 

-Huh? Hey? Zombie? 

Bae Hu-ryeong spoke from beside me. 


-I told you not to look there, yeah? They’ Il know if you look at it for over 23 seconds. You’ll never be 
able to handle them at your level. Or... what? Are you going to ask them to kill the Constellation Killer 
for you? Quit it. Not even they would jump a strong guy like the Constellation Killer. Both sides will 
lose. 


I kept looking at the lofty spires in the distance. 
-Uhh? Huh? Hey, Kim Zombie! Look away right now!! 
But it was already too late. 

| Ah, ah. Mic test. Mic test. Who’s looking? | 


Sound Transmission rang in my head. 


As Bae Hu-ryeong said, the spire detected my presence. 


| You look like a brat who hasn’t even taken off your newbie shirt. I’Il let you go since this is your first 
offense. If you plan to stay in this neighborhood, don’t look here. You might die. | 


A voice soaked in boredom. The voice sounded like a public servant who obviously didn’t want to 
work. 


| Oh, you’re with the Constellation-crazed dude? Pfft. Your luck is bad. Should I help you? If you 
accept now, I can send you an instant escape scroll for a 30-year subordination contract. | 


“How are you?” 
I opened my mouth. 
“Fucktards.” 
| Oh? Bastard, you’ve got a lotta nerve. What the f... | 


“You gotta air out the place sometime. People can’t live all cooped up.” 


“C’mon, I’m in a good mood! Ill remodel it for free today. Hehe.” 
Silence. 

There was complete silence. 

-Oh, my. 

There was only Bae Hu-ryeong, mumbling blankly. 

-You crazy bastard. 

That moment. 

Kiiiieeeeek! 


An ear-splitting sound blared from the five spires at once. It was like five fingernails were scratching 
the sky. Shatter! The bald bartender dropped a glass cup in surprise. The Hunters walking on the street 
also covered their ears. 


“Wh-what?!” 

“What’s happening...” 

And. 

-Swoooord Emperrrrrooorrr!! 

A deafening voice echoed in the gray sky. 


-You’re back, Sword Emperor! I knew you’d come back someday! Even when the Constellations 
announced your death, we had no doubt that you wouldn‘t truly die, you son of a bitch! Are you 
possessing that kid? A reincarnation? Whatever! It doesn’t matter anyway! 


Every Hunter looked up at the sky, disoriented. 


-We’ll kill you! We’ll kill you dead! We’ll tear your soul to pieces, scatter it across the universe, and 
shit on it! Kill him! Kill him!! Kill that guy right now! Chase him to hell with the name and history of 
the Magic Tower at stake! 


Hundreds, thousands, and tens of thousands of shadows soared from the spires. 
Mounted on brooms, they lined the air. 

“Now.” 

I looked back at the Constellation Killer. 

The silver-haired man looked at me with the same nonchalant face. 

“You promised, right?” 

“Please protect me.” 

A meteor shower rained from the sky. 
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Chapter 127. < The Demon World. (3) > 


Translator: thursdays Editor: Yahiko PR: LightBrin 
“.. Indeed.” 
The Constellation Killer nodded. 


“T understand the logic behind your behavior. You see that it is impossible to defeat me with your own 
power, so you bring in outside forces. I judged that a beginner who had just arrived on the 50th floor 
could not mobilize others, but...” 


Even as the Constellation Killer spoke, countless meteor showers split apart the gray sky. Shaaa—! 
Like fireworks shot from afar, thousands of attacks stacked with tremendous magic power rained down. 


“T was mistaken.” 


The meteor showers rushed toward us, growing faster and faster. However, the Constellation Killer was 
indifferent. With a nonchalant glance, he scribbled something in his diary with the fountain pen. 


“In the future, I will keep strong outside intervention in mind even when dealing with novices.” 
“Frick! Run for it!” 
“Are the spider bastards all on drugs?!” 


The Hunters around us reacted faster than the Constellation Killer. Pop! Poof! Everywhere, 
teleportation scrolls were being torn. It must have been a necessity for the Hunters living on the 50th 
floor. The bald bartender did so too, but just before he ran away, he screamed at us. 


“Hey! Constellation Killer! You’ll be responsible for the remodeling fee again, so don’t forget to write 
it down! You have to pay for the scroll, too!” 


“All right.” 

Snap. 

“T’ve completed the entry.” 

The Constellation Killer closed his notebook. 

“As promised, I will protect you with all my might from now, stranger.” 


Finally, the meteor shower was thundering down on our surroundings. Boom! Boom! The meteorites 
destroyed the streets like indiscriminate bombs. As the storm of destruction was about to hit the open- 
air tavern, a hand gripped my wrist tightly. 


“Maximum vision and hearing. In exchange, I give up [1 hour] of my memories,” the Constellation 
Killer muttered. 


Then, he moved in a shocking stunt. 


The Constellation Killer avoided the barrage of meteors that filled the sky with only slight movements. 
One step. Two steps. Every time he pulled me and moved, a meteor struck down close by. 


-Oh? 
An indignant voice echoed from the sky. 


-Hey, Constellation-crazy bastard! Why are you getting in the way? Fuck off! Our Magic Tower’s got a 
grudge against the guy you’re with! If you don’t want grievances with the great wand, be good and 
disappear! 


“First, let’s try to resolve this through conversation.” 


The Constellation Killer waved his right hand. As he did, the dust cloud from the meteor shower was 
cleared away at once. The Constellation Killer himself was fine, of course, and so was I. 


-Conversation, my ass! Beat it, nutso! 


“T must protect this stranger here no matter what happens. Protecting means ensuring that his body and 
mind remain whole. There is no room for compromise.” 


The Constellation Killer took out his notebook with his left hand and read it. 


“The Magic Tower is an extremely egoistic group. Being egoists, they can be negotiated with by either 
using their interests or harming them. I am one who can cause serious damage to you. So, negotiate.” 


-That’s our sworn enemy and foe! We. Cannot. Live. Under. The. Same. Sky! 

“All problems can be solved through rational dialogue.” 

-Hey! Hey! Guys! Let me know if any of you know how much memory the Constellation Killer has? 
In the sky, tens of thousands of wizards were riding on brooms. One of them replied. 


-This is the public relations chair of the constant surveillance group, reporting in! Chief! The 
Constellation Killer currently has seven days of memories! 


-Fuck, why does he have to have a full week? 
There was the sound of teeth grinding. 


-It doesn’t matter! Take them both out, including the Constellation maniac! As of now, the Magic Tower 
is entering a full mobilization situation! From the first finger to the fifth, all who belong to the Magic 
Tower must hunt the Sword Emperor and the Constellation Killer! I’ll say it again, bastards! I’m 
calling for a full mobilization! 


“_,. The negotiations have fallen through,” muttered the Constellation Killer. 
He flipped through the diary he held in his left hand. 


“Search, Magic Tower. Additional search, battle. Detailed search, destruction method.” 


The Constellation Killer scanned the diary. Then, he nodded. He took out a rubber band—a yellow 
rubber band that could be bought inexpensively in the outside world—and tied back his long, silver 
hair. 


I watched the Constellation Killer slowly tie his hair right beside me. It probably only took two seconds 
in terms of time. However, I could tell that the action was a ritual, one of the few that he had left. 


“From now on, we fight.” 

-Kill them!! 

Tens of thousands of wizards swarmed down from the sky. 
-Ensigns, surround them! 

Not all enemy troops charged forth. 

-Songsters, chant from the rear! 

-Yes! 


The wizards got into battle formation in the gray sky. Their formation looked like a huge ring. 
Hundreds of wizards formed five rings and began to sing in unison. 


A melody with six layers resounded. 

-Oh. 

Bae Hu-ryeong said. 

-I haven’ seen this in a while. That’s the Others’ Heavenly Song. 
‘Others’ Heavenly Song?’ 


-There are five spires over there. Each has a Constellation sealed in the basement. Well, I say sealed, 
but they’re really imprisoned. Anyway, the sealed Constellations’ power is borrowed through the song, 
and the effect... 


[Warning. The area you are in has been designated as the target of a spell. ] 
[Warning. The power of your aura is halved! ] 

[Warning. The power of your magic is halved! ] 

[Warning. The power of your mental defenses is halved! ] 

[Warning. Any penalty you incur will be doubled. ] 

Bae Hu-ryeong nodded. 

-Mm. The effect is pretty damn strong. 

‘The heck?’ 


-That’s called the spider web. That’s why they’re nicknamed “spiders.” 


Indeed, they were a monstrous group who had ruled the 50th floor for over a thousand years. They 
drastically reduced their opponents’ fighting power before the battle even began. And Bae Hu-ryeong, 
who had torn up this spider web 150 years ago... must have been a monster among monsters. 


“—One strike. Strengthening.” 

One human who could fight against that monster was in front of my eyes. 

“In exchange, I give up my memories of the beauty of the sunset.” 

At some point, the Constellation Killer had summoned a sword into his right hand. 
First step. 

The Constellation Killer lightly swung his sword like he was dancing. 

The air split. 


His move was more like a typhoon than the swing of a sword. A blue aura sliced the gray sky into two. 
One of the six rings in the sky was caught by the typhoon. 


-R-regroup! Regroup! 
-Retreat! 


Hundreds of wizards screamed and fell. There were also wizards who lost control of their brooms and 
plunged to the ground. The wizards’ pointy hats fluttered like black flower petals. 


[The increased penalty effect has been revoked. ] 
However, the Constellation Killer did not stop. 
A curt voice flowed from his lips. 


“Strengthening one blow. In return, I give up my memories of the sound of the rain falling from the 
sky.” 


Once again, the sky was split asunder. 

[The power of your halved aura has been recovered! | 

-That madman! Nutjob! Constellation maniac! 

-Break the thumb ring! Break the index finger ring! It’s hard to keep rank! 


-Ch-chief! As expected, it’s too difficult to fight the Constellation Killer when he has a full week’s 
memories! 


-That damned Constellation-maniac bastard! All right, so shut up and attack! Charge! 


The wizards shot fireballs. They spat out ice. The ground on which the Constellation Killer and I stood 
sprouted tree roots and weeds instantaneously, grabbing hold of our ankles. The air was crawling. The 


jungle grew denser. Fog spread and hindered our vision. An unfathomable number of magic and 
wonders covered the two of us. 


And. 

“Strengthening one blow.” 

The Constellation Killer merely held a diary in one hand and his sword in the other. 
“In exchange, I give up my memories of children’s smiles.” 

All of the magic and wonders were torn down. 

[The power of your halved magic has been restored! ] 

[The power of your halved mental defense has been restored! | 

[The area-of-effect designation has been canceled. ] 


The fireballs were snuffed out. The ice blocks shattered. The tree roots were sliced through, the weeds 
rotted. A blue wind blew through the air, and the jungle disappeared. After the fog cleared, the wizards 
groaned. 


-Break the middle finger ring! Break the ring finger ring! The pinky finger ring, too! 
-All the songs have been destroyed, Chief! 

-That guy’s perfectly attacking the weaknesses of each ring?! 

-Fuck...! Which bitch sold all our secrets...?! 

I stared blankly at the battle taking place right before my eyes. 


The magicians attacked relentlessly. However, there was no use. The Constellation Killer fought by 
discarding his memories of the drink he just had, the streets he walked on yesterday, and other trivial 
memories. 


A single Hunter stood against tens of thousands of wizards. 
-What do you think? Isn’t his battle strategy the complete opposite of yours ? 
Bae Hu-ryeong snickered. 


-The Constellation Killer also uses a kind of demonic art. Zombie, the Infernal Heavens Demonic Art 
that you used is based on your memories. The memory of hunger, the memory of solitude... The 
Constellation Killer is the reverse. He discards his memories. 


His demonic art was the direct opposite of mine. 
-Take a good look. You’Il have to fight on this level one day. 
The Constellation Killer’s fighting style was composed but gruesome. 


“T give up my memory of taking a walk under the gentle sky.” 


One by one, he discarded his memories. The Constellation Killer’s tone was light, and his sword was 
simple. His fighting was calm, in that sense. 


“I give up my memory of people’s screams when they are in pain.” 


However, not a single memory he cast away was insignificant. The longer the fight continued, the more 
memories opened like boxes, one after the other. They were Pandora’s Boxes. A box with contents that 
evaporated after being opened. 


-The Constellation Killer lives with a day to a week’s worth of memories. 
Bae Hu-ryeong said. 


-He rarely has memories for more than a week. It’s because that guy leaves to hunt a Constellation 
after a week. A week’s memories are enough for him to hunt a Constellation. 


-Did he say he had amnesia? Technically, that’s wrong. That guy is fulfilling his duty at the expanse of 
his memories. 


That was... 

To be more precise, he was burning his own life. 
[Shiny cannot watch her previous owner’s fight. ] 
My holy sword trembled. 


[Shiny remembers that her former master did not fight that way in the past. She does not know when or 
why he became like this. ] 


Before I knew it, the Magic Tower’s army was utterly exhausted. 
All of the circular rings had long been destroyed. 


At first, they formed strict ranks, attacking and retreating from the Constellation Killer... but they 
seemed to have reached their limit. Their formation crumbled. Wizards attacked sporadically. 


-Ch-chief. See, we can’t fight the Constellation Killer with one week’s worth of memories... 
-We said that he was a shitty strong character... 
-If you force more magic here, the damage will not be little! 


-The surveillance team has been making noise since earlier. Chief. The Constellations have noticed the 
anomalies and are watching closely. There is a high probability that they’ll attack us when we are 
weakened. 


-Euk! 


The one who seemed to be the wizards’ chief ground her teeth. She took off her pointy hat and 
crumpled it in her left hand. With immense anger in her eyes, the wizard stared at me. 


-Sword Emperor... Sword Emperor, Sword Emperor, Sword Emperor!! 


-Ah, man. My popularity hasn’t faded even after death. 
Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged his shoulders. 
-Look, Zombie. This is why it’s a problem when someone’s just too awesome. 


-I know well that you have made an alliance with the Constellation Killer! Expect our return! Our 
Magic Tower will do whatever it takes to hunt you down! This time, we end with a simple battle of 
power, but next time, for sure...! 


The wizards looked aghast. 

-Woah... Chief, that’s typically the line a loser says while fleeing... 

-Shh. Don’t bother the chief now. You’|l be turned into a frog and eaten. 

-I’Il definitely kick your ass!! 

When the wizards scattered and their ensigns retreated, the Constellation Killer opened his mouth. 
“Wait. Magic Tower Master.” 

-What?! 


“T still have 23 hours of memory. If I use 22 hours to reinforce my strike, I can destroy one of your 
spires.” 


-...Are you threatening us now? 


“That’s right,” the Constellation Killer affirmed indifferently. “According to my records, you are 
someone who cares much for your dignity. Being unable to get rid of me after a total mobilization must 
be a painful loss. However, it is nothing compared to losing your spire. Carefully consider my threat.” 


The Magic Tower Master’s face twisted like a goblin’s. 


“For the next week, you are completely forbidden from attacking or scheming against me or this man. 
Attacking and scheming includes all acts and incidents that would cause us harm. Both indirect and 
direct methods are forbidden, and if a subjective judgment is required, the person who decides will be 
decided by us. Hence, your subjectivity is not allowed.” 


-This shitty pair of swordsmen are... 

“T’]] threaten you again. Accept this week-long ceasefire.” 
The Constellation Killer grabbed his sword. 

“If you don’t accept it, [Il tear it down.” 

The silence settled in the ruined wasteland. 

-You... You two are on the Magic Tower's hit list. 


“Do you agree to the ceasefire?” 


A tongue clicked. Simultaneously, a sheet of paper appeared before the Constellation Killer’s eyes. It 
was a glittering gold contract. The Constellation Killer read the contract with an artless eye and then 
pulled out his fountain pen and signed it. 


“Tt’s been a satisfactory negotiation. Now, go back.” 

-I’Il bury you along with the Sword Emperor, Constellation Killer. 
“T will not forget to record your enmity.” 

-Tsk! 


The wizards turned their brooms. Like a swarm of locusts in the fall, they populated the sky and slowly 
drove away. 


Our surroundings became quiet. 

Nobody was around except for the Constellation Killer and myself. 
The Constellation Killer turned and looked at me. 

“T have fulfilled my word to you, stranger.” 


“However, by your observation, I am trapped. I won the battle, but as a result, my week-long memory 
has been reduced to that of a day. I’m currently weak. This weakening of my power would be your 
intended goal, of course.” 


The Constellation Killer described his situation in a very matter-of-fact way. 
It was like he was talking in third person. 

-Gongja. 

Bae Hu-ryeong’s voice became much lower. 


-Don't overlook it. That guy is trying to stall for as much time as he can by talking to you. Don’t see 
him as a human. He’s nothing but a weapon who moves fully according to what he has written. 


“Yes.” 

I gripped the Holy Sword. 

‘I know.’ 

Then, I stared at the Constellation Killer. 
“You’re right. I will take you down.” 


“Yet, I cannot attack you according to my promise. I can only defend or evade your attacks... It’s a 
dangerous situation. It will be particularly dangerous if you are the Sword Emperor or his 
reincarnation, as the Magic Tower Master said.” 


“My name is Death King. I am the young master of the Demonic Sect and the spouse of the Duchess of 
Ivansia.” 


The Constellation Killer opened his diary and wrote down some words. He must have written down my 
name. The Constellation Killer asked me a question while he moved his fountain pen. 


“What is the Demonic Sect?” 

“Tt is a blade that responds to all screams.” 

“What is a young master?” 

“Tt is the first sword to be swung.” 

“What is Death King?” 

I pulled forth my red aura. 

“Tt is the name of the person who will kill you.” 

This time, I asked a question. 

“Constellation Killer. Do you have any memories of hunger?” 


“Tt is written in the diary. However, as far as the memories in my head, I have none. I have no memory 
of hunger.” 


I nodded. 
“That will be your downfall.” 
Then, I lunged forward. 
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Chapter 128. < Compatriot. (1) > 
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-Warrior-nim, are you awake ? 

Kim @ blinked. 

A wasteland turned into ruins. 

Kim @ stood there blankly, holding a sword. 

-This is...? 

-You were fighting a difficult battle just a moment ago. 


A voice was coming from the sword. The voice of a goddess. It was the cry of the Constellation who 
had summoned him. Though he could recognize the goddess, Kim m’s head felt weirdly numb. 


How did he end up here? 


It was like his memory was tainted with soot. No matter how he tried to dig it out and remember, only 
black dust stuck to his fingers. 


-Warrior-nim, you... You fell into the enemy’s trap. 
The goddess was tearful. 


-You were caught in an ambush you couldn’t handle, and you would have lost if you continued as you 
were, so... warrior-nim used the power of the Salvation Sword for the first time. 


-Salvation... 


-Yes. If you abandon something, you receive a proportionate amount of power. Warrior-nim, you 
discarded [one syllable of your name]. 


Only then did Kim @ realize what the soot was. 

-I see. That’s right. That’s what had happened. 

He threw away one syllable of his name for good. 

What his original name was, he could no longer recall. 

No matter what. 

In return was the sight before him. With a single swing of his sword, the whole area turned into ruins. 


The group who attacked with evil schemes had been vaporized without a trace. Once again, the hero 
survived insurmountable odds. 


-...This is pretty good. 


Kim @ muttered. 


-I didn’t like that name anyway. I can’t believe throwing away one syllable gave me this much power. 
Kim @ was a bit surprised that his name was worth so much. 

His name, as well as the life he lived before he entered this other world, had no value. 
At least, not for him. 

-Hwiya. 

-Yes, warrior-nim... 

-I think I can save this world a bit faster. 

He would throw away his worthless time and attain this valuable scenery. 

Kim @ knew what he had to do. 

-Before that, let’s make a new name for me. 

Lefanta Aegim. 

In the ancient language, Lefanta meant ‘man of the wilds.’ 

Kim m@ had never called himself that, but at some point, people began to revere him with that name. 
Kim ™ became a human from the wilderness. 

2; 

The land through which the wizards traipsed turned into a wasteland. 

I became a gust of wind and traversed the ruined landscape. 

The silver-haired man looked at me calmly. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

First form. 

Sword of Starvation. 


The sword bore the motion of a desperately starving child’s hand. Nails that scratched the sky. With the 
most primal movement and the most primal cry, I cut the head of the Constellation Killer. 


“...To greatly heighten my senses, I discard an hour.” 


The Constellation Killer gripped his sword. Clash! The blade and sword clashed. The Constellation 
Killer blocked my attack and met my eyes, expressionless. 


Blue eyes. 
“An odd technique,” remarked the Constellation Killer. 


He was holding his diary in his other hand. 


“Does your martial art use aura as internal energy? Genuine martial artists are said to obsess over 
cultivation of internal energy. Perhaps you learned this swordsmanship not from the Righteous Sect but 
an evil sect, like the Demonic Sect you spoke of...” 


I swung my sword. 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
Second form. 

Sword of Thirst. 


A coarse wind blew through the wasteland. The fetid sand scattered and flew about. Death by 
dehydration. Though the seas were abundant, a man died of thirst, unable to drink a single sip. To him, 
the world was a desert. I called forth one man’s desert and lashed out at the Constellation Killer. 


“Strengthening defense. In exchange, I discard the taste of water.” 


Facing the wind of the desert, the Constellation Killer blinked. Clash! Again, my sword was blocked by 
his. 


“Fighting like this is not good, Death King.” 
A voice resembling the desert crackled. 


“You are a righteous human being. Your sense of justice is built on a foundation of righteousness, so 
you...” 


“Baraya.” 

I recited a prayer. 
“Baraya.” 

The only prayer I allowed. 


The red aura wailed. My blood was crawling. My accumulated memories, the scenes of death I 
collected, and the things that have happened on my path answered my prayers. 


“Agabaraya.” 


When one could not drink despite being surrounded by seawater, there was death. When one’s breath 
was suffocated by seawater, there was death. There were so many ways for a person to die; the alley I 
caught a glimpse of, the ground that I stepped on, were all places that had witnessed someone’s death. 


Thus, the essence of the world is devilish. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
Third form. 


Sword of the Drowned. 


The silver-haired man swung his sword. 

“Strengthening blocks. I throw away the scent of the sea.” 
“How much longer do you think you can discard things?!” 
“As long as I live.” 

I clenched my teeth. 

‘I get it now.’ 


As I let loose an undulating barrage, I stared at the Constellation Killer who intercepted each attack one 
by one. I scowled at the silver-haired man. And from that appearance, I understood. 


‘T could have become this man.’ 
A warrior who perfected the demonic arts to their limit. 
A hundred fifty years ago, Bae Hu-ryeong had faced this warrior. 
That was why, when he was fighting Master, he had yelled. 
[I’m going to teach this kid how to be happy! J 
What happened to someone who threw their self away. 
Bae Hu-ryeong had fought Master because he knew it—he had seen it in person. 
If I didn’t have Bae Hu-ryeong. 
If I hadn’t met Raviel. 
If I thought something like my memories could be sacrificed so easily. 
Then, in the end, I would turn out like the man before me. 
“Lefanta Aegim!” 
I swung my sword. 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 
Fourth form. 
Sword of Freezing. 
The Constellation Killer swung his sword. 
“T let go of the cold and warm winds.” 
Our swords crossed. 
“You speak of righteousness!” 
“T do.” 


Our eyes met. 


“If I am righteous...” 
“There’s no need to threaten my life...” 

“You...” 

pe ee 

Our voices clashed. 

“Say?!” 

“Said.” 

Our voices clashed against each other. 

I shouted, my voice like a raging wave. 

“Then what is your justice?!” 

Lefanta Aegim’s voice reverberated like the rain and covered my cry. 
“My justice. It is to destroy the Constellations.” 
“Why must you?” 

Lefanta Aegim had said he couldn’t answer. 


But as Bae Hu-ryeong said, Lefanta Aegim was in a situation where he had no choice but to talk. To 
create time he could discard, he opened his mouth. 


“—Constellations are existences that deprive humans of their freedom of choice.” 
He spoke of righteousness. 


“Good is something based on human freedom. Therefore, the Constellations who violate that freedom 
are evil.” 


He spoke of good and evil. 


“You said that you defeated the constellation called [The Evangelist of Everlasting Happiness]. Then, 
you must know. The humans there were infected by the Constellation without the right to choose, and 
they were forced into happiness.” 


He spoke of rights. 


“How about [The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains]? The world becomes a mere battlefield under that 
Constellation’s hooves. It becomes an arena. Everyday conversations turn into pointed arguments. 
There is no room for freedom there.” 


He spoke of freedom. 
I swallowed whole that rain-like voice and yelled. 


“Did you say that humans should be free?” 


“Yes.” 

“If so,” I swung my sword. “What are you?” 

“Tan 

“You’re just a machine that moves based on what it says in your diary! Where’s the freedom in that?” 
“You have a point.” 


The Constellation Killer swung his sword with his right hand, but he did not let go of the diary in his 
left hand. His indifferent eyes glanced over the diary. 


“My reply is this. If I can forsake the freedom of one person, myself, to save the freedom of everyone 
else, I should. That was my decision, and I had made that decision when my mind was free. 
Therefore...” 


“Don’t make me laugh!” 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Fifth form. 

Sword of Poison. 

“What’s different between your actions and the actions of the Constellations you just talked about?” 


The Constellation Killer hesitated to reply. But it was brief. The Constellation Killer quickly defended 
against my blow that contained the poisons of the world. 


“T renounce the scent of all flowers.” 


“Whether you smell flowers for a week, watch the sunset, drink, eat, feel the wind, or whatever, it’s all 
useless! You just throw it away, again and again!” 


“... The Constellations are a harmful influence on the world. They infect the minds of humans with 
their images and thoughts. With that infection, humans become one. There is no choice,” 


The Constellation Killer recited his diary. 

“So, to give humans at least the freedom of choice, the Constellations must...” 
“What is...” 

Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Sixth form. 

Sword of Illness. 

“Different about...” 


Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 


Seventh form. 
Sword of Blunt Impact. 
“What you do?” 


“_... throw away all of the dreams I’ve had this week. I throw away the pain of being injured. I throw 
away the landscapes of the morning, day, evening, and night...” 


“You just move according to your diary! Constellations would be better! At least Constellations are 
conscious of their actions. Your life is dictated by words!” 


Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Eighth form. 

Sword of Incineration. 

“Your name is not [The Killer of the Sky’s Constellations]!” 
The Constellation Killer. 

“You are [The Constellation Who Kills the Sky]!” 

The Killer Constellation. 

“Tf killing Constellations is your sole mission and duty—kill yourself first! Sky-killing Constellation!” 
Infernal Heavens Demonic Art. 

Ninth form. 

Sword of Suicide. 


My sword pierced the Constellation Killer. But it wasn’t his flesh sliced by my sword tip. It was the 
diary. The old notebook that the Constellation Killer could not look away from until the end. 


My blade cleaved its heart. 

Countless pages flew into the air. 

His days scattered like petals. 

«,.One second, discard,” muttered the Constellation Killer. 


He fought a fierce battle against the spiders of the Magic Tower, and he had a consecutive match 
against me. The memories that he had accumulated during the week were exhausted. Finally, the 
metaphorical gun had been taken out of the Constellation Killer’s hands. 


“One second—discard.” 


Despite reaching this end, the Constellation Killer did not let up. He still had something to throw away. 
No, he had a constant stream of things he could discard. 


“One second, discard.” 

Moment by moment. 

He sacrificed his unstopping present. 

While sacrificing his seconds, he swung his sword, called forth aura, and shielded himself. 
“One second, discard.” 

All right. 

“One second, discard.” 

That was the way he screamed. 

“One second, discard.” 

The Infernal Heavens was a sword that responded to all screams. 
“One second, discard.” 


I came all the way here with the screams of the snowfield, the screams of the heart, the child, and in the 
end, of course it was his scream, the one that caused the others. 


“One second, discard.” 


The Constellation Killer muttered and swung his sword. There was no tone in his voice, so it was 
colorless. His eyes did not carry his feelings, so they were indifferent. The colorless and indifferent 
man’s silver hair became disheveled as he continued to block my attacks. 


“One second...” 

Then, my sword cut his shoulder. 
“_,.discard.” 

We did not stop. 

“One second.” 


Without stopping, we swung our swords. Blood spilled from his shoulder. Blood burst from his calves. 
Each time my sword connected, red spilled onto the gray wasteland. 


“DIiSsts. 


I buried my sword into the Constellation Killer’s chest. He was unable to stop my advance. Thud! The 
Constellation Killer fell backwards. I pinned him down so he couldn’t move an inch, raising my sword 
high. 


“Lefanta Aegim.” 
“One second...” 


“T will reap your scream.” 


And I pierced the Constellation Killer’s heart. 


oc ” 


Blood gurgled back from his mouth. His esophagus was blocked. He couldn’t speak. The Constellation 
Killer looked up at me with eyes devoid of emotion. As he looked up, he moved his lips, but his voice 
was blocked by his blood. 


“ dis ” 
But that was just how screams were. 


Blood flowed from the chest that once contained the heartbeat to the mouth that once contained his 
voice. The blood spread to our surroundings more and more in concentric circles. The Constellation 
Killer’s hair, a silver halfway between white and gray, was soaked in the pool of blood. 


Slowly. 

He closed his eyes. 

[Your presence has become more pronounced. ] 
A small voice sounded. 

[Death King’s level is growing. ] 

[Your skill slots are expanding. ] 

[Now, your Hunter rank is C Class. ] 

[May luck be with you.] 

It didn’t stop there. 

[Your presence has become more pronounced. ] 
[Death King’s level is growing. ] 

The Tower’s voice resounded. 

It was like all my actions so far were coming to fruition at once. 
[Your skill slots are expanding. ] 

[Now, your Hunter rank is B Class. ] 

[May luck be with you.] 


Everywhere, it grew silent. 


I quietly pulled the blade from the Constellation Killer’s heart. His corpse looked docile. He lay in the 
pool of his own blood without expression, like someone who had been destined to die from the 
beginning. 


At that moment... 

[‘Lone Seeker of Truth’ is shocked by the death of the Constellation Killer. ] 

[‘The Eye Living in the Labyrinth’ looks wary of you at this unbelievable event.] 

[“The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ expresses amazement at the Constellation Killer’s death. ] 
The world was astonished. 
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-What? 

Of course, it wasn’t only the Constellations who reacted to the death of the Constellation Killer. 
-What? Wait, what... Did the Constellation Killer just die? Really? 


A dull voice resounded in the gray sky. The chief of the wizards who had just warred against the 
Constellation Killer, the so-called Magic Tower Master, was in shock. 


That voice was only the beginning. People started to flock to the wasteland. One by one, the Hunters 
who had fled the battle between the Constellation Killer and the Magic Tower approached. 


“No way. The Constellation Killer died?” 

“Who is that guy?” 

“T’ve never heard of the Sword Emperor.” 

“Fuck, that crazy mofo bastard was reincarnated...” 


Though they were shocked, they did not rush and pile on top of me. There was an alertness in their 
eyes. They were wary of a newcomer who had suddenly hunted the Constellation Killer. 


‘It’s dangerous. I should disappear before I draw more attention.’ 
I caught my breath, which had become feverish during my fight with the Constellation Killer. 


‘If they discover that my fighting prowess is less than they think, I don’t know when or how they’ Il 
attack.’ 


I was only able to hunt the Constellation Killer through a trap. If we were both fully prepared, I would 
have lost 100 percent no matter how many times we fought. The other Hunters weren’t aware of this 
fact yet... It was really lucky that they weren’t. 


‘I should hurry.’ 
I put the Constellation Killer’s body on my back and muttered, “Transmit.” 


In my mind, I was already thinking of the Great Library’s majestic lobby. Soon, my body would be 
transmitted there, carrying the Constellation Killer’s corpse. Then, I would coax [The Corner Librarian] 
to follow my schemes. 


However, nothing happened. 


“Transmit.” 


I muttered again, but it was the same. I remained in the desolate field. The glutenous blood from the 
Constellation Killer’s corpse soaked my back. Hundreds of Hunters stared at me in confusion. 


Suddenly, an ominous premonition swept over me. 
“The stage clear announcement hasn’t been made yet!’ 


The Constellation Killer was unmistakably dead. And yet, no voice declared to me that [the stage has 
been cleared]. 


“Why? Was something lacking?’ 


I desperately tried to think of what happened. Was it not enough to kill the Constellation Killer? Was 
the Tower refusing to recognize the 50th floor as cleared since the Constellation Killer wasn’t the 
master of the 50th floor? 


“ ..Why’s he like that? He’s just standing still.” 
“Hold on, my observation skill says that guy’s level is only B-Class.” 
“B-Class?” 


While I was urgently thinking, the Hunters began to murmur. The air of astonishment ebbed away. 
Astonishment slowly turned into alertness, and alertness soon became suspicion. 


“Don’t joke.” 


“Well, he must have a camouflage skill. The Constellation Killer is at least S-Class, so there’s no way 
he’d die to a B-Class.” 


“Hey! Somebody talk to him!” 

“Are there any Hunters who were active when the Sword Emperor was alive?” 
I broke out in a cold sweat. 

‘This isn’t good.’ 


Uneasiness rippled through the air. It wasn’t just because I could see the Hunters sniffing about. It 
wasn’t because each of those Hunters was a higher level than me and thus dangerous. 


The sense that I’d [missed something]. 


A Hunter’s intuition. 


Next to me, Bae Hu-ryeong was smirking. 


-What’re you looking at? 


‘Speak honestly. You know something, don’t you?’ 
-I don’t know what you mean. I already gave you all the advice I’Il give. 


Saying so, Bae Hu-ryeong grinned. The corners of his mouth were filled with mischief. Shit. Cursing in 
my mind, I recalled the advice he gave me. 


[ Gongja. J 


[Don’t see him as a human. He’s nothing but a weapon that moves fully according to what he has 
written. | 


Not a human but a weapon. A fighting machine. 


‘What would I do if I was Lefanta Aegim? He’s a man who calculates everything obsessively. Wouldn’t 
he naturally have plans for if he died?’ 


My thinking became quicker. 
‘Furthermore, Bae Hu-ryeong has met the Constellation Killer before.’ 


I saw Lefanta Aegim’s face for the first time in a trauma. Bae Hu-ryeong was with me then, too. He had 
immediately recognized Lefanta Aegim’s identity. 


[It feels like I’ve seen that bastard before? J 
[Even at a glance, I can recognize that he’s definitely the Constellation Killer. J 
[I was wondering what kind of world such a madman was born in, that brat. So he’s from Aegim. ] 
I asked Bae Hu-ryeong what sort of relationship he had with the man. Bae Hu-ryeong shrugged. 
[ What else could our relationship be? We had a proper fight. } 
[ He was strong, I’ll give him that, but he couldn’t dare match me. ] 
In other words... 
‘Bae Hu-ryeong beat the Constellation Killer in battle.’ 
The Constellation Killer had been defeated by Bae Hu-ryeong before. 
Then, wasn’t it too strange? 
Feeling the Constellation Killer’s blood drip down my spine, I looked at Bae Hu-ryeong. 
“You...” 
-Yeah. 
“There is no way a person like you would spare the Constellation Killer.’ 
The Sword Emperor. 


He was a crazy nutjob, but he had a noble attitude when it came to swords and martial arts. 


Bae Hu-ryeong killed my master. He killed her in a fair match. Master was beautiful, and she was as 
kind as she was beautiful. Bae Hu-ryeong recognized it, saying that [this was the doctrine of the 
Demonic Cult], and cut her. 


-Heh. 
The Constellation Killer was depraved. He couldn’t even be compared to my master. 
-Smart little brat. 


After subduing the Constellation Killer... there was no way that Bae Hu-ryeong wouldn’t have killed 
him. 


-This is why I like you. You have to be smart to be a Hunter. There are three qualities a Hunter needs. 
Intelligence, to plan a way to win. Courage, to execute the plan. Skill, to succeed in the execution. You 
have to be smart, adaptive, and competent. 


There was only one conclusion. 

Bae Hu-ryeong must have killed the Constellation Killer in the past. 

Only, that wasn’t the end. 

-The Constellation Killer bastard is a Hunter, Gongja, just like you. 

The sky split. 

“Strengthening one blow.” 

I. 

“—] throw away the white flower I saw when I looked down on my way here.” 


I was only able to avoid the blow because I was extremely tense and wary of my surroundings. I had 
reinforced my vision and hearing, all five senses, with my aura as much as I could. As I keenly 
observed the flow of air, I felt a blade that tore the flow apart. 


I hit the ground. 


I discarded Lefanta Aegim’s corpse. I disregarded my posture. I fiercely rolled away, my sole aim to get 
out of that spot. Running Wave. Any martial artist would laugh at my technique, but I used it with not a 
single inkling of shame. 


In exchange, I survived. 
Kwaaaang! 


The wasteland was completely uprooted. The ground broke. The sudden blow had waylaid even the 
crowd who had gathered to look at me. Unlike me, not all of them had been paying attention. Over 
twenty Hunters died due to this bit of carelessness. 


It happened in an instant. 


“On the way, I saw an old man planting something in a flower pot.” 


Someone took a step. Thud. The man’s footsteps echoed in the dense wasteland of screams and groans. 


“The flowerpot was small. Petite. The man’s life had become old and lacking, and he was planting his 
all into a single flowerpot. For a moment, I saw the flowerpot that contained the old man’s life. Life, 
regardless of size, can be beautiful so long as it can be contained somewhere.” 


The walker was wearing a ratty hood. 

“One strike. Strengthening.” 

A voice flowed from beneath the hood. 

“T forsake the memories of the old man and the pot.” 

A gale blew. 

[“The Lone Seeker of Truth’ rejoices. ] 

[‘The Eye Living in the Labyrinth’ watches as new events unfold. ] 
[‘The Warhorse of the Eternal Plains’ abandons the plan to attack you. ] 


The number of deaths earlier—20—instantly doubled. Everyone but the Hunters with prompt reactions 
was caught in the blow. There was a spirited man who ran toward the man in the hood, but soon his 
limbs were blown away, demonstrating to everyone the difference between courage and recklessness. 


“T overheard people whispering in the alley.” 
The man’s hood slipped because of the wind that he himself caused. 


“T couldn’t understand them, so I shan’t say they were voices. But I cannot say it was mere noise 
because I wanted to understand them. The allure of something you don’t understand. I wondered if that 
was a sign of beauty. I thought the sound of the alley was beautiful.” 


Silver hair. 


“While walking, I stepped on the ground. The feeling of touching the ground was new to me. It was 
firm. It was nice. I thought that maybe the people of the world would become nicer if they walked 
around on bare feet. Then, I felt pained because I thought they would step on a glass shard. The people 
who walk barefoot in this world are good people, but that is why they will always be in pain.” 


Blue eyes. 


“T deduce that the one who murdered me is in this group. Among them, the person with the highest 
possibility of being the killer is... the one that was carrying my corpse.” 


An old notebook. 


“Tt is the first time I’ve died in 153 years, 7 months, and 2 days. The Hunter who killed me in the past, 
the Sword Emperor, was distinctly more skilled than I. Thus, I added a rule on page 2. [If I am about to 
be killed by an opponent stronger than me, I will escape]. This is the lesson I gained after dying three 
times in three battles against the Sword Emperor.” 


The silver-haired man scanned the old notebook with his blue eyes. 


“From my judgment.” 
Then, he looked at me. 


“You avoided two of my blows. But if you were a fighter on the Sword Emperor’s level, you would 
have counterattacked immediately after dodging. The Sword Emperor said his level of martial arts was 
called the Dawn Circle Sword. Your skills are not on that level.” 


The Holy Sword by my waist trembled. 
“Tt’s hard to understand why I was killed by a person on your level.” 
The one who massacres Constellations. 


“This means that you are smart enough to devise a method that I cannot guess. A Hunter who is smarter 
than me is dangerous. If you gain more outstanding power than you have now, you may grow into a 
Hunter comparable to the Sword Emperor.” 


A human weapon. 


A person who plans for his own death and has made an additional body. Whether it was a [clone], a 
[puppet], or some Constellation’s technique, the Constellation Killer, Lefanta Aegim, stood before me. 


[Don’t see him as a human. J 
[The Constellation Killer bastard is a Hunter, Gongja, just like you. | 
Like me, who never really dies no matter how much I die. 
The Constellation Killer was another person who had measures against death. 


“T judge that you are a dangerous person whom I cannot leave alone. I will neutralize you 
immediately.” 


The Constellation Killer pulled a yellow rubber band from his chest pocket. Slowly, he tied his silver 
hair. 


“Our fight begins now.” 

The world fractured. 

-Come on, Gongja. 

Bae Hu-ryeong laughed loudly. 

The slightly frayed sleeves of a robe fluttered. 

-This is the world after the 50th floor! 

4. 

I pulled forth my red aura with all my strength. 

“Dammit! A doll? You’re really no different from a machine, are you?!” 


“In my battles against the Sword Emperor, there were no witnesses except for one Constellation.” 


The Constellation Killer looked between me and his diary. It would be nice if looking was all he did. 
He continued to rain down blows without pause. I did my best to avoid his repeated attacks. 


“Tt was because the Sword Emperor considered the duel to be sacred. The Sword Emperor called it a 
martial arts contest. However, too many have witnessed this death. It will be difficult to eliminate all 
witnesses.” 


-This crazy bastard... 


I heard a voice muttering absently in the faraway sky. It was the voice of the Magic Tower Master. 
Regardless, the Constellation Killer continued to calculate how to act next. 


“Therefore, I will threaten them instead of killing them. Listen. Look. To those who oppose me and to 
those who will oppose me in the future, I have artificially acquired immortality. Even if you kill me, I 
will stand before you again.” 


“And I vow to kill the person who has killed me. If a group worked together to kill me, I will destroy 
the whole group.” 


Booooom! 


I narrowly managed to avoid the Constellation Killer’s attack. The attack I dodged did not cut me but 
[the Constellation Killer’s corpse]. The corpse was cut off at its waist in one stroke. This was crazy. 
That guy, the Constellation Killer, shredded a body that looked exactly like his own. 


“My declaration is not just a threat. I will kill you here to prove it.” 
His face was still expressionless. 

It was like he placed no value on his own body. 

“Strengthening one blow.” 

The Constellation Killer dashed at me. 

“T abandon all the beauty of the world.” 

‘Ah.’ 

I had been under the illusion that time had stopped. 


As a wave of air from his sword strike ripped through the earth, I looked the Constellation Killer in the 
eyes. They were apathetic. 


Pure madness. 


His eyes were not afraid of any sacrifice or price he had to pay in order to act on his convictions. Yes, 
Bae Hu-ryeong was right. This man was a person who lived as a hunter just like I did. 


‘It’s me.’ 


I lamented. 


‘It’s me if I didn’t meet Raviel—‘ 


Staring at my imminent death, in that moment, I gave up on defending. I ignored it. But I wasn’t just 
throwing away my life. 


[Don’t kill yourself without my permission. ] 
[Don’t die even when there’s an easy escape. ] 
[Even if you don’t think you can escape death, struggle until the end. J 


As I gave up on defense, I swung my sword. If I couldn’t block the blow anyway, even if I was going to 
die, I could at least hit him properly. That was just who I was. That was the promise I made with 
Raviel. 


Chwaak! 
My sword collided with the Constellation Killer’s strike. 
My blade cut open the diary in the Constellation Killer’s left hand. 


I saw the Constellation Killer’s silver eyebrows twitch. 


“ ” 


His blow had pierced me. 
‘T admit it.’ 


I coughed. Blood poured back down my throat. My vision turned white. Even as my body boiled, I 
glared at the Constellation Killer until the very end. 


“You are a monster. You’re stronger than me. You’re very cautious like me. However, you’re not the 
only one who has another chance, Lefanta Aegim.’ 


[The Corner Librarian sighs. ] 


‘Kill me. Ill die for you now. Kill me again and again. Let’s kill each other! Your hell and my hell can 
compete. The last person standing will be me. You are wrong!’ 


[The Corner Librarian rejoices but also despairs.] 

I will beat you. 

[You have died. ] 

Just wait. 

[Currently, your Hunter rank is B-Class. ] 

[As part of your penalty for leveling, the order of your skill activation will be changed. ] 


I will definitely, to you—-. 


[Warning. ] 

[The trauma of the enemy who killed you is being materialized. ] 

[The data necessary for materialization will be extracted from your memories. ] 
The whiteness I saw turned red. 

[The severity of the penalty is high.] 

[The penalty is the animal road. ][1] 

My consciousness drifted away. 

From a faraway world, like it was crossing nirvana, there was a melody. 
Ding, 

Dong, 

Dang, 

Dong. 

Somehow, the tune sounded very familiar. 

It was the sound of a bell I think I heard a long time ago. 

“Where did I hear this... Oh? Where... Where was it?’ 


I tried to open my eyes. My eyelids felt like they were being weighed down with iron. My whole body 
was tingling with sleep paralysis. Only the unclear melody, the hazy bells, could be heard. 


Ding, dong, dang, dong... 

At some point, I could hear another sound. 

-This is the broadcasting department, notifying all students remaining on school grounds... 
School? 


-Other than the students who will participate in nighttime self-study, everyone, please go home now. 
Once again, the broadcasting department announces... 


Go home. 


-Recently, some students have remained on school grounds after dismissal time has passed. To the 
students at school now, please return home if you have not applied for nighttime self-study. 


Ding, dong, dang, dong. 
The bell rang again, and the voice stopped speaking. 


What the hell was this? 


I struggled to break free of the sleep paralysis. But struggling was no use, so I concentrated my 
consciousness on one point as much as I could. I felt my body fidget. As I was trying to move my 
fingers by concentrating a bit more, something hit my head. 


“Sunbae, wake up! We’ve been dismissed!” 


Only then could I move, like I had been released from binding magic. I exhaled violently. Gradually, I 
regained control of my body. Sensations returned. The first to return was hearing, then sight. 


“Aha—” 
Drawn by the familiar laugh, I raised my head. 


“Tt’s not good for you to sleep on your desk! It’s bad for your back, and more importantly, you won’t 
sleep well. I understand that you’re studying hard since it’s almost midterms, but please go home and 
sleep instead!” 


The Heretic Questioner was smiling down at me. 

However, something was different. 

“’.. Heretic Questioner?” 

The Heretic Questioner was wearing a school uniform. 

“What? A heretic questioner?” 

He tilted his head side to side. 

“Who’s that?” 

“ ..Maybe... Are you the Golden Silk? Were you possessed by the Heretic Questioner again?” 


“Possessed? Ah. Did you have a dream? Ahaha. Sunbae, you read a lot of books. You must have had an 
interesting dream!” 


I slowly looked around. 


The two of us were at... a library. But even though it was a library, it was shabby when compared to 
the Great Library of All Things. If the Great Library was a magnificent chateau, this was a cramped 
kennel. 


Looking out the window, I could see a wide schoolyard. 
Like a normal school. 
‘Sword Emperor.’ 


Feeling my mouth go dry, I muttered in my head. 


“There’s trouble, Sword Emperor. This. I think the penalties became totally weird as my level went up. 
Before, I saw the trauma like I was peeping in a dream, but this... Sword Emperor?’ 


There was no response. 
I looked around again. 
‘Hello?’ 

It was quiet. 

‘Hey. Sword Emperor.’ 
It was silent. 

Then, I realized. 


“Now, sunbae. Let’s leave now. The student council president will probably be waiting at the school 
gate today! You can’t make your girlfriend angry! I’ll organize the books, so sunbae, you go first!” 


I had entered a new stage. 
The trauma was unfolding on a different level than before. 
[1]: I’m not sure if any of the previous TLs explained it, so here it is just in case: 


Gongja’s penalties seem to follow the six domains of the desire realm, which is related to the concept 
of Samsara, rebirth. Here’s a wiki link: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Desire_realm 
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